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THE 


LIFE 


OF 

dr: EDWARD YOUNG. 


COMF^ED BY 

THE REV. DAVID M’NICOLL. 


Little has been preserved of the life of this admired 
Author. His indeed was an age of shining men; bnt 
tln.'ir light, as it respects their ordinary dispositions 
and pursuits, was often confined within a very narrow 
sphere, and posterity was left with small assistance,, 
to retrace their proper path, and ascertain their true 
charatrter, J)r. Jo/mso7t had not yet taught the art 
of writing biography, and the long prevailing apathy 
of the [)ublic respecting the private conduct and con- 
dition of eminent writers, seems still to have kept its 
liohi. 'I’o loviTs of the serious muse, the present slight 
aeeonnt will, however, be; acceptable. The situations 
arc ordinary, but such readers will feelingly perceive 
them t(.> be those of a great and pious mimi, producing 
li-oui its own resources effects of lasting import to 
liierature and religion. 

What follows is a compressed view of the principal 
facts nlated of Dr. Young in the Jiiographia Jiri- 
tamiica, and in the elegant sketch of his life written 
by Mr. Herbert Croft. j 

The father of thi,s eminent poet was Mdtca^ 
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Young D. D. Fellow of Winchester College, and 
Rector of TJpham in Hampshire. By pure merit he 
afterwards obtained the Deanery of Sarum. He was 
the author of two volumes of Seruybns that well de- 
serve to be read for the originality and solidit;' of tiieir 
contents. He was chaplain to King William and 
Queen Mary; and lastly was appointed- chaplain and 
clerk of the closet to Queen Ann, who had con- 
decended (or, perhaps, to speak more properly, pos- 
sessed the honour,) to stand Godmother to the Author 
of the Night Thoughts. 

Edward, the only son of the Dean, was Ijorn at 
TJpham in 1081. He was educated on the foundation 
at Winchester College, where he remained till hist 
eighteenth year, without being*, as fur as can be known, 
the object of any particular alteutiou. In 1708 he 
was nominated by Apb. Tenidson to a law fellowship 
at All Souls. He took his degree as bachelor of civil 
law in 17 J4, and his doctor’s degree on the 10th of 
June, 1710. It does not appear that he ever com- 
menced the practice of his profession. 

It is said, that during* his stay at All Souls, he was 
a man of dissipated, rather than religions, manners. 
On this subject Mr. Croft charitably observes ; “ 
authority of his father, indeed, had ceased some time 
before his death, and Young was certainly not ashamed 
to be patronized by the iiifaimms Duke of Wharton. 
But Wharton befriended in Young, perhaps the poet, 
and particularly the tragedian, if virtuous authors 
n)nst be patronized only by virtuous peers, who shall 
point them out? They who think ill of Young's mora- 
lity in the early part of his life, may perhaps be wrong; 
but 'Tindal cotdd not err in his opinion of Young's 
' armth and ability in the cause of religion. Tindal 
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ns«d to spend mncfi of bis time at All Souls. * The 
other boys,’ said the Athei.st, ‘ I can always answer, 
l»ecanse I always know whence they have their argo- 
inents, w'Vj<di I have read an hundred times; but that 
fellow, ^oung, is continually pestering me with some- . 
thing of his own.’ — After all. Young might, for two or 
three years, hive tried that kind of life, in which his 
principles would not suffer him to wallow long. If this, 
w'ere so, he has left behind him not only his evidence 
in favour of virtue, but the potent testimony of ex- 
perience against vice.” 

It appears from the nature of his pursuits in public 
life, and from some com[)laiuts of disappointment con- 
tained in the Night Thoughts, that he had strongly 
bent liis heart on wealth, and on wealth as it is earned 
by fame. He thercft)re began to call the attention of 
the great, in 1712, by an Epistle to the Right Honour^ 
able George JLord Lansdotme. The purpose of this 
poem was to reconcile the people to one of the ten 
new Lords whicli Queen Ann had created in one day. 
It was considered as a composition of extravagant 
jmnegyric. The author’s luatiirer judgment, however, 
did not ])erinit it to he n'published. 

'I’he Rust Dag, oim of his priiicipal pieces, was 
finished in 1710, before he was thirty, and published 
in 1713. Ilecause it was dedicated to the Queen, and 
becaiuse of some satyrieal lim;s of Swift, which are 
said to rt^dect on the poet, it has been presumed that 
lie rectuved a setlletl stipend as a writer for the court. 
“ Yet who shall say with certainly,” observes Mr. 
Lroft, “ that Young w'as a pensioner? In all modern 
periods of this country, have not tlie writers on one 
side been regularly called hireling®, and on the other/ 
patriots r” • j 
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His next publication was, The, Force of Religion, 
or Vanquished Lowe, a poem founded on the execiitioii 
of jLaflfy Jane Gray, and her Imsbaud. Lord Guilford, 
in 1554. This work excited little jfltentioii,^ Pope's 
Epistle of Floisa to Abelard, it must be acknowledged, 
exhibits a more severe ami interesting struggle, de- 
scribed with far more power of seutiiilcnt, and ele- 
gance of expression. 

This was followed by a Paraphrase on Part of the 
Rook of Job ; a production on which there seems to be 
but one opinion, that it does the author credit as a 
man of learning, a poet, and a Christian. 

He now determined to appear as an author of a 
different sort, of one whose province has, by some, 
been deemed the mo.st difficult in the whole range of 
human writing. In 1719, his Tragedy of limiris was 
brought upon the stage, and received witli ap[)lause. 
Jn 1721, his principal drama, 7Vte Rerenge, was per- 
formed. The attention of the public was now ffxed 
upon him, as upon one who had provc'd himself a 
master in several departments of poetry. Dr. Johnson 
thus remarks upon his Tragedies: “ Mr. Stevens re- 
called them to my thoughts, by observing, that he 
seemed to have one favourite catastrophe, as his three 
plays all concluded with lavish suicide; a method by 
which, as Drydai remarked, a. poet easily rids his 
scene of persons whom hew'ants not to k> ('p olive. In 
Rusiris there are the greatest cbulliiious of imagina- 
tion; but the pride of Ibisiris is sucii as no other man 
can have ; ajul the whole is too rf.'Uiote from know'u 
life to raise eitlier grief, l<‘rror, or iudiguation. The 
Revenge approaches mueh marer to liuman ju’aetices 
and manners,, and then-fore kc«“ps pos.scssi(jn of the 
idage: the first design seems suggested by Oihello; 
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but tbe reflections, the incidents, and tlie diction, arc 
original. The moral observations are so introduced, 
and so expressed, as to have all the novelty that can 
be required. Ot' The Brothers, I may be allowed to 
say nothing, since nothing was ever said of it by the 
public. 

From the Seriousness of Tragedy, he proceeded to 
the more airy employment of writing Satires. These 
were occasionally published under the name of the 
Universal Passion, iii which he forcibly paints and 
impugns the manners of the age. This by some has 
been looked upon as his greatest and most brilliant 
work. It procured him, at any rate, the sum of 3000/. 

That Dr. Young resolved to become a churchman 
at the age of fifty, should be attributed rather to the 
increasing seriousness of bis mind, than to the hope 
of preferment; though this might be supposed, from liis 
natural disposition, to have some share in the deter- 
mination. . His Last Day had shewn a heart in youth 
deeply sensible of divine things, and his great, his 
most pious work, The J\ight Thoughts, could only 
have been the production of a man whose mind had 
been long embued with religious subjects. 

Soon after he assumed the clerical profession, he was 
made chaplain to the King, and in 1730 was present- 
ed by his College to the Rectory of Welwyn in Hertford- 
shire. He is said to have been an elegant and ani- 
mated preacher. There is no proof of this, however, 
in his Sermon preached at St. Janies\ when the drow- 
siness of his audience was such, that he sat down 
in the pulpit and wept. 

In 1731, he married Leuly JElizabeth Lee, daughtei 
of the Marl of Litchfield, and widow of Colonel Lee, 
herself an elegant poet. Of her he was. deprived iu 
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1741. She had lost, ia her lifetime, at the age of se- 
venteen, an amiable (laughter who was just niail^ied to 
Mr. Temple, son of Lord Palmerston. This >vas one of 
her three children by CoUrnel Lee.^' Mr. Temple did 
not long survive his wife. Mr. and Mrs. Tot^ple have 
always Ijeen considered as Philamler and iV<wcma. 
If they were, they did not die long befoVe Lad^ Eliza- 
beth Young. Who needs to be informed, that the sarl- 
U'-:; .'^ aths of these three persons are lamented in the 
Mg liiios? — 

; ; eo’.ild not one suflieel 

il _ i; (iv-t ..uKf, and thrice niy peace was slain! 

Aiul thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill’d her horn. 

Here then is tlte occasion of the Night Thoughts, 
an occasion of the most impressive nature ; and witieh, 
it must be acknowledged, fell on one who possessed 
a native fitness for improving it. 

His wife left him one son, named Frederick, whi^se 
godfather was tlie Prince of Wales, fallter to his pre- 
sent Majesty. He was a dissolute young man, and 
soon expelled the university for improper conduetj^v 
which he lost his father’s favour. He lias been looked 
upon as the Xorcwco oftheiV/gAf Thoughts; Imt Mr. 
Croft has ably sliewn the absurdity of this opinion, 
and presumed that character with great probability to 
have been one of the infamous companions of the 
Duke of Wharton. 

In 1761, Dr. Young was made clerk of the closet to 
the Pnneess Doicnger of W ales. 

The Resignation was his last poetical effort. It 
has suffered the severest animadversion; yet Dr. 
Johnson, a good judge, and who was far from being 
a gentle critic, looks upon it as worthy of its author; 
and though written at the age of 80, possessed of great 
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vigour. The rest of his works consist of numberless 
small productions, of different <legreos of merit. 

Dr. Ymiig died in April, 1705, aged 84, having re- 
tained the perfec^Sise of liis faculties to the last. He 
was buri|rd, according to his own desire, by the side 
of his wife, under the Altar-piece* in Welwyn Church,- 
and his funeraf attended by the poor of the parish. 

This great man had been disappointed, by wliat he 
deemed a severe and undisceruing world, for many 
years, and had ac<(uired both friends and enemies in 
considerable numbers. I’his was owing iti part to 
his politics, and to his character being of a mixed 
nature, so as not to suit entirely any class of politi- 
cians. He was undoubtedly a person of piety, and of 
a solemn disposition, }' but he was not without some 
promimnit faults. He was occasionally guilty of a 
niurmuring despondence, and sometimes grasped after 
fame and wealth with no common degree of ambition. 
Lntix<*d in any profession, except that of a poet, the 
divided state of his mind must have frecjucntly para- 
lyzed his efforts, and he sunk into retirement, dis- 
pleased with the worhl, and perhaps with himself. 

His works discover him to have been a man of ex- 

* This \llar-|iiect* is reckoned one of the most curious in die king- 
dom, being adonied with an elegant (liece of needle-work, by Lady 
Hefty Youn^. In the middle of it arc inscrilied these words; 1 am 
the bread oj lije. On the nortii side of (he chancel is this inscription, 
sujiposed by tlie Doctor’s order: Vihuimbl'S — fncraisr in wisdom 
ati'i understaitdiug ; and opposite, on the .south side, I’l iti.soe K -And 
in Jai'uur with God and man. [.Vet \pp. lo nio". !>ril.] 

"t It is adduced, for instance, ihat he hud in his g.irden au alcove 
with a bench, so well painted, that at a distance it seemed to he real; 
but npoii a nearer a))pro;ich (Fie ilcccption was perceived, and this 
iitolto a{>pear«d . ' • ■ • 

Invisibilia non DECii'itKT— jT&h thiugfvnsem do utd demiae 
1 O'. o K 
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traordinary sensibility. He regularly practised family 
devotion ; a circumstance M'hich his biographers have 
particularly noticed, as if it had been an uncommon 
practice even aiiiong the Clergymen of . his day. 
Though he was solicitous to gain money, ho was tar 
from being ungenerous in the disbursement of it. He 
was abstemious, seldom drinking wide, because he 
.would not, as he said, waste the succours of age and 
sickness on health and strength. He is said to have 
been uncominonly )>olite, and with all his gloom was 
often extremely social and cheerful: but a Clergyman 
patronizing in person bowling parties, and other pur- 
suits of giddiness and fashion, is not one of the most 
consistent and becoming objects. 

Considered as a poet, (he first thing that strikes us, 
is the amazing number, and often greatness, of his 
thoughts. He was wonderfully laconic, but not ob- 
scure, imless to Headers remarkable for ignorance or 
inattention. And the wonder is increased, when we 
reflect on the argumentative and abstract nature of his 
subjects in the Thoughts. His proofs in favour 

of the immortality of the soul are clear and convincing, 
and still used by prose writers; while at the same time 
the soul itself, in all its various situations, emotions', 
and interests, is described in the most afl'ceting light. 
One of his principal excellencies consists in a sur- 
prising power of describing religious subjects : a proof 
that Dr. .fohnsoti was not perfectly accurate in his 
opinion, that such subjects arc unsuitable to poetry, 
in the Night Thmights we have an evidence, that 
where divine things are as much felt and delighted in 
as the more ordinary topics of poets, genius, without 
a dignity, can raise, on this foundation also, lasting 
jfliiOiliibents .of her skill and ability. 



DR. EDWARD YOUNG. 


11 


It is the province of the poet to represent things in 
their genuine appearances, giving a fresh interest to 
the study of the originals by the accuracy and art of 
the pictures he exhibits. It is that of tlie philosopher 
to invesygate the real nature, relations, and eflects, of 
things, and to point out how they dider from their 
appearances, J*ad in what particular instances. These 
two properties are admirably blended in the Night 
2'kovghts. 

The general character given of his poems by Dr. 
Johnson, will weigh considerably with the reader. 

“ Of Young's poems,” he observes, “ it is difficult 
to give any general character ; for he has no uniformity 
of manner; one of his pieces has no great resemblance 
to another. He began to write early, and continued 
long; and at <liflerent times had different modes of 
poetical excellence in view. His numbers are some- 
times smooth, and sometimes rugged ; his style is some- 
times concatenated, and sometimes abrupt ; sometimes 
diffusive, and sometimes concise. His plan seems to 
have started in his mind at the present moment; and 
his thoughts appear the effects of chance, sometimes 
adverse, and sometimes lucky, with very little opera- 
tion of judgment. 

“ In his Night Thoughts he has exhibited a very 
wide display of original poetry, variegated with deep 
reflections and striking allusions; a wilderness of 
thought, in which the fertility of fancy scatters flowers 
of every hue and of every odonr. This is one of the 
few poems in which blank verse could not be changed 
for rhyme but with disadvantage. The wild diffusion 
of the sentiments, and the digressive sallies of imagin- 
ation, would have been compressed and restrained by 
confinement to rh^e. The excellence of this work 
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is not exactness, but copiousness: particular lines 
are not to be regarded ; the power is in the whole ; 
and in the whole there is a inagniticeiice like that as> 
cribed to Chinese plantation, tiie inaguilicence of vast 
extent and endless diversity. 

“ His versification is his own ; neither his blank nor 
his rhyuiing lines have any reseuiblance to those of 
former writers ; he picks up no hemistics, he copies 
no favourite expressions; he seems to have laid up no 
stores of thought or diction, but to owe all to the for- 
tuitous suggestions of the present moment. Yet I 
have reason to believe, that when once he had formed 
a new design, he then laboured it with very patient 
industry, and that he composeil with great labour and 
frequent revisions. 

His verses are formed by no certain model; for 
be is no more like himself in his dillorent productions 
than he is like others. He seems never to have studied 
prosody, nor to have had any direction but from his 
own ear. But, with all hi.s defects, he was a man of 
genius, and a poet.'’ 
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The fvrs^ Figures refer lo the Nights, the others to the • 

JLines. 


jAlDDJIKSS, or Apostrophe, to Death, Ni.^ht 1, Lino 205. To the 
i'reat aii<l indolent, 2. To man, lespeclin^j liis instability of 

will and cinnet!, (). 20? !<• To the lilies of tlie field, .,5. J24, To 
the a^e(l, 4. I09. To Clod, as the Cr.'alor, 4. US; as an Artist, 
9. 1,')2(); on the instability of this wtnid, 8. l')6; as uinriiscicnt, 
omnipresent, the great first Cause and 'ather of all, 215)2. 
22 1:3 ; on ins iiicrc*>, love, and justice, 4. 201 ; 011 the perfection 
of hi*, \va\s, 5), 1.()2; as the Essence of blirs and true happiness, 
5), T<i Jesus Christ, us God-man, <). 23 To intidels, 7* 

11.05- 4.234. To the day of judgnn lit, 0.217* To the ocean, 
8. l()8. 'J’o Night, p. 5 4,0* l(>7^>* Ihe iiioon, .0. KuSO. To 
the stars, t). I l();3. 'To the su]>)H>se.4| iuhahitanb of the stars and 
planets, 5). 777» To the uiglitiiigvile, 1. 4U). To l-oreiizo, to 
awulie from sleep, .0. 2418. 

Adjuration, solemn, the Author’s, by night, addre.st to Lorenzo, 5). 
20.03. 

aMllieiioiis, lieneficial to good men, 9. 4().i. 

Age a!id Disease, the harbingers of Death, 3. 487* 

Aged, the, less heedful of Death’s approach than the young, 5. 6()6. 
Ahsurditics of, 5. <)3h’. Sec Address. 

Ajax, the story of, alluded t<», 3. 271* 

Allegory on sleep, 1. 1. On aged trees, 4. 111. On time, 2. 139« 
On experience, 4. 122. On the end <»f life, 4. 13.'). On wit, 5. 
13. On tlic passions, 7. 533. On picasiiie, 8. 575. On art, 2. 
120. On iinaginalioii, 8. .0.04. On Jcariiing, 5. 257* 

Altaimnit, tlie death of, 0. 134. 

Ambition and avarice, the iritluence of, (k 221; 399* True, de- 
scribed, 6. 236‘. Anil pleasure, incxhauslible l(*pics, 8. 411. la 
a certain degree, infect all iiuinKind, 8. 415. A proof of iinnior- 
lalily, 7. 335). ramo, tlie cure of, 7. 308. 

Angels, lialf llieir j«)y di^rived from ifieiidship, 2. 577- And men, 
couipareil, 1. 530. 'fiie relatioiisliip between, 4.()70. The war of, 
7. 1048. The ministers of (iod, 9. 875, 

Analogy, man's surest guide, 6. 734. 

Annihilatioij, the absurdities and horrors of, urged, 7. 844. 

Alt, the bad effects of, 5. 43. And genius, inadequate to the attain* 
nient of true glory, 6. 259- See Allegory. 

Arts, human, surpassed by Nature, 9 * 9tf>. 

Astrology, true, what it is, found out, 8. 1047* 
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Avarice, furnishes an argument of iminortalitY> 7. 444. 

Author, the, his disappointments, 4. 60. His prater for himself, p. 
230})„ l^rodicted fate of his book, 8. 1392. 

B 

Balciicn, Admiral, his uiiha|)j)\ fate alluded to 8. 175. 

Beinf^s, irratioinlj <h'nied thr privilege of sorrow, ;>. 558, 

Boll, the striking c»f a, its language and import, 1. 55. 

Belshazzar, tlm liistory of, in Dan* v. 5. alluded to, 2. 41 iJ. 

Bible, reading of the, reeomru -nded, 7* 13 h' 0 . 8. 771. 

Blest, l)ie, see the works of creation in their due proportion, 8. 30. 

Brutes, iji light Mipcrior to man, 7. 2.92- Happier than rational 

l>einL*^s, 7. 733. 

C 

Caution, frequently betrays men into dar.ger, 1. 272. 

Christian, the dignity of a, 4. 738. Compared to a ship at sea, 8. 
1081. A real description of, 8. 1083. Difference between him 
and the men of the world, 8, IO97. 

Christ, his crucifixion described, I. 24.5. His life, death, and ascen- 
sion, proofs of immortality, 4. 2f)S. His philanthropy, 4. 602. His 
death a ransom, 4. 2 t3. 

Chesterfield, the Earl of, complimented, 8. 1266. 

Clouds, a fine description of them, 9. 554. 

Complaint, the, of a good man, on the supposition of no future ex- 
istence, 7. 653. 

Compel enee recommended, 6. 506. 

Conscience, the treachery of, 2. 2.56. Notices our thoughts as well 
as actions, 2. 265. TJic power of, whence it is derived, 7* 1176. 

Contemp!ati(.ii, tlio defectiveness of, without converse, 2. 488. 

Conversation, the heuefits of, 2. 491* Fits for solitude, 2. 45)4. 

Creation, Oie niagihficcnce of, a mockery on man if doomed to anni- 
hilation, 7. 787. Eud of it immortality, 7* 1031. A specimen 
and earnest of God’s power, 6. 1.95. 

Crimes, I’overed hv night, <). 947- 

D 

Darkness. Sec Silence. 

Days, the full power^^ of each, 2. 317- Time's daughters, 8. 113. 

Hay of judgment described, f). 157. 

Dead, the, who properly mourn, 2. 24. Heiiiousness of violating, 
3. lyo. The folly of lumoiiting, 1. 107. Pity more justly the 
living, 1. 114. 

Death, proprietor of all, 1 . 206. Sudden and unexpected, the danger 
of, 1. 388. Daij)ps all worhily enjoyments, 2. 358. The great 
advantage derived from, 3 . 512. To Ire welcomed by age, 4. 19* 
The swiftness of its progress, 4, 8 O 7 . Tlie different forms it ap- 
pears in, 5. 827* The thought of, an antidote against the fe.arof» 
5. 677 . <). 2382. Characterised, 5. 756. Tlie. inshliousiiess or 
treachery of, 5. 8 O 5 ). Compared to a masquer, 5. 860 . Enters 
into gay company, 5. 849- Hastened by the smile of Fortune, 5. 
1007. The uncertainty of, should excite us to watchfulness, p* 
887. The fafsp portrait of, 6. 49 ; by whom drawn, 6. 58. Tlje 
ilre^of, the proof of a future state, 7. 97 * nature clianget^ 
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if man is man no more, 7. 779. The double, of man, described, 7. 
1281. A retrospective view of, 9* 113. And pain, the benefits of, 
9. 376. Of friends, how to be improved, 5. 374. 1. 7264. Neg- 
lect of, the cause iiivesligaled, 5. 384. See Address. 

Death-bed of friends, de^criplion of the, 6. 496. Of the just, 

described, 2. 633. 

Deception, ^defeats its own power, 8. 357- A contempt of, recom- 
mended, 364. How remlered unnecessary, 8. 370. 

Deity, See Address. 

Deluge, the, and conflagration of all things, described, 9- 137- 

Devil, the, his sentence, what, 9. 275- 

Devotion, the daughter of Astronomy, 9* 770. 

Dial, the language of a, 2. UK;. 

Directions, for self-exaininatibn, 9- 1439- Necessary to remove gloom 
and melancholv, 8. 737- 

Discontent, man’s, a proof of immortality, 7- 29- 

Disease, Deatli’ft Jiarhinger, 3. 487- Attacks the temperate and vo- 
luptuous, 1 . 26\S. 

Disohedience to the command of God, in what case recommended, 

7- 167. 

Diversions censured, 2. 60. 

Dreams a jiroof of tlio soul's immortality, 1. <)8. 

Duration, necessary to liie bliss of an immortal being, 8. 1340, 

Eartli, the region of melancholy, 1. 115. The coniparallvely small 
extent of its habitable parts, 1. 285. Not to he trusted in, 3. M *>. 
Compared with the skies, 7. 1244; with eternity, 6. 599. 

Ivartidy bliss, the instability of, 1. 180- 

Endyiiiion, his story alluded lo, 9. 542. 

Epitaph on the human race, supposin" there is no future state, 7. 833- 

Eternity, description of, 6. 579- Compared to the leviathan, 8. 34. 
Sec Mail. 

Evening, line description of a siiniiner’s, 2. 685. 

Evils, natural, are benefits, O. 3 89 . 

Experience, its language, 2. 381. The corrector of human pride, 5. 
234. See Allegorv. 

F 

Faith, disarms death of its terrors, 4. 722. And reason, the relation 
between, 4. 743. 

Fame, the fondness for, disavowed by man, 7- 342. Condemned, 5. 
2. Described, 7. 36'5. The vanity of, 4.08. The trumpet ot; 
what it sounds, 8. 306. The shade of immortality, 7- 365. The 
cure of ambition, 7. 368. 

Fear of a future state, a proof of its reality, 7- 1320. 

Firiiiainent, what it is, 9. 1034. 

Florello, his story, 8. 245. 

Folly, subject to misery, 8. 391- Affl wisdom contrasted, 8. 916- 

Fortune cannot give joy to tlie wicked, 8. 1023. 

Free-will, the doctrine of, maintained, 7. 1296. 

Frce-tbinking, true, defined, 7- 1222. 

Friend, the bosom of a, finely described, 2. 519- 
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Friends, real, the value of, 2. 46 1 ; 510. .What makes them miracles 
on cartli, 2. 55 S. The death of, how to be improved, 7, 1264. 
God's design in taking them from us, 5. 374; 9* 388. Dying, a 
striking description of, 5. 4.98. 

Friemfship, the benefits of, 2. 46*3. Direct/^ns for preserving, 2. 
56*3. 

Funerals, description of pompons, 9- 2124. 

Future state, a good man's complaint, supposing there is none, 7« 
6*53. 

G 

Gaiety, its iiislruclions, 5. 779* 

Genius and art ui.sutlicieul to the acquisition of line greatness, 
6. 259. 

Glasses, discoveries by, alluded to, 9« 1^/5. 

Glory, true, wJieiciii it consists, 8. 431. 

God, erroin-oiisly defined by iiitidels, 4. 225. Proved to be a Spirit, 
9. 1417. "Phe omnipresence of, alluded to, 4. 392. A sublime 

description of, 4. 409- All things prove a, 9- 772. Keasoii of 

the locality of his throne, 4. 405. All be does, ii;:}il, 9. 373. 
His residence descrilied, (). 2 294. Found by all true \\or.shi]>))f*is 
of him, 9* 185(>. A sublime description of, 9* 2192. The first 
coniuiand ot‘, to man, 7. 170. In wluit liidit viewed by llie be- 
liever, 7. 914; liy tlmse who favour anniliiiatioii. f . 948. From 
wliatcau'sc ailored, 7. II75. The being of a, admitted, solves all 
diHicuhies, 7- 141 6*. The degrees of, vimlicated, 9. 370. Denied, 
creates iiiuuiu<‘rable mysteries, 7. 1419* ^ce Vdi'iess. 

Gold, wliere it glitters most, 5. 966. Kageine^s of mankind to 
ac(|uire, 5. jJOS, \ arious fates of its votaries^ 5. 9S4. 

Good man, the, exposed to trials in tins life, S. 10 35. GharaiMerised, 
8. 1083. Ainl wicked, coiiijiared, 8. I091. 

Grave, the, a dc'^criplioii of, 1. II6; 2. 36l ; 3. 255. Of a friend, 
the most instructive, 5. 371* The, a real liell, if there is m> future 
state, 7* 8J8. 

Great, tln‘, their nii.->lal\€ii notions of friendship, 2. 542. See 
Address. 

Greatness, true, described, 8, 427- 

Grief, the proper school of wisdom, 5. 2^3. 

H 

flappiness, earthly, its iiisutliciciicy and emptiness, 1 . 274. Pre- 
sent, an earnest of future pain, 1. 316*. Where her sole residence 
on earth, 2. 5l6. Earthly, described, 8. 220. True, what it is, 

8.935; 1022. 

Happy man, who is truly a, 8. 935. 

Health of the mind, what it is, iS. 924. 

Heaven, the favours of, their nature explained, 1 , 329» 

Heavens, starry, questions suggested by a view of tire, 9« 1273. 

Hell described, 9 . 185; 2404. ^ 

Homer and Milton, a panegyric on, 1. 450. 

Hope, the difl’erent kinds of, described, 7. 134; 1445. A proof of 
inUpLorti^lity, 7 . 104. The flight of, surveyed/ 7 . 132. True,, its 
7. 1454. False, its dictates, 7 . 144(>. • r 
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Hours, past, the wisiloni of tulkiiu> with them, 2. d7o. 

Ifiituau puvrjuits, the \aui!y of, 1. IjO. 
liutuililv, the praise of, 8. 17-^- 

I 

Jraiiis, lh«' iiiMe of, l<», .j. 

Idleness the hant! of the 2. 

ills, proceed from man alone, i). i I t*. Tin’ intent of, <). IQ.}, 
lina^ination, her iMimeiou.n follies, 8. lOO'j. See Vilegory. 
lininortality, the lyifure of, <icsciihf al, (h ’/(), The value of (>. 8.s. 
Jts hojteticial inlliience on tiie soul, 6. .>73. Knowh ii^e to In*, 
derived from, (>. l6T. Ti:c poilion of llie meanest man, ( oiudly 
V’ilh the I>ei1^, (). .MS. fe.“.s esteemed by man, as bcini; com- 
mon to iii.'> species, O'. /,(>{). Taught hy Nature, O'. 6‘71, And 
a fulur<‘ stale, pro*. ea !’ic.:u maifs discoulcut, 7* -0; from hi^ 
powers and jncssiou.-*, 7. ().} ; iVom the gradual growth of ids lea- 
■son, 7* vSl ; from nature; (f (>40; from the order of creaiion, 7« 

; from the fear of death, 7-.97 • fr<un the nature ol* ijoSfC, 7- lO.j ; 
from virtue, 7, 1 II ; from knowledge and Jove, 7. !i;i0 ; from am- 
bition, 7. 3o7 ; iVum avarice, 7. U t; from pleasure, 7. 483; from 
self ap{dau.se, 7. 1 kS. 'The Inaieiits <d‘, 7 . 500'. (iaesti<»!is aicwvered 
by tin* sii]>positiou of an, 7* b'o(>. Objections to tin* doctrino of, 
7. Mil), A belief of, the .source of true courage, 7* iy7« 
lufaiicy dt?senbed, 8. 2.V2. Sec Man. 

Julidol, an, the mo.st fiautie of madmen, 7. 201. Wretched state 
of tlie, 7. () M . A knave in principle, 7. 1180. Arguiuenls used 
1>Y the, 7 . <)04. 

Jnlhiels, tiieir pretensions to philanthropy rejected, 8. SalanN 

Jiypocriles, 7, IJJI, ^idieir character at large, 7, In wiial 

respects tiiey ics<*mble Satan, 7* 1331. See Address, 

Infidelity, the can.se of, 7. lij)0. d'he real existence of, denied, t^. 

14l(), .All evidence of guilt, 7. 13ib. 

Innocence, not de|ieii<lenl on forlniie for joy, 8. 1021. 

Jjiscriplioij on tliose who believe the doctrine of niinihihitioii, 
7. 833. 

Jnleiilion, tlie, ccpial to the deed, 2. <K>. 

lirstinct, in animals, in what respect wiser than reason in man, 
7. 738. 

Intere.st, prefcrrcil by men before virtue, 7. 1170. 

Joy, true, learnt from Seriplure, S. 77 1 . False, described, 8. 7y’5. 
'Fnie, definition of, 8, SIO; 2. .a07- The apparent ellccls ol it, 

Joys, human, their instability, 7, 110.3. 

Judgment, the day of, 5k 1.5(>. See Atidres.s. 

K 

Kissing the Fope’s too, the custom of, ridiculed, 8. 1012. 

Knell, the, of nature described, 5k 2130. 

Knowledge, thought, and virtue, real evils, if the system of the 
infidel is adopted, 7« 

L 

Laughter, iimch indulged, censuted, 8. 733. Half immortal, 8. 730, 
Learning described, 5. 2.53. True, defined, .•5. 733. 

16\ 3 L 
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Life, replete with disgusts, 4. 26. of, how to be com- 

puted, 5. 773- Animal and rational described, J, 1275. Tills 
not less a miracle than the next, 7. 1408. The dawn of ex- 
istence, 1. 123. The dilfereiii stages of, 8.^236. The shortness 
of, 5. 717* How to be valued, 5. 773. Various evils to which it 
is subject enumerated, 1. 242. The uncertainty of its duration, 

1. 372. The trifles of, imputable to man alone, 2. 79. The cares 
of, their nature, 2. I60. The luxuries of, soon cloy, 3. SI6. 
The contempt of the next a sin against this, 3. S99. Description 
of this, 3. 490. How to be valued, 3. 406*. Compared with 
deatli, 3. 448. See Allegory. 

Lilies of the field. See Address. 

Litchfield, the Earl of, addressed, 5. 88.^ 

Lorenzo, address to, 3. 144; 3, 4/4; 9- 2044. Advice to, 3. 

303; I. 388; 6. 128; 8. 738. 

Love and joy, the es.scnce of heaven, 7. 8/7- 
Lysander and Aspasia, their story, 5. 1033. 

M 

Machiavel, his political instruction needless, 8. 329- 
Man, eartlfs happiest, described, 4. 797* The complicated nature 
of, 1. 68. A melancholy but true picture of, 9. 2074. His little- 
ness and greatness, 1.78. Attached solely to this world, 1. 135. 
His imbecility in age and infancy, 1. 2.96. Addicted to procras- 
tination, 1. 399- His seiitinieuts in difl*erent stages of fife, 1. 417. 
The sure heir of eternity, 1. 6*5. His excessive supineiiess, 2. 298. 
Character of the truly good, 2. 331. The arbiter of his own fate, 

2. 399. His neglect of time, 2. 436. Places all pleasure in the 
gnitifu atious of his passions, 3. 135. Tlie uncharilablcness of, 
reproved, 3. 210. The good, and an angel, affinity between, 

3. 4352. His unreasonable fears of death, 4. 8. Through redemp- 
tion superior to the angels, 4. 437* Regardless of the dignity of 
Ins nature, 4. 485. Less incomprehensible than the Godhead 
alone, 4. 517. The cause of his misery, 6. 94'2. His birth and 
death, 6. 344. His heart describcil, 7. 1 19- 

Mankind mistaken in their pursuits after happiness, 1. 274. * 

Map of the earth described, 1. 287. 

Martyrs, the, realized the ficlions of tJie 8toic«j, 6. 605. 

Mead, Dr, addressed, 2. 40. Complimenletl, 4. 132. 

Men of the world, wherein they difl’er IVoui the real Christian, 8. 
1094, 

Milton, panegyric on, 1. 451. 

Ministers of God, a description of tlie, 9. 875. 

Miracles, a definition of, 9- 1242. 'riieir use, 5}. 1247* 

Misfortujie, by what imbittered, 1. 31,9. 

Moon, the, to be addressed by poets rather than the sun, 3. 37* 
Day's sister, 9. 720. Her influence respecling the tides, 9. 
1199- And stars, heaven’s golden alphabet, 9. l659. For 
what end created, 9. 964. 

Morality, true, defined, 4. 783. 

Sll^tality, human, evinced by the gaieties of life, 9. 65. 
frequent prostitution of the, 5. 5. 
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Narcissa, death and character of, 3. 76'* 

Nature, the fate of, dependent on man, tl, 153. The speech of, 9, 
2031. And man compared, 6\ 690. Tlic glass in God is 

seen, 9. 1005. 

Nebuchadnezzar, his story in Daniel, iv. 33 . alJiulcd to, 7 . 533 - 
Necessity, the doctrine of, disproved, 7 . 128.9. 1301. 

Night, a fine description of, 1. 18; 9. 549. 7-0. lO/ G. Its pre- • 
eminence over day, 5. 120; 9*724. Half converts the Atheist, 
5. IjS. The finie when the worst of crimes an? perj»clrated, 9. 
943. A friend to religion, 9. 747. Its benehcial iniiuenccs, 
9- 353. See Address. , 

Nobility, wealth, and fame, the vanity of^4. 98. 

• O 

Obligations, religious and moral, all rendered void on the plan of 
iiitidelity, 7. 7l6\ 

Ocean, a description of the, 8. I (>8. 

Ocoiiomy, true, described, 6'. 53. 

V 

Passions, the grandeur of, 7. 528. See Allegory. And powers, 
human, evince an immortality, 7. 65. Origin of the, 7. 524. 
Patience and resignation, the pillars of human peace, 8. 10.50. 
Patriotism and bravery, ciiiiiiericaJ, if there is no future state, 7* 
158. 

Peace and pleasure, whence derived, 8. 410. 

Pelham, Mr. obliquely complimented, 8. 372. 

Philander, his death elegantly described, 2. 655. The effects bis last 
sigh had upon the author, l. 345. 

Philusuphcrs, heathen, praise of the, 9. 971* Their doctrines, 9, 

1000. 

Piety, the basis of liumaiiily, 8. 707- The blessings of, 8. 710. 

TIic sole source of peace, S. 690. And virtue compared, 8. 

692. 

Planets, an address to the supposed iidiabitants of the, 9. 1754, 
Pleasure, true and false, described, 8. 923. Sec Allegory. Proves 
the existence of a future state, 7. 477- What it is, 8. 533- The 
love of, iiiiiversully predominant, 8. 539- And pride, by nature 
foes, how reconciled, 5. 38. Compared with virtue, 8. 573. 
The praise of, vindicated, 8. 577- The origin of, 8. 625. Its 
purpose, and end, 8. 640. Nature of, 8. 5)6 1. 

Pleasures, prohibited by conscieiict?, unnatural, 8. 8I<5. Various 
kinds of, pursued, 8. 515. 649. Dissipated, their sameness, 3. 

373. 

Poetry, and prose, their atlinity, 5. 66. 

Pope, Mr. panegyric «»n, 1. 452. 

Portland, the Dutchess of, addressed, 5. 29- 

Praise, the love of, its cflccts, 7. 410. The abuse and use of it, 4 . 
351. The desire of, in what case justifiable, 7- 402. Love oi^ 
beneficial, 7. 410. 

Prayer, secret, what it is, S. 710. Fervent, its benefits^ 8. 721* 
An asylum in trouble, 9. 1352.^ 
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rresf’iil and iutiiro, the, compared, / • 

Pride Jiinl pu^asiiir compared, ]d. ileconciied by wit, 5. 38. The 
proper I'.mi improper olvjeofs oT, 6*. VZ 6 . In what respect dif- 
ferent <Vom e\orv other vice, 8. 

Prince, the tiui\ o’ehned, 6 . 36\?. 

Pi<5cr:5&llii;!ti<>ii, *hf* danu'cr of, I. 35>3. 

INalni Axi’. . 7- |•;;^^pil!;^.setl, t. ,?7 f. 

Pniii;d.i!ri i.l , ofieu <n: i'u- •.vniih'c'^is, j, V/O. 

PiiKsni/.^ '-f Aisid, v/inii. are M.o, S. 80. 
iN’ii'hii.', 'lu* «o, exploded, 7- 380. 

<> 

Qne^tlojis, ijtrioiis, naresidvable, i>ut or. the supposition of an im- 

m< Hi 4> } . ooi). ^ 

Quieiisaj (ic.->enl)ed, t. 

ft 

Reason, tlie slow growth of, an eviilcnce of iriiinoit alil^, 7. 8i. 
AVhal it i«, e\))lained, 7- t tH. TIjc hir.fsOMl t'rieyids of, deM rif>c<f, 
4. 7h3. l\'culiar to luan, /. i {.j.5. And instinct coni[K!red, 7- 
81. Divine, (). 428. 

lledeniption of man, descant <m tlie, t. 28(». 

Keflection, the benehls of, J. ;i7(). 

lleiigion, the blessings derived from, 4. oaO. The dictates of, 7^ 
a(),5. 'file proof of e<ni{mon sense, 5). 20 1(). Its effects on the 
soul, eoiiiparrd to a release from prison, 4. aJO. 

Rii hcs of no avail in death, 3. loot, 
ffiiiii (»f man, from him>off, 7. 1287. 

S 

Seaie of beings, d. 716". 

KSeri|vtures, value of the, 7. The poetical parts ot the, for- 

gotten, 7- I47(). AVhy eoiilemned hy nifidels, 8. 7 r >. 

Seasons, the, dcserihed, (). (>80. r.mbleins of man, (>. (iso. 
Scif-Iiiiowlcdge, the .sum of wisdon;. I.. lo4. 

appianse, llie pri/e of viitn<\ 7. I ts. 

dcii?.'e<!, 7. J60. Love, two kinds of, s. S73. 

examiiialioji recommetided, and tliit etioiis for the pno liee ol ir, 

9. 1139. 

Senses, extensive j)ower of the, (>. I JO. Onr, are diviii.', H. 1-28. 
SfMse, and wit, conlia>t(<l, 8. Iv.'>9* Dir tnignislies tlu' ImiJi* from 

man, 7. 1133. 

Shame, the sensation of, for what pin|>.>''e implanted in man, 
7* 34.’). 

Silence and darkness, sisteis, 1. 28. 

Sinner, tin* hardened, his wn teiicd state, 9- 39- 

Skies, matliematie hcauties of tin , II^O. Tiie book of -.usdoni 
f.'pee.rd by night, p. U)72. 'i'iwN prove tin* bring of a Ood, 

5 '. (ki/). 

Sky, the, not llic baintatioii of (lod, 9. 778. 'i'ho e/]eel> of con- 
tcmplaling it, 9. 900. 

Sleep, its ^proacli desi ribed, 9. 21/3. A tine description of, <}. 
benelils of, 0. 2183. 

Soldiers, peculiar bard 1‘atc of the, l. 2,52. 
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Soli1iui<‘, tlic advantnj^e of, 3- 0*. 'I'lie t'oinpanioii of safety, 3. l63, 
VVliat it is, (ioscvibed, .0. 171. 

Sorrow tile coiuinou lot of niankiiid, 1. The phial of God's 

veii^eniiee, .9. Kiniol>lcs and rle^rades our nature, 1 . 299- 

Soul, iminoi iiility of l^c, (rvideiieed hy dreams, l. i)2. Proved by 
liii'ht, U iC)3. By the stars, <). 11 70. By sleep, 1. 106\ A 
31ini stranger here heh>\v, 5. 4;59. For what emi created, 9« 
1016*. Men iiinorinif of its value, i, 133, What it is, I.73. The 
value of, 7. 9.93. Proved by the cieiiieiits, 7, IU7. 

Speech,. the advaiAage of, ‘2. 409. 

Spirits, deparled, their liioughts of men, 9, 2391- 

Stars, and the rnuuii, heaven's golden alpliahct, 9- l.'»91. See 
\ddiess. 

Stars, hxed, their immense distance from the earth, 9. 1.514. 
Their origin, 9. 1931. Man's inicliiight counaeilors, 9. II78. 
Instinctive, 9 . 6*34. Prove the being of a God, 9. 129^* Siij> 
[>ost tl to be Mins, 9 . 746'. From whence sprung, 9 . 1733. How 
Kept ill their places, 9* 1136. Address to them, .9* 1306'. W’liat 
intended for, 9. 1130*. Starry heavens, benetits arising from a 
\ iew uf llu', 9 , 7 33. 

Slate.Mnen, the wiles of, 8. 344. 

Station, liigh, ileserihed, 6. 2SS. 

St, Fvremont, iuiplieil censure on, 7« 1-19* 

Sioic.s, opinion of llic, adduced by intidels as an argument against 
inimorialily, 7« 33,9. 

Vuhjecl.s insisted on in the Night Thoughts, 6. 73. 

pccuiiar projicnsity of the English to, 3. 112. A picture 
of, s. (326, 'File cause of, defned, 3. 473- Despair, ilic chief 
ve.iMUi (»r, 8. 1324. 'File instruments used in, 8. 1 130. 

SsjM the cruelty and popish bigotry of, displayed, 3. l6‘l. 

T 

T» ;o iheii dilVerent sources, 5. 392. Indulged, deserve shame, 

iOj;. 

Tlioii :hl, a snperflraty and misery, if the grave tiloses all our pro- 
‘'pccts, 7. 739. Smious, the importance of, S. 1360. And rea- 
M>ii, ia^utUcioney oS, in man, 1. 84. Of death, lion beneficial 
3, ;K)3. 

'.rhuiighls, the iiiiportanec of guarding our, 2. .93. 

Tiinc, ihie dcscrij)lion r,i the end or fall oi’, 5). 30S. Noted Irom 
il.^ lo^s alone, 1- 33. The avarice of, recommend 'd, 2, 32, Its 
value, 2. 23. 31. TS<!Ver duly estimated, 2. 9^* 'Fhe waste 
and use of, nhat, 2. 130. The natr.ie of, explr.ii'.ed, 2* 1.9G 
Its treachery to man, 8. 109. And elernilv, the iiu'eling of, 9. 
293. See Allegory. 

'PomUi}, its deceptive resemblance to \oster<lay, 3. 3.97. 

'I'oinbs, instrnetion deiived from the, 3. 310. 

'iVntli, description of, vvlierc it is de]>oMiv:d, and what il is in 
itself, 4. 823. 

Truths, signed by fate, 9. 2330, 

Unbelief defined, 7- 1144, 


U 



22 


IJiDEX 


Underslaiuliug, the benefits and use of, 6. 449. 

Universe, the threshold of the Deifv, 9. J734. 

V 

Vice, ill what iiistaiicc it is virtue, 7. ]4(>. A definition of, p. 
204;>. 

Vicious incn, their enjov incuts destitute of stability, 9. 49. 

Virtue, alone, can inspire us with confidence in death, 2. (>51- 

want ofi want of thought,. 3. 351. Attended with what conse- 
quences, 3. 353. Gives variety to life, 3. 3fi8. The frailty of, 5. 
139. A crime if the doctrine of a future state is rejected. 7, 710. 
SuflVr here below, 8. 3«s6. The fruit of piety, S. 692. When 
to be admired, 9. 409. Springs from selfdove, 7. 143. Lightens 
the evils of life, 3. 382 ; 477- The nature of, an argument of 

immortality, 7- 141. Its durabilitv, fi. 312. 

W 

Warnings, the use of, 2. 102. 

Wealth, true, described, 6\ 411. 

Winter, as necessary and beneficial as the spring, 9. 483. 

Wisdom, her admonitions, when most prevalent, 5. 275- Ami 
wit, properly distinguished, 8. 1233. Worldly and divine com- 
pared, 5. 344. And folly, the ilifiereiice between, 8. 1368, 
True, the operations and advantages of, 8. i247« 

Wishes, proofs of immortality, 7* 113. 

Wishing, the folly of, 4. 7<h 

Wit, a true description of, 8. 1226. 1254. Compared with sense, 
8. 1259. Sec Allegory. 

Woes, usually assail us in clusters, 3. 6*3. 

World, this, defined, 8, 54. 138. 148. A school of wrong, 5. 164. 
A point only in creation, 5. 55. Contents of its history* 8. 102. 
A man of the, described, 8. 276. His argument in viiulicalioii 
of his pursuits, 8. 398. Much knowledge of the, necessary 

to our safety, 8- 1275. The present, a grave, 9* 91* See 
Address. 

Worth, true, described, 6. 334. 

Y 

York, Mr. oblique compliment to, S. 1030. Addressed, 4. K 

Youth, enfering into the world, compared to a ship going fron 
port, 8. ISO. 
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TO A LADY, W1T11‘ THE LAST DAY: 


i\i ADAM, 

i^ucre*! truths, in luft\ iitunhers told. 

The prospect of a future stale unfold; 
llie reahiis of niirht l(» mortal view display. 

And ihe s;lad regions of eternal day. 

'J’iiis dating author scorns, hy vulgar waxs 
Of guilty wit, to merit worthless praise, 
f'ull of her glorious theme, his towering muse. 

With geifruus zeal, a nobler fame pursues: 

Keligioifs cause iier ravisliM heart insjnres. 

Ami with a thousand bright ideas tires; 

Traiisporls her quick, iuipalieiit, piercing eye. 

O’er the strait limits of mortality. 

To boundless t)rl)s, and bitl.s lier fearless soar. 

Where only AllL'toN gain’rl renown before; 

Where various scenes alternately excite 
Aiiiazemeiit, ]nty, terror, and delight. 

'rhus did tlie muses sing in early times, 

Kre skill’d to Hatter vice, and varnish crimes; 

Their lyres were tun’d to viitiious sons alone, 

And the ehaste poet, and the priest, were one. 

But now, forgetful ol’ their iufaiit stale. 

They sooth the wanton j)leasures of Ihe great; 

And from the jness, and the lu entions stage. 

With lus<‘ious ]>oison taint (he Ihouglilless age; 

Deceitful charms attract our woiid’ring eyes. 

And specious ruin uususpeclod lies. 

So the ricli soil of India’s blooming shores. 

Adorn’d with iavisii Nature’s choicest slort.j, 

Wliert* serpents lurk, by How’rs conceal’d from siglit, 

IJhIcs fatal danger iiiuler guy delight. 

'J'liese purer thoughts from gross alloys rehiiM, 

VVitli licav’nix raptures <dexcite (he mind: 

Not fraui'ti to raise, a giddy shoil-li\’<l joy, 

Wht)se faliie alluremeiils, while they please, destroy; 

But bliss, resembling that of saints above. 

Sprung from the vision id* tlf Almighty Love : 

I'inn, solid bliss, for ever great and new. 

The more ’tis known, tin* more admir’d, like you; 

Like you, fair nvmpli, in whom united meet 
Bndearing sweetness, urralfecle.d wit. 

And all the glories of your sparkling race. 

While inward virtues heighten ev’ry grace. 

By these seeuiAl, y<»u will witJi pleasure read 
CM* future judgment, and the rising dead ; 

Of time’s grand period, heav’n and earth o’ertlirovfn. 

And gasping Nature’s last tremendous groan. 

'riiesc, when the stars and sini shall be no more, 

.Shall beauty to your ravag’d form restore; 

Then sliall you shine with an imnioital ray. 

Improv’d by.ilealli, aiid brighlcu’d by decay. 

Ojcoh. T. Trusteam. 
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LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITT. 


Tir’d Nature’s sweet restorer, bahnly Sleep ! 
lie, like the Worl<l, his ready visit \)ays 
Whore Fortune smiles; the wretclied he forsakes; 
Swift on his downy pinions flies from woe, 

And lights on lids unsully’d with a tear. «> 

From short (as usual) and disturb’d repose 
I wake: How happy they, who wake no more! 

Yet that were vain, if dreams infest the grave. 

I wake, emerging from a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous ; where my wreck’d desponding thought. 
From wave to wave of fancy ’tl misery, 11 

At random drove, her helm of reason lost : 

Though now restor’d, ’tis only change of pain ; 

^ bitter change !) sev^r for severe. 

day too short for my distress ; and -Night, Id 
£v’n in the zenith of ‘her dark domain^ 

Is sunshine, to <the colour of my fate. 

1.^ B 
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Silence and Darkness! solemn sistirs! twins. 


iNiglit, sablt! goddess! from her ebon thvorte, 

III ruyless majesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden s«;e|)tr(! o’er a shnnb’ring world. 20 

Silence, iiow dead ! and darkness, how profound ! 
iNor eye, nor list’ning ear, an object tinds; 

(‘reation sleeps. ’Tis as the gen’ral piilse 
Of life stood still, and INatnre made a pause; 

An awful pause! prophetic of her end. 2t> 

And let her prophecy be soon fulfiH'd : 

Faf<‘! drop the curtain ; J can lose no more. 

Silen(;e. an;i Darkness! solemn sisters ! twins 
I'roin ancient ISight, aVIio nurse the tender thought 
To lieason, and on Heason build fle.solve, 30 

(That column of true majestv in Man,) 

Assist me: I x^ill thank yon in the grave; 

Th(' gTa\e, your kingdom; There this frame shall fall 
A victim sacred to your drijary shrine. 

,S;ut V. Iiat are ye? 35 

'i'jioi', who didst put to flight 
I’rimawal Silence, when the morning stars, 

I'Aiilting, shouted o'er the rising hall; 

'^i’l-ioi! ! w hose w ord froni solid darkness struck 
'I’hat spark, the sun, strike wisdom from my soul; 40 
My soul, ■which Hies to ’I’hee, her trust, her treasure. 
As misers to their gold, while others rest. 

Thrmigh this ojanpie of Nature and of Soul, 

'i'his double night, transmit one pitying ray, 

'I’o lighten and to cheer. O lead my mind 46 

< \ mind that fain would vvander from its woe,) 

Lead it tlirongh \arious scenes of life and deatli; 

And from each ,s»'eue the noblest truths inspire. 

,\or less inspire my conduct than mj' song: 

’leach my best reason, reason ; my best will 50 

'leach rectitude; and tix my iirm resolve 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her longarrear; 

Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour’d 
f)n this devotiul head, be pour’d iu vain. 

Tl te bell stfikes One. We take no note of time, 55 
But from its Joss. To give it then a tongue, 

Ji^inse in ihan. As if an angel spoke, 
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litm:, dhatit, ant> immoktalitv. 


/I dread eternity! haw stirdy mitiel 


27 


1 feci the .sohMim sound. If heard aright, 

It is the knell •)f iny departed hours : 

Where an* tliey ? With the years beyond the flood. 00 
It is the signal that demands dispatch : 

Ilow much IS (o be done? My hopes and fears 
Start np alarm’d, and o’er life’s narrow verge 
Look «lown — On wliat? A fatliondess abyss; 

A dread eli'niity ! how surely ^nine! Ct-’i 

And can eternity belong to me, 

Poor pensiom;r on (inr bounties of an hour? 

Ilow poor, how rich, how abject, how august, 

How complicate, how wonderful, is Man! 

How ])assing' nomler Hi;, who inadi' him such! 70 
M ho centred in our make such strange extremes ' 
■From difl'rent natures marv<illously mix'd. 

Connexion exrpiisite of distant worlds! 

Distinguish’d link in being's endless chain! 

Midway from iSothing to the I>i;ity ! 7o 

A beam ethereal, sully ’d, and absorpt! 

“^rhongh snlly'd and dishonour'd, still tlivine? 

Dim miniature of greatness ab.soliite ! 

.An heir of glory ! a frail child of dust! 

Helpless immortal ! insect infinite ! flO 

A worm ! a god ! — I tremble at myself. 

Ami in myself am lost! At home, a stranger, 

'J'hought wanders np and down, surpris’d, aghast. 
Ami wond'ring at her own: How reason reels! 
t.) what a miracle to Man is Man, 8o 

Triumphantly distressed ! w hat joy, what dread ! 
Alternately transported, and alarm’d! 

AVhat can preserve iny life? or what destroy? 

An angel’s arm can’t snatch me from the grave;''} 
Legions of angels can’t confine me there. .90 

’’I’is past conjecture: all things rise in proof: 

While o’er my limbs Sleejfs soft dominion spreads, 
What though my soul fantastic measures trod 
O’er fairy fields ; or mourn’d along the gloom 
Of pathless woods ; or down the craggy steep 
Hurl’d headlong, swam with pain the mantled pool ; 
Or scal’d the cliff; or danc’il on hollow \Viuds, 
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THE COMPLAINT. 


[night 


All on earth is slmdoWy — all beyond is substance. 


With antic shapes? wild natives of the brain ! 

Her ceaseless llight, though devious, speaks her nature 
Of subtler essence than the trodden clod ; 100 

Active, aerial, tovv’ring, uiiconiin’d. 

Unfetter’d with lier gross couipanion’s fall. 

Hv’n silejit INight proclaims my soul immortal 
Ev’n silent Night |>ro(;laims eternal day. 
for human weal, lleav’ii hiisburuls all events: 10-5 

Hull Sleep instructs, nor sport vain dreams in vain. 

Why then their loss deplore that are not lost? 

Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around, 
in infidel di^^rcssr Are angels there? 

Slunihcrs. rak’d up in dust, ethereal fire? 110 

'^riiey live! they greatly live! a life on earth 
Uiikindled, imconeeiv’d ! and from an eye 
Of tendenu'ss, let heav’nly jiity fall 
On me, more justly number’d with the dead. 

This is the desert, this the solitude: 11-5 

How populous, how vital, is the grave! 

This is creation’s melancholy vault, 

'J'he v:ile funereal, the sad cypress gloom ; 

The land of apparitions, empty shades ! 

All, all on earth is shadow, all beyond 120 

Is substance : The reverse is Folly’s creed : 

How solid all, where change shall be no more ! 

This is the hud of being, the dim dawn, 

I'he twilight of our day, the vestibule: 

Life’s theatre us yet is shut, and Heath, 125 

Strong Heath, alone can heave the massy bar. 

This gross impediment of clay remove. 

And make us embryos of existence free. 

From real life, hut little more remote 

Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 130 

The future embryo, slniiib’riiig in his sire. 

Embryos we must i>e, till we burst the shell. 

Yon ambient azure shell, and spring to life, 

The life of gods, (O transport!) and of man. 

Yet Man, fool Man! here buries all bis thoughts; 
In^s ^^stial. hopes without one sigh. 136 

of earth, and pent beneath tj«i moon, 
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NifchMsims may befriend — Our waking dreams urefataL 


Here pinions all his wishes: Wing’d by Heav’n 
To fly at infinite ; and reach it there, 

Where seraphs gather immortality 14fl^ 

On Life’s fair tree, fast by the throne of God. 

What golden joys ambrosial clust’ring glow 
In His full beam, and ripen for the just! 

Where* momentary ages are no more! 

Where Time, and Pain, and Chance, and Death expire! 
And is it in the fliglit^of threescore years, 14d 

I’o push eternity from human thought, 

And smother souls immortal in the dust? 

A soul immortal, spending all her fires. 

Wasting her strength in strenuous idleness, 150 

Thrown into tumult, raptur’d, or alarm’d 
At aught this scene can threaten, or indulge, 
Resembles ocean into tempest wrought. 

To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

Where falls this censure ? it o’erwhelms myself; 1.35 
How was my heart incrusted by the worhl ! 

O how self- fetter’d was niy grov’ling soul! 

How, lili<j a ivorm, was I wrapt round and I’ound 
In silken thought, which reptile Fancy spun! 

Till darken'd Keasou lay quite clouded o’er 160 
With soft conceit of endless comfort here, 
i\or yet put forth her wings to reach the skies! 

Night-visions may befriend (as sung above :) 

Our waking dreams are fatal. How 1 dreamt 
Of things impossible! (could Sleep do more?) 165 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change! 

Of stable pleasures on the tossing wave! 

Eternal sunshine in the storms of Life! 

How richlyf were my noontide trances hung 

With gorgeous tapestries of pictur’il joys, 170 

Joy behind joy, in endless perspective! 

Till at Death’s toll, whose restless iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal. 

Starting I w’oke, and found myself undone. 

Where’s now my frenzy’s pompous furniture?"^ 175 
The cobwebb’tl cottage, w'ith its ra^ed wall 
Of mould’ring mud, is royalty to me, 
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[night 


Jili^ ! siibhimry bliss ! — ^roud worthy and vain ! 

The spider’s most atlenuJited thread. 

Is cord, is cable, to Man’s tender tie 
On earthly bliss ; it breaks at every breeze. 180 

O ye blest scenes of permanent delight! 

Full, above measure ! lasting, beyond bound! 

A perpetuity of bliss, is bliss. 

Could you, so ri«dj in rapture, fear an end, 

That ghastly thought would drink up all your joj% 185 
And f|uite unpara<lise the realms of light. 

Safe are you lodg’d above these rolling spheres; 

The baleful intlu(;nce of whose gi<ldy dance 
Sheds sad vicissitude on all beiu;alh. 

Here te<‘.nis with revolutions «'v’ry hour; 190 

And rarely for the better; or the best. 

More mortal than the coinnioii birllis of Fate. 

Each monicnt has its sickle, emulous 
Of Time’s enormotis seytiie, whose ample sweep 
Strikes empires from the root; each moment plays 195 
His little wea[»on in the narrower sphere 
Of sw'ect domestic comfort, and cuts down 
The fairest bloom of sublunarj' bliss. 

Bliss! sublunary bliss! — proud words^and vain! - 
Implicit treason to divine decree! ' 

A bold invasion of the rights of Heav’n ! 

I clasp’d the phantoms, and 1 found them air; 

O had 1 weigh’d it ere my fond end>race! 

What darts of agony had miss’d nty heart! 

Death! great proprif'tor of all ! ’tis thine 205 

To tread out empire, and to quench the stars. 

The sun himself by thy permission shines; 

And, one <lay, thou shalt pluck him from his sphere. 
Amidst such mighty jdunder, why exhaust 
Thy partial quiver on a mark so mean ? 210 

Why thy peculiar rancour wreak’d on me? 

Insatiate archer! could not one sufiice? 

Thy shaft flew thrice ; and thrice my peace was slain; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon ha<l fdl’d her horn. 

O Cynthia! wbysopale? Dost thou lament 21ur 
I’hy wretched neighbour? grieve to see thy wheel ; 
Of ^^ifeeless change outwhirl’d in human life? f 
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^fhought^ huny thought / too btt.^yfor my peace. 

How wanes iiiy borrow’d bliss! from Fortune’s smile. 
Precarious courtesy! not Virtue’s sure, 

Self-given, solar ray of sound delight. 220 

Ju ev’ry vary’d posture, place, and hour. 

How widow’d ev’ry thought of ev’ry joy ! 

Thought, busy*thought! too busy for my peace; 
Through the dark postern of time long elaps’d, 

Led softly, by the stillness of the night, 225 

ijcd, like a murderer,^ (aiul such it proves !) 

Strays (wretched rover!) o’er the pleasing past 
In (piest of wretchedness perversely strays ; 

And linds all desert now ; and meets the ghosts ' 

Of my departed Joys, a numerous train! ■ 230 

1 rsn; the riches of inj' former fate; ■ 

8weet comfort’s blasted clusters 1 lament; 

1 tremble at the blessings once so dear ; 

And ev’ry pleasure pains me to the hi'art. 

Yet why complain? or why complain for one? 235 
Hangs out the sun his lustre but for im;, 

^'he single inan? Are angels all hesidiJ? 

I mourn for millions: ’Tis the common lot; 

In this shape, or in that, has Fate entail’d 

'I’he mother’s throes on all of w oman born, 240 

INot more the children, than sure In^irs of pain. 

War, Famine, Pest, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
Intestine Broils, Oppression, with her heart 
Wrapt nj) in triple brass, besiege mankind. 

Goo’s image, disinherited of day, 245 

Here, plung’d in mines, forgets a sun was made. 

There beings, deathless as their haughty lord, 

Are hammer’d to the galling oar for life ; 

And plough the winter’s wave, and reaj) despair, 

Sonie, for lianl masters, broken under arms, 250 
In battle lopp’d away, with half their limits. 

Beg bitter bread thi'ough realms their valour sav'd, 

If so the tyrant, or his minions, doom. 

Want, and incurable Hisease, (fell ftair!) 

On hopeless multitudes remorseless seize 255 

At once; and make a refuge of the grave.. 

. How groaning hospitals eject their dead ! 


THfi COMPLAITTT. : [NIGIIt 

The imnothesl toune af hiatuir has if ^ jmms. 

What nmiibers groan for sad admission there ! 

What tinnibers, once in Fortune’s lap high-fed, 
Solicit the cold hand of Charity ! 260 

I'o shock us more, solicit it in vain ! 

Ye silken sons of pleasure! since in pains 
You rue more modish visits, visit here; 

And breathe from your dcbaucli : Give, and reduce 
Surfeit’s dominion o’er you : But so great 265 

Your iinpitdcnce, you blush at \\hat is right. 

Happy ! did sorrow seize on such alone. 

Not prudence can defend, or virtue save; 

Disease invades the chastest tempt ram e; 

And punishment the guiltless; and alarm, 270 

Through thickest shades, pursues the fond of peace. 
Man's caution often into danger turns. 

And, his guard falling, crushes him to death. 

Not Happiness itself makes good her name ; 

Our very wishes give us not our wisli. 27»'> 

How distant oft the tiling we doat on most, 

From that for which we doat, felicity! 

The smoothest course of Nature has its pains ; 

And truest friiHuls, through error, wound our rest. 
Without misfortune, what calamities! 280 

And what hostilities, without a foe! 

Nor are foes wanting to the best on earth. 

But endless is tlie list of human ills, 

And sighs might sooner fail, than cause to sigh. 

A part how small of the terraqueous globe 285 

Is tenanted by Man ! the rest a w asti) ; 

Rocks, deserts, frozen seas, and burning sand.s ! 

Wild haunts of monsters, poisons, stings, and death. 
Such is Farth’s melancholy map! But, far 
More sad! this earth i.s a true map of Man. 200 
So bounded are Ids hauglity lord’s delight.s 
To Woe’.s wide empire; where tleep troubles toss. 
Loud sorrows howl, iiiveiiom'd passions bite, 

Rav’nous calamities our vitals seize, 

And tlireat’nihg Fate wide ojiens to devour. 295 
Whafe^en am T, who sorrow for myself? 

J 0&-jage . in infancy, from others aid 
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Stand.on thy truant u^aimt ‘the smiles of Fat^* 


Is all oiir hope ; to teach us to be kiud. ^ - 

That, Nature’s first, last lesson to maukind ; • • > 

11h6 selfish heart deserves the {)aia it feels. 300. 

More gen’rous sorrow , while it sinks, exalts ; 

And conscious virtue iniligates the pang. 

Nor Virtue, more tluiu Prudence, bhls me give 
Swoln thought a second channel; who divide, 

They weaken too, the torrent of llieir grief. 305 

Take then, O world ! thy much-indebted tear: 

How sad a sight is iiuhian happiness, 

'I’o those whose thought can pierce beyond an hour! 

0 thou, whate’er thou art, whose heart exults! 
Wouldsl tliou 1 should congratulate thy fate? 310 

1 know thou wouldst ; thy pride demands it from me. 
Let thy pride jtardon, what thy nature needs. 

The salutary censure of a friend. 

Thou happy wretch! by blindness thou art blest; 
by dotage damlled to per)>etual smites. 315' 

Know, smiler! at thy peril art thou pleas’d ; 

I’hy pleasure is tlie promise of thy pain. 

Misfortune, like a creditor severe, 
but rises in demand for her delay ; 

She makes a scourge of past prosperity, 320 

To sting thee more, and double thy distress. 

IjOrenzo, fortune makes her court to thee. 

Thy fomi heart dances, while the syren sings. 

Dear is ihy welfare ; think me not unkind ; 

I,, would not damp, but to secure, thy joys. 325 

Think not that Fear is sacred to the storm. 

Stand on tliy guard against the smiles of Fate. 

Is Heav’n tremendous in its frowns ? most sure ; 

And in its favours formidable too: 

favours here are trials, not rewards; 330f 

A call to duty, not discharge from care ; 

And should alarm us, full as much as w'oes ; 

Awake us to their cause, and conse(juence ; 

And make us tremble, weigh’d with our desert ; 

Ayre Nature’s tumults, and chastise her -joys, 335 
Lest, wh'de we clasp, we kill them ; nay, invert 
To worse thgu simple misery, tljeir charms, 
i. C 
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Beware what earth caUe happiness. 

Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, 

Like bosom friendships to resentment sour’d, 

.With rage invenoiu’d rise against our peace. 340 
Beware what earth calls happiness ; beware 
All joys, but joys that never can expire. '' 

Who builds on less than an iimnortal base, 

Fond as he seems, condemns his joys to death. 

. Mine dy'd with thee, Philander ! thy last sigh 345 
Dissolv’d the charm ; the disenchanted earth 
Lost all her lustre. Where, her glitt’ring tow’rs ? 

Her golden mountains, where? all darken’d down 
To naked waste ; a dreary vale of tears : 

The great magician’s dead ! Thou poor pale piece 350 
Of outcast earth, in darkness! what a change 
From yesterday ! thy darling hope so near, 
(liOng-labour’d pri'/e !) O how ambition flush’d 
Thy glowing cheek I ambition, truly great. 

Of virtuous praise. Death’s subtle seed within, 355 
(Sly, treach’rous miner !) working in the dark. 

Smil’d at thy well-concerted scheme, and bekon’d 
The worm to riot on tliat rose so red. 

Unfaded ere it fell ; om- moux nt’s prey ! 

. Man’s hiresight is conditionally wise ; 360 

Lorenzo! wisdom into folly turns 

Oft, the first instant ; its idea fair 

To lab’ring thought is born. How dim our eye ! 

The present moment terminates our sight ; 

Clouds, thick as those on doomsday, drown the next ; 
We penetrate, we prophesy in vain. 366 

Time is dealt out by particles ; and each. 

Ere mingled with the streaming sands of life. 

By Fate’s inviolable oath is sworn 
Deep silence, “ Where eternity begins.” 370 

By Nature’s law, what may be, may be now; 
There’s no prerogative in human hours. 

In human hearts what bolder thoughts can rise, 

Than Man’s presumption on to-morrow’s dawn ? 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. - 375 

For ui^phers this is certain ; the reverse 
Is suiiPfo none ; and yet on this perhaps. 
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Be wiee to-day ; *iia madneek to d^fer* 

This peradveiitiire, infainons for lies, 

As on a rock of adamant we hnihl 

Our tnonntain hopes ; sjnn our eternal schemes, 380 

As we the fatal sisters would out-spin, 

And, big with life’s futurities, expire. 

Not ev’n PwLANDER had bespoke his shroud, 

Nor had he cause; a warning was deny’d: 

How many fall as sudden, not as safe! 385 

As sudden, though for years admonish’d home. 

Of human ills the last extreme beware, 

Beware, Lorenzo! a slow-sudden death. 

How dreadful that deliberate surprise ! 

Be wise to-day ; ’ tis madness to defer ; 390 

Next <lay the fatal precedent will plead ; 

Thus on, till wisdom is push'd out of life. 
Procrastiualion is the thief of time ; 

Year after year it steals, till all are fled. 

And to the mercies of a moment leaves 395 

The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 

If not so fretjmmt, would not this be strange.? 

That ’tis so fre<|uent, this is stranger still. 

Of Man’s miraculoiis mistakes, this bears 
The palm, “ That all men are aboiit to live,” 400 
For ever on the brink of being born. 

AH pay themselves the coin)>liiuent to think 
They one day shall not drivel ; and their pride 
On this reversion takes up rca<ly j)raise ; 

At least their ovvn ; their futur<‘ selv<'s applauds ; 405 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead I 
Time lodg'd in their own hands is Folly’s vails! 

That lodg’d in Fate’s, to Wisdom tiujy consign; 

The thing they can’t but purpose, they postpone: 
rris not in folly, not to scorn a fool ; 410 

And scarce in human wisdom to do more. 

All promise is pour dilatory Man, 

And that through ev’ry stage: When young, indeed. 
In full content we, sonietipies, nobly rest, 

Un-anxious for ourselves ; and only wish, 415 

As duteous sons, our fathers were more wise. 

At thirty, Man suspects himself a fool ; / 




THE COMPLAINT. 


[NIGHt 


All mm think all men nwrtal but thefnsiives. 


Knows it at forty, and reforms liis plan ; 

At tifty chides Iiis infamons <lelay, 

Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve; 420 

In all. the ina<;naniinity of thou!»’ht 

Resolves; and re-resolves; then dies the same. 

And why? Because he thinks liimsdf immortal. 

All men tliink all men mortal, hot themselves ; 
Themselves, when some alarming' shock of fate 425 
Strikes thro’ their vvounded hearts the sudden dread ; 
But their hearts woundetl, like the wounded air, 

Soon close* ; where past the shaft, no trace is found. 

As from the winj; no scar the sky retains ; 

The parh^d wave no furrow from the keel ; 430 

So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 

.Ev’ii with the tender tear which Nature sheds 
O’er those we love, we drop it in their grave. 

Can 1 forget Philander ? I'hat were strange : 

0 iny full heart! — But should I give it vent, 435 
The longest night, though longer far, would fail. 

And the lark listen to my midnight song. 

The sprightly lark’s shrill matin wakes the morn ; 
Grief’s sharpest thorn hard pressing on my hreast, 

1 strive, with wakeful inehuly, to cheer 440 

The sidlen gloom, .sweet Philomel! like thee. 

And call the stars to listen : £v’ry star 
.Is deaf to mine, enamour’d of thy lay. 

Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excel. 

And charm through distant ages : Wrapt in shad^ 445 
Pris’ner of darkness I to the silent houi*s, 

How often I repeat their rage divine, 

To lull my griefs, and steal my heart front woe! 
f roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 

Hark, though nut blind, like thee, Matonides! 450 
Or, Milton ! thee ; ah ! could 1 reach your strain ! 

Or his, who made Mseonides our own. 
lilan too he sung : Immortal Man I sing. 

Oft busrts iny song beyond the bounds of Kfe ; 

What noyr, but Immortality can please? 4^5 

O ^ j^pa.ssed his theme, pursu’d the track, 

WjIcH opens out of darkness into day ! •■ 
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Notes to Night the First, 

I ... ■■■» ..I , A 

O had lie mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar’d, where I sink, and sung immortal Man ! 

How had it blest mankind, and rescu’d me ! 460 


TO 

THE NIGHT THOUGHTS 


OF 

YOUNG, 


^i^HATEVER respective value it may be proper to set 
on the other sciences, those, which are of the most ex- 
tensive utility, and the most interesting to mankind, 
are poetry, history, and eloquence. For at the same 
time that they constitute what is called polite litera- 
ture, they are accompanied with graces and charms of 
peculiar attraction. 

It is needless to inform the intelligent reader, that 
the art of poetry, profane as it is become, by its shame- 
ful prostitution, was originally invented to render the 
public homage of adoration to the Divine Being, and 
to teach mankind the most important truths of religion! 
Such was the purity of its first institution. A learned 
prelate of our own country considers it ' as of divine 
origin; and such, indeed, appears to hav<e been the 
opinion of the more informed part of the heatheii 
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world. They cousidered poetry, we are told, as some* 
thing sacred and celestial ; not produced by human 
genius, but altogether a divine gift. The mysteries 
and ceremonies of their religion, and the worship of 
their deities, were performed in verse ; and the most 
ancient of their compositions, tlie oraofes, always con- 
sisted of numbers. 

It ought to be observed, as a circumstance of still 
greater consideration, that, in the oracles of divine 
truth itself, there are some of 'the first and choicest 
specimens of poetic taste; and that in this, as well 
as in many other respects, the Sacrkd Scriptures 
will for ever remain unrivalled. Nor is it any dis- 
honour to the Author of the Night Thoughts that his 
work is enriched ami dignified with various treasures 
from that source. 

“ If men of the first intellectual powers had dedi- 
cated their talents to the .suhliniest of all subjects, and 
had followed the example of this exi'ellent writer; if 
they had recommendcil every moral and religious 
duty, with all the charms of numbers, and in all the 
colours of a fine imagination ; they might have inspired 
those vvith a love of Christianity aiul virtue, who are 
now seduced, by a licentious muse, to vice and scep- 
ticism. Let men of genius enti'r this field ; let tltem 
recollect that they have Homer and Callinmchus, in 
some measure, for their model; or, which is better 
still, that Milton derived from sacred subjects a style 
of poetry, which all the enlightened world admire.” 

The design of our Author is evidently that of ex- 
posing the vanity of the world, and the insufilciency 
of all earthly pursuits, possessions, and enjoyments, 
to satisfy the vast desires of an innnortal spirit ; and, 
from the emptiness of all sublunary bliss, to lead the 
soul to virtue, to religion, and to Goi>. In the pro- 
secution of this noble liesigii, there is a force of reason- 
ing, not to be equalled in any poetic composition in 
o^rl^guage- v. . 

,>Tf a certain degree of obscurity^ accompanied ^th 
unusual brevity be acknowledged excellencies in s 
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didactic poem, they are distinguishing characteristics 
of this writer ; whose style and manner are unusually 
sententious and pointed: In whom, however, there 
are not wanting some very beautiful instances of the 
tender and pathetic, and sublime and grand. 

Let ns be permitted to celebrate it, as a peculiar 
excellency of this work, that it is impossible to read 
it without reflection. And the habit of reflection is 
what forms the man of judgment — the valuable mem- 
ber of society — and the candidate for honours, which 
will never fade. 

In an age like the present, when all orders of men 
are in some degree attentive to letb'rs, he certainly 
renders great service to religion, and consequently to 
society, who unites tasie with theology; and much 
encouragement ought surely to be given to those, who 
are exerting their utmost eflbrts, to promote the de- 
sirable coalition of piety and the arts. 

It was saying but little, of this illustrious ornament 
of our country, in a comparative view, when it was 
remarked of him, that, “ with all his defects, he was a 
genius and a poet.” 


NIGHT THE FIRST. 

Verse Ist, &c. “ Tir’d Nature’s,” &c. — It is im- 
possible to possess that happy sensibility, from whence 
arises every amiable emotion of the heart, without 
being tenderly affected with the pathos of this intro- 
duction. Nothing can more beautifully express the 
state of mind it is intended to delineate. Who can 
read the lines, and not be touched with the sentiment? 
We have something very similar in the introduction 
of Gray’s Elegy, and Pope’s Eloisa : 

“ The curfew tolls the knell of parting day ; 

The lowing herd wind slowly o’er the lea ; 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me.” 
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“ la these dee|> solitudes, and awful cells. 

Where heaveuly-pensivc Contemplation dwells,' 

■ ■ And everrmiisio}*’ Melancholy reigns-—” 

' In each of them, the sound is a very natural and 
obvious echo to the sense; but, in that of o»ir Author, 
^ere i« something so cong-enial widi universal ex- 
perience, that you hear it for ever repeated. 

; : V, ;lOth, &c. “ Night, sable goddess,” &c, — How 

adinh’ably is all this scenery contrived, to fix the mind 
in a posture of the most serene reflection! Neither 
does the Poet transport us into the regions of fancy ; 
every thing here, is tnith an<l fact. 

•' V. 36, &c. “ Thou, who didst put to flight 

Primeval Silence,” &c. 

Is there not something uncommonly sublime and 
grand in this sudden and yet well-timed address to 
the Divine Being? How mean and insignificant does 
the usual mode of invocation to some inspiring muse 
appear before it! What dignity does it relhict on the 
whole subject; and on Man, wireu it is the genuine 
breathing of his heart! Ami how devoutly is it to be 
wished, that all the disappointments and sorrows pf 
this pr<;.sent sceiie may drive him, for repose arid 
peace, into 

^ “ The bosom of his Father, Friend, and God!” 

Though Milton’s address to the Divine Spirit has 
its beauties, this is a prayer that people of every ratik 
and circumstance may record in their memories, and 
make use of upon all occasions with great advantage. ■ 

V. 68, &c. “ How poor, hotv rich,” &c. — ISt. Au- 

gustine very jusstly observed, that Man, considered in 
his essence, and in all his relations, is an aitiigtna of 
all others the most ditiicadt to be solved. No power, 
but the Deity, was capable of establishing so intimate 
an union between an indivisible soul, and a substance 
composed of parts; between an innnortai spirit, and a 
mass of flesh, destined to be reduced to dust; in a 
wprdtj^fween thought and sensations^ ideas and forms, 
ajiic|i|Ps and nerves. 

ih sufficlpnt then to .descend into ourselves, in order 
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to contemplete a prodigy every tnoiiieiit reu<?\ve<l ; but 
we. find there only an horrible abysiS, iftho lleity does 
not occupy the first rank within us. Each of us should 
have a throne erected for (JoD in his heart; otherwise, 
it becomes a chaos without order or synui»etry. 

If we would have a just definition of ourselves, con- 
formable to our excellencies and our imperfections, 
we must make our inquiries of Religion, to gain au 
exact knowledge of our nature. 

V. 90, &c. “ Her Ceaseless (light,” &c. — None but 

a spiritual being can produce immaterial ideas. The 
most .subtile particles of air and fire might be collected, 
might In; agitated in every ilirection, but can ne\'er be 
fonno<l into a syllogism. Flame, radiant and pene- 
trating as it is, has never yet given birth to a single 
thought, or a single argument. That thought, which 
in au instant makes the circuit of the vvorld ; which 
aibjects the universe to its observations ; which, with 
the most rapid (light, rises even to the infinite Being; 
which has neither situation, figure, nor colour; which 
imperiously commands, ami forces the body to obey 
its orders ; tell me, how can it be a j)art of that sa.me 
body? If thought be tlius really spiritual, must not 
the soul, which engenders it, bo spiritual ? 

V. 135, &c. “ Yet man, fool Man!” — Milton, in 

his Comus, has expressed the same idea in the follow- 
ing strain : 

“ The .smoke and stir of this dim spot. 

Which men call earth, and with low'-thoughtedcare 
Strive to keep up a frail and feveri.sh being, 
Unmindful of the crown which Virttie give.s 
After this mortal change to her true servants. 
Around the throne of God on sainted seats.” 

V. 149, &c. *‘ A soul immortal.” — A finer stroke of 
satire on the folly, not to say disarrangejuent, oftho.se. 
who are spending all titeir time and powers in terres- 
trial pursuits, or in every varied scene of dissipation 
and levity, is scarcely to be m.et with in any writer. 

V. 15B, “ How, like a worm, was 1,” &c. — The 

imagery, in tho.se lines, is exquisitely beautiful, and 

1- D 
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adniirnbly descriptive of the fascinating illusions, by 
wliich tiiinian beings snfler themselves to be cheated 
out of their real happiness. 

V. 238. “ 1 mourn for millions; ’tis the common lot; 

In this shape,” &c. 

See this most pathetically elucidatetl in the Kccle- 
siastes of Solomon. Who, indeerl, has not felt the 
force of that weeping strain in the history of Job, where 
it is said, “ Man, that is born of a woman, is of fow 
day.s, and full of trouble: He coineth up — and is cut 
down — like a flower: He fleeth also as a shadow, and 
continneth not.” 

V. 204, Sec. “ Give, and reduce 

Surfeit’s dominion o’er you.” 

“ Take physic. Pomp; 

Expose thyself to feel what wretches fi'cl, 

That thou may’st shake the siiperflnx to them, 
Aiul shew the heavens more just.” 

King Lear, Act iii. Scene 5. 

See also Thomson's, 

“ Ah ! little think tlie gay licentious proud, 
Whom pleasure, power,” &c. Whiter Season. 

V. 289, &c. “ Such is Earth’s melancholy map,” 

&c.— -This account of earth’s melancholy map, to those 
who skim lightly over tlie surface of things, and whose 
wretched maxim is, “ Let us eat and drink, for .to- 
morrow we die may, perhaps, be pronounced dark 
and gloomy. The design, however, is equally bene- 
volent and pious. It is evidently drawn in these deep 
shades, to wean us, if possible, from all the airy dreams 
and siren songs of human felicity, by which so many 
thousands are deceived — infatuated— -dfjstroyed. It 
is intended to provoke us to every amiable operation 
of sympathetic virtue towards our fellow-tnivellera 
llirough this vale of care ; and to lead our views to 
brighter scenes of never-ending peace and joy in future 
bliss. INotwithstandiug the sad variety of wretched- 
ness with w hich the picture presents us,, who can help 
esteeming that philanthropy, which says, 

“ 1 would not damp, but to secure, thy joys.” 
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Andy fortitude abandon'dy where is Man? 


V. 390, &c. “ Be wise to-day,” &c. — ^This is a hint, 
which 110 moralist, heathen or Christian, ever failed to 
press upon our attention. You will meet with it, 
amidst all the gaiety of an Horace, as well as in the 
more grave severity of a Persius. — Carpe diem : fugit 
hora ; fugit irrevocabile teiiipus. Ab hoc moraento, 
pendet ‘eternitas. 


NIGHT THE SECOND. 




ON 

TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. 


“ When the cock crew, he wept” — Smoteby that eye 
Whicli looks on me, on all : That Pow’r, wlio bids 
This midnight centinel, with clarion shrill, 

(Emblem of that which shall awake the dead,) 

Rouse souls from slumber into thoughts of Heav’n. 5 
Shall I too weep? Where then is fortitude? 

And, fortitude abandon’d, where is Man ? 

I know the terms on which he sees the light ; 

He that is born, is listed ; life is war; 

Eternal war with woe. Who bears it best, 10 

Deserves it least. — On other themes I’ll dwell. 
Lorenzo! let me turn my thoughts on thee, 

And thine, on themes may profit ; profit there, 
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Where most thy need. Themes, too, the f;-eiiiiiue growth 
Of dear Piiilanokr’s dust. He, thus, though dead. 
May still befriend. — VVhattlienies? Time’s wond’rous 
price, l(i 

Death, Friendship, and Philander’s final scene. 

So could I touch these themes, as imght obtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite disengag’d, 

'I'he good deed would delight me; half-iinpress 20 

On niy dark cloud an Iris; and from grief 

Call glory — Dost thou mourn Philanuer’s fate? 

I know tijou say’st it: Says thy life the same? 

He mourns the dead, who lives as they desire. 

Where is that thrift, that avarice of Time 26 

(O glorious avarice !) thought of death inspires. 

As rumour’il robberies endear our gold ? 

OTime! than gohl more sacred ; more a load 
'I'lian lead, to fools; ami fools reputed wise. 

What moiiient granted Man without account? 3<> 
What yt ars are scjuamlcr’d, Wisdoin’svlebt unpaid ! 
Our w«‘a!lh in days all due to that discharge. 

Haste, haste, ht: lies in wait, he’s at the door. 
Insidious Dejithl should his strong hand arrest, 

3Vo composition sets the pris’ner free. 36 

Eternity’s inexorable chain 

I’ast binds; and Vengeance claims the full arrear. 

How late I shudder’d on the brink ! how late 
T/ifc call’d for her last refuge in despair! 

That time is mine, O Mead! to thee I owe; 40 
Fain would 1 pay thee with Eternity. 

Jlut ill my genius answers my desire; 

My sickly song is mortal, past thy cure. 

Accept the will ; — tliat dies not witli my strain. 

For what calls Ijvy disease, LorEnzo? iVot 45 
For Escniapian, but for moral aid ; 

Thon tliink’stit folly to be wise too soon. 

Youth is not rich in lime; it may Ik;, poor; 

Part with it as witli money, sparing ; pay 
ISio mpmerit but in purchase of its wortli : i 50 

And what its' worth, ask death-hed.s; they can teili 
with it as with life; Eehictant; big 
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With holy hope of nobler time to come ; 

Time higher aim’d, still nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels ; virtue more divine. 

Is this our duty, wisdom, glory, gain ? 

(These Ileav’n benign in vital union binds,) 

And sport wc like the natives of the bough. 

When Vernal sons inspire? Amusement reigns 
Man’s great demand ; to trifle is to live: 60 

And is it then a trifle, too, to die? 

Thou say’st I preach, Lorenzo! ’Tis confest. 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake? 

Who wants amusement in the flume of battle? 

Is it not treason to the soul immortal, 65 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 

Will toys amuse, w'hen med’eines cannot cure? 

When spirits ebb, when life’s enchanting scenes 
Their lustre lose, and lessen in our sight. 

As lands and cities with their glitt’ring spires 70 
To the poor shatter’d bark, by sudden storm 
Thrown oft' to sea, and soon to perish there ; 

Will toys amuse? ]\o: Thrones will then be toys. 
And earth and skies seem dust upon the scale. 

Redeem we time? — Its loss we dearly buy. 7.j 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz’d s]>orts ? 

He pleads time’s num’rous blanks ; he loudly pleads 
The strawvlike trifles on life’s common stream. 

From whom those blanks and trifles, but from thee? 
No blank, no trifle. Nature made or meant. 80 

Virtue, or purpos’d virtue, still be thine; 

This cancels tliy complaint at once ; this leaves 
In act no trifle, and no blank in time. 

This greatpns, tills, immortalizes all ; 

This, the blest art of turning all to gold ; 05 

This, the good heart’s prerogative to raise 
A royal tribute from the poorest hours; 

Immense revenue! every moinent pays. 

If nothing more than purpost: in thy pow’r; 

Thy purpose firm, is equal to the deed ; ■ , 00 

Who does the best his circumstance allows. 

Does well, acts nobly; angels could no more. 
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Ourdutward act, indeed, admits restraint: 
ni’is not in tilings o’er tliought to domineer ; 

Guard well tliy thought; our thoughts are heard in 
lieav’n. 05 

On all-important time, through ev’ry age. 

Though much, and warm, the w'isehave urg’d; the man 
Is yet unhorn, w'ho duly weighs an hour. 

“ I’ve lost a day” — the prince who nobly cry’d, 

Had hei n an emperor without his crown ; 100 

Of Rome? 8ay, rather, lord of human race; 

He spoke, as if deputed by Mankind, 

So should all sjieak : So Reason speaks in all ; 

From the soft whispers of that God in Man, 

Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly, 106 

For rescue from the blessings we possess ? 

Time, the supreme! — 'lime is eternity ; 

Pregiu.nt with all eternity can give; 

Pregnant with all that makes archangels smile. 

Who murders time, he crushes in the birth 110 

A pow V ethereal, only not ador’d. 

Ah 1 how' unjust to Nature, and himself, 

Is thoughtless, thankless, inconsistent Man ! 

Like children bubbling nonsense in their sports, 

We censure Nature for a span too short ; 115 

Tl;ai span too short, w^e tax as tedious too ; 

Torture invention, all expedients tire. 

To lash the ling’ring moments into speed, 

And whirl ns (happy riddance!) from ourselves. 

Art, brainless Art ! our furious charioteer 120 

(For Nature’s voice unstifled would recall,) 

Drives lu'adlong tow’rds the precipice of Death ; 
Death, mostour dread; Death thus moredreadful made; 
O what a riddle of absurdity ! 

Leisure is pain ; takes off our chariot-wheels ; 126 

How heavily we drag the load of life ! 

Blest leisure is our curse ; like that of Cain, 

It makes us wander ; wander earth around 
To fly that tyrant, TJjought. As Atlas groan’d 
The wctfld beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 130 
We cryiTor mercy to the next amusement ; 
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'Fhen Time iunu torment ^ when Mm turns a fooL 

The next amusement mortgages our fields ! 

Slight inconvenience ! Prisons hardly frown. 

From hateful Time if prisons set us free. 

Yet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 135 

We call him cruel ; years to moments shrink. 

Ages to years. • Tlie telescope is turn’d, 

To Mail’s false optics (from his folly false) 

Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings. 

And seems to creep decrepit with his age: 140 

Behold him, when pas*t by; what then is seen. 

But bis broad pinions swifter than the winds? 

And all Mankind, in contradiction strong. 

Rueful, aghast! cry out on his career. 

Leave to thy foes these errors, and these ills ; 145 

To ISature just, their cause and cure explore. 

Not sliort llt'av’u’s bounty, boundless our ex|:>ence;''\ 
No niggard. Nature; Men are prodigals. ^ 

We waste (not use) our time ; we breathe, not live. ' 
Time wasted is existence, us’d is life. ISO 

And bare existence, Man, to live ordain’d. 

Wrings and oppresses with enormous weight. 

And why? since time was giv’n for use, not waste, 
liijoin’d to fly; with tempest, tide, and stars. 

To keep bis speed, nor ever wait for Man ; 155 

Time’s use was doom’d a pleasure ; waste, a pain ; 
That Man might feel his error, if unseen : 

And, feeling, ily to labour for his cure; 

Not, blimd’ring, split on idleness for ease. 

Life’s cares are comforts, such by Heav’u design’d ; 100 
He that has none, must make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are employments ; and without employ 
The soul is on the rack ; the rack of rest, 

To souls most adverse ; action all their joy. 

Here, then, the riddle, mark’d above, unfolds ; 165 
Then time turns torment, when Man turns a fool. 

We rave, we wrestle with great Nature’s plmi; 

We thwart the Deity ; and ’tis decreed,"" ^ 'X 
Who thwart Hi.s will shall contradict their own.) 
Hence our unnat’ral quarrel with ourselves ; ' ' 170 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our bosom-broil ; 
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Hast thou ne'er heard of Tim^a omniftotence? 


Wc pnsJi Time from us, and we wish him back ; 
Lavish of lustrums, ami yet fond of life ; 

Life we thin|( long, and short ; Death seek, and shun; 
Body and sOnl, like peevish man and wife, 175 

United jar, ahd yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity! whilediere. 

How tasteless! and how terri hie, when gone ! 

Gone! they ne’er go; when past, they haunt us still; 
The spirit walks of ev’ry tlay deceas’d; 180 

And smiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 

Nor death, nor life, delight us. If time past, 

And time possest, both pain us, wliat can please? 
That which tiie Deity to please ordain’d, 

Time us’d. The Man who consecrates his hours 185 
liyvi g’rous eflort, and an honest aim. 

At once he draws the sting of life ami ilc'ath ; 
lie w'alks w ith ami her paths are peace. 

Onr error’s ca'use^ahd cure are seen : Sec next 
Time’s nature, origin, importance, speed ; 190 

And thy great gain from urging his career. 

All-sensual Man, because uutouch’d, unseen, 
lie looks on time as nothing. Nothing else 
Is truly Man’s ; ’tis Fortune’s. — ^^I'inie’s a god. 

Hast thou ne’er heard of Time’s omnipotence? ?il^5 
For, or against, what w'ouders can he do! 

And will: To stand blank neuter he disdains 
Not mi those terms was Time (Heav’n’s stranger 
On his important endiassy to Man. * 

Lorenzo! no; On. the long-destin’d hour, 200 

From everlasting ages growing ripe. 

That memorable hour of wond’rous birth. 

When the dread Sire, on emanation bent. 

And big with Nature, rising in his might. 

Call’d forth creation (for then Time was born,) 205 
By Godhead streaming through a thousand worlds ; 
Not on those terms, from the great days of Heav’n, 
From old Eternity’s mysterious orb. 

Was Time cut offi and cast beneath the skies ; 

The skies, which watch him in his new abode, 210 
Me^uring his motions by revolving spheres; 
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Mm fins from Timt^ and Time from Mun, 


That horolojje machinery divine. 

Hours, (lays, and months, and years, his children play, 
Like num’rons wings, around him, as he flies; 

Or, rather, as unequal plumes they shape 215 

His ample pinions, swift as darted flame, 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient rest. 

And jmn anew *Eternity his sire ; 

In his immutability to nest, 

When w orlds, that count his circles now, iinhingM 220 
(Fate the loud signal pounding) headlong rush 
To timeless night and chaos, whence they rose. 

Why spur tlie speedy? Why with levitie.C 
New'-wing thy short, short day’s too rapid flight? 
Know’st thou, or what thou dost, or what is done? 225 
Man flics from Time, and Time from Man; too sooiP 
111 sad divorce this double flight must end ; 

And then, where arc we? where, Lokenzo! then 
Thy sports? thy pomps? — 1 grant thee, in a state 
Not unambitious; in the ruffled shroud, 250 

Thy Parian tomb’s triumphant arch beneath. 

Has ]>eath his fopperic.s? Then well may Life 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow shine. 

Ye w ell-array’d ! Y^e lilies of our land ! 

Ye lilies male ! who neither toil nor spin^ 235 

(As sister lilies might,) if not so wise 
As Solomon, more sumpt’ous to the sight! 

Ye delicate! who nothing can support. 

Yourselves most insupportable ! for whom 
The winter rose must blow, the Sun put on 240 

A brighter beam in Leo, silky-soft 
Favonius breathe still softer, or be chid. 

And other worlds send odours, sauce, and song. 

And robes, and notions, frainM in foreign looms ! 

O ye Lorenzos of our age! w'ho deem 245 

One moment unannis’d, a misery 
Not made for feeble Man! who call aloud 
For ev’ry bauble, drivell’d o’er by sense. 

For rattles, and conceits of ev’ry cast, 
l'’or change of follies, and relays of joy,' 

To drag your patient through the tedious length 
2. E 
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And think*st thou still thou canst he wist too soon ? 


Of a short winter’s day — say, sages say ! 

Wit’s oracles; say, dreamers of gay dreams; 

How will you weather an eternal nighO 
Where such expedients fail ? ^ 255 

O treach’rous Conscience ! while she seems to sleep 
On rose and myrtle, lull’d with syren sjoiig ; 

While she seems, nodding o’er her change, to drop 
On headlong Appetite the slacken’d rein, 

Ami give us up to License, unrecall’d, 2U0 

Cnniark’d — see, from behind lu'r secret stand. 

The sly informer minutes ev’ry fault, 

And her dreail diary with horror tills. 
jNot the gross act alone employs her pen ; 

She reconnoitres Fanc 3 ’^’s airy band, 265 

A watchful foe! I'he formi<lable spy, 

List’niiig, o’erhears the whispers of our camp : 

Our dawning purposes of heart explores. 

And steals our embryos of iniquity. 

As all-rapacious usurers conceal 270 

'riieir doomsday-book from all-consuming heirs ; 
TJius, witli indulgence most severe, she treats 
Cs spendthrifts of inestimable Time; 

Unnoted, notes each moment misapply’d ; 

In leaves more durable than leaves of brass, 275 

Writes our nlible history; which Death shall read 
In ev'ry pale delinquent’s private ear; 

And judgment publish ; jmblisli to more worlds 
Than this; and endless age in groans resouiul. 
Lorenzo, such that sleeper in thy brerist! 280 

Such is her slumber; and her vengeance sjich 
For slighUid counsel ; such thy future peace! 

And thiuk’st thou still thou canst be wise too soon? 

But why on Time so lavish is my song? 

On this great theme kind j\atare kee{>s a school, 285 
To teach her sons lierself. £ach nigbt we <lie, 
iiach morn are born anew: Each day, a life! 

And shall we kill each day! If trilling kills, 

.Sure vice must butcher. O what heaps of slain 
0^ out for vengeance on us ! Time tiestroy’d 290 
'i^uwide, where more than blood is spilt.. 
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A moment we may wish, when worlds want wealth to buy. 

Time flies. Death urges, knells call, Heav’n invites,* 
Hell threatens: All exerts; in efibrt, all; 

More than creation labours ! — labours more? 

And is there in creation, u hal, amidst 296 

This tinuult universal, wing’d dispatch. 

And ardent eiyirgj'-, supinely yawns? — 

Man sleeps; ami Man alone; aiid Man, whose fate. 
Fate irrevr'rsible, iiitirc, extreme, 

Endless, hair-limig, breeze-shaken, o’(!r the gniph 300 
A mojuent trembles ;• drops! and Man, for whom 
All else is in alarm ! Man, the sole cause 
Of this surrounding storm 1 And yet ho sleeps. 

As the storm rock’d to rest. — Throw years away? 
Throw empires, and be blameless. Moments seize; 305 
Ileav’n’s on their wing: A moment wc may wish, 
When worlds watit wealth to buy. Bid Day stand still, 
Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 
The period past, regive the given hour. 

Lorenzo, more than miracles we want ; 

Lorenzo — O for yesterdays to come ! 

Such is the language of the Man awake; 

Ilis anlour such, for what opjiresses thee. 

And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo ? jNo ; 

That more tlian miracle the gods indidge ; 

To-day is yesterday return’d ; return’d 
Full-power’d to cancel, expiate, raise, adorn. 

And reinstate us on the rock of peace. 

Let it not sliare its predecessor’s fate ; 

Nor, like its elder sisters, die 4 fool. 

Shall it evaporate in fume? fly oft’ 

Fuliginous, and stain us deeper still? 

Shall wc he poorer for the plenty pour’<l ? 

More wretched for the clemencies of Heav’n? 

Where shall 1 find him ? Angels ! tell me w'here. 326 
You know him : He is near you : Point him out: 

Shall I see glories beaming from his brow? 

Or trace his footsteps by the rising flow’rs ? 

Your golden wings, now hov’ring o’er him, shed 
Protection ; now', are waving in applause 330 

To that blest sou of foresight! Iqrd of Fate! 
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'fhc wnrld^ (hat gul\»k tif snuhy immwtal soulu. 

That awful iiidepetident on townorrowl 
Whoso work is done; who triumphs in the past; 
W'hose yesterdays look backward with a smile; 

Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly ; 335 

That common, but oj)probrious lot ! Past hours. 

If not by guilt, yet wound us by their (light, 

If Folly boumls our prospect by the grave, 

All feeiing of futurity benumb’d ; 

AH god-likc jrassioii for eUTiiuls quench’d ; 340 

All relish of realities expir’d ; . 

RenouiK'.’d all correspondence with the skies ; 

Our frt?edoni chain’d ; quite wingless our desire ; 

In sense darkqjrison’d all that ought to soar ; 

Prone to the centre ; crawling in the dust ; 345 

Dismounted ev’ry great ainl glorious aim ; 

Fmbruted ev’ry faculty div ine ; 

Heart-bury’d in the ruiibish of the world — 

The world, that gul|)h of souls, immortal souls, , 

Souls elevate, angelic, wing’d with Are „ . -• " 350 

To reach the distant skies, and triumph tluTCi 
On thrones, which shall notmourn their masters chang’d; 
Though we from earth; ethereal, th(!y that fell. 

Such veneration due, O Man! to Man. 

Who venerate themselves, the worUl des)»ise. 355 
For what, gay friend! is this esciilcheon'd world. 
Which hangs out Death in one eternal night? 

A night, that glooms us in (he noon-tide ray, 

Aud wraps our thought, at banquets, in the shroud. 
Life's little stage is a small eminence, 360 

Inch-high the grave above; that home of Man, 

Where dwells the multitude: We gaze around ; 

We read their monuments; we sigh; and while 
We sigh, we sink; aiid are what we deplor’d ; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all oiir lot ! 365 

Is Di.^ til at distance? No: He has hcen on thee; 
And giv’n sure earnest of his final blow. 

Those hour.s, whidi lately smil’d, where arc they now? 
Pallid to thought, aud ghastly! drown’d, ail ilrown’d 
In that.great iletq*, which nothing ilisenibogiies ! 370 

tl«*y bequeath’d thee small renown. 
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*'IU greatly wiu to talk with our past hours. 

The rest are on the wing ; How fleet tlieir flight ! 
Already lias the fatal train took tire ; 

A luonient, and the world’s blown up to thee ; 

The sun is darkness, and the stars are dust. 375 
’Tis greatly w ise to talk with our past hours ; 

And ask them, what report they bore to Heav’n 
And hojv they might have borne more w^elcomc news.' 
Their answers form what Men experience call ; 

If Wisdom’s friend, her best; if not, wor.st foe. 380 
O reconcile them! Kind Experience cries, 

“ There’s nothing here, but what as nothing weighs; 
The more our joy, the more we know it vain ; 

And by success are tutor’d to de.spair.” 

IN or is it only thus, but must be so. 385 

Who knows not this, though grey, is still a child. 
Loo.se then from earth the grasp of fond ilesire, 

Weigh anchor, aiul some happier clime explore. 

Art thou so moor’d thou canst not disengage. 

Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future scenes I 390 
Since by life’s passing breath, blown up from earth. 
Light, as the summer’s dust, we take in air 
A moment’s giddy flight, and fall again ; 

Join the dull mass, increase the trodden soil, 

Ami sleep till Earth herself shall be no more. 395 
Since then (as emmets, their small world o’erthrown) 
We, .sorivaniaz’d, from out Earth’s ruins crawl. 

Ami rise to fate extreme of foul or fair. 

As Man’s ow u choice, (controller of the skies !) 

As Man’s despotic will, perhaps one hour, 400 

(O how' omnipotent is Time!) decrees ; 

Should not each warning give a strong alarm ? 
Warning, far less than that of bosom torn 
From bosom, bleeding o’er the sacreil dead ! 

Should not each dial strike us a.s w'e pass, 405 

Portentous, as the written w'all, w hich struck. 

O’er midnight bowls, the proud Assyrian pale, 
Erewhile high-flush’d with insolence and w'iue ? 

Like that, the dial speaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo! loth to break thj' banquet up: 

“ O Man ! thy kingdom is (leparting from thee, 
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IVe take fair daye in tointer for the spt*inf^. 


“ And, while it lasts, is emptier than my shade.” 

Its silent lsingna«'e such : Nor need’st thou call 
Thy Magi, to docypher what it means. 

Know, lik<! the Medean, Fate is in thy walls : 415 

Dost ask, how? whence? Bclshazzar-like, amaz'd ! 
Man’s make incloses the sure seeds qf Death ; 

•Life feeds the murderer : Ingrate ! he thrives’ 

On her own meal, and then his nurse devours. 

But here, Lokknzo, the delusion lies; 420 

That solar shadow, as it measurc.s life. 

It life resemhles too: Life speeds away 

From point to point, though seeming to stand still. 

The ennning fugitive is swift by stealth : 

Too subtle is the movement to be seen ; 425 

Yet soon Man’s lionr is up, and wc are gone. 
Warnings point ont our danger; gnomons, time: 

As these are useless when tlie sun is .set; 

So those, but -when more glorious Reason shines. 
Reason should judge in all ; in Reason’s eye, 4.30 
That sedentary shadow travels hard. 

.But such our gravitation to the wrong, 

So prone our hearts to whisper what we wisli, 

’Tis later with the wise, than he's aw'are ; 

A Wilmington goe.s slower than the .sun : 4-35 

And all mankind mistake their time of day; 

Ev’n age itself. Fresh hopes are hourly sown 
In furrow’d brows. So gentle life's descent, 

We shut our eyes, and think it is a plain ; 

We take fair days in winter, for the spring ; 440 

And turn onr blessings into bane. Since <d't 
Man iniKSt compute that age he cannot fet;!. 

He scarce believes he’s ohler for his years. 

Thus, at life’s latest eve, w'e keep in store 

One di.sappointment sure, to crown the rest; 445 

The disappointment of a promis’cl hour. 

On this, or similar, Phii.andf.r! thou. 

Whose mind was moral, as the preacher’s tongue ; 
And strongs to wield all science, worth the name; 
liow^ften we talk’d down the summer’s sun, 450 
Aiitlt’oord our passions bv the breezy stream! 
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Speech, thougkt^a canal/ Speech, ihought^a criieritm too! 


How often thaw’d and shorten’d winter’s eve. 

By conflict kind, that struck out latent truth. 

Best found, so sought; to the recluse, more coy! 
Thoughts disentangle, passing o’er the lip ; 4.55 

Clean runs the thread; if not, ’tis thrown away. 

Or kept to tie up nonsense for a song ; 

Song, fa^jhionably fruitless; such as stains 
The fancy, and unhallow’d passion fires ; 

Chiming her saints to Cytherea’s fane. 400 

Know’st thou, LoREf^zo! what a friend contains? 
As bees mix’d nectar draw from fragrant flow’rs, 

So men from Friendship, Wisdom and Delight ; 
Twins ty’d by nature; if they part, tlrey die. 

Hast thou no frii'ud to set thy mind abroacli? 465 
Good sense will stagnate. Thoughts shut up, want air. 
And spoil, like bales unopen’d to the sun. 

Had thought been all, sweet speech had been deny’d; 
.Speech, thought’s canal! .Speech, thought’s criterion 
loo ! 409 

Thought in the mine, may come forth gold or dross; 
When coin’d in words, we know its real worth. 

If sterling, store it for thy fnture use; 

’’rw'ill buy thee benefit ; perhaps renown. 

'I'honght too, delivered, is the more possest; 

Teaching, wo learn; and giving, we retain 475 

'I'he births of intellect; when dumb, forgot. 

Speech ventilates our intellectual fire; 

Speech burnishes our mental magazine ; 

Brightens, for ornament, and whets, for use. 

What numbers, sheath’d in erudition, lie 480 

Plung’d to the hilts in veneralile tomes, 

And rusted ; who might have borne an edge, 

And played a sprightly beam, if born to sfieech ! 

If born blest heirs to half their mother’s tongue! 

’Tis thought’s exchange, which, like th’ alternate push 
Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned scum, 485 
And defecates the student’s standing pool. 

In contemplation is his proud resource.? 

’Tis poor, as proud, by converse uusustain’d. 

Rude thought runs wild in Contemplation’s field ; 490 
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True Jjnre nttxkes root in Renson ; PaKsMn*e/vc. 

Converse, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of »lue restraint ; and Emulation’s spur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw’d. 

*Tis converse qualities for solitude; 

As exercise for salutary rest. 493 

By that untutor d. Contemplation rayes ; 

And Nature’s fool, by Wisdom’s is outdone. 

Wisdom, though richer than Peruvian mines. 

And sweeter than the sweet ambrosial hive, 

WliJit is she, but the means of 4iappiness ! 500 

That iinobtain’d, than folly more a fool; 

A melancholy fool, without her bells. 

Friendship, the means of wisdom, richly gives 
The precious end, which makes our wisdom wise. 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, 505 

Denies, or damps, an undivided joy, 

.Toy is an import; joy is an exchange; 

Joy Hies monopolists : It calls for two ; 

Rich fruit! Heav’n-planted ! never pluck’d by one. 
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 510 

To social Man true relisb of himself. 

Full on ourselves descending in a line, 

Pleasure’s bright beam is feeble in delight: 

Delight intense, is taken by rebound ; 

Reverberated pleasures fire the breast. 515 

Celestial Happiness, whene’er she stoops 
To visit earth, one shrine the goddess tiiuls. 

And one alone, to make her sweet amends 
For absent Heav’n — the bosom of a friend ; 

Where heart meets heart, recij>rocally soft, 520 

Each other’s pillow to repose divine. 

Beware the counterfeit: In passion’s flame 
Hearts melt: but melt like ice, soon harder froze. - 
True love strikes root in Reason; Passion’s foe: 
Virtue alone entenders us for life : 525 

I wrong her much — entenders us for ever: 

Of Friendship’s fairest fruits, tlie fruit most fair 
Is Virtue kindling at a rival fire, 

Antfemulously rapid in her race. 

soft-'emnitv I endearinir strife ! • • t . 6g( 
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Judge before friendship^ then confide till death, 

Tliis carries Fi-icndship to her nooii>tide point, 

And gives tlie rivet of eternity. 

From Friendship, which outlives my former themes. 
Glorious survivor of old Time, and Death ! 

From Friendship, thus, tliat flow’r of heav’nly seed, 
The wise extract Earth’s most Hyblean bliss, 536 
Superior, wisdom* crown’d with smiling joy. 

But fur whom blossoms this Elysian tlow’r? 

Abroad they find, who cherish it at home. 

Lorknzo! pardon what; my love extorts, 640 

All honest love, and not afraid to frown. 

Though choice of follies fasten on the great, 

None clings more obstinate, than fancy fond. 

That sacred friendship is their easy prey ; 

Caught by the waftnre of a golden lure, 645 

Or fascination of a high-born smile. 

Their smiles, the great, and the coquet, throw out 
For other hearts, tenacious of their own; 

And we no less of ours, when such the bait. 

Ye Fortunes coflerers ! Ye pow’rs of wealth! 660 
You do your rent-rolls most felonious wrong. 

By taking our attachuieut to yourselves. 

Can gold gain friendship? Impudence of hope! 

As well mere man an angel might b^et. 

Love, and love only, is the loan for love. 666 

Lorenzo ! pride repress ; nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 

All like the purchase ; few the price will pay; 

And this makes friends such miracles below. 

What if (since daring on so nice a theme) 560 

I shew thee friendship delicate, as dear. 

Of tender violations apt to die ? 

Reserve will wound it ; and Distrust, destroy. 
Deliberate on all things with thy friend. 

But since friends grow not thick on ev’ry bough, 666 
Nor ev’ry friend unrotten at the core ; 

First, on thy friend, delib’rate with thyself 
Pause, ponder, sift ; not eager in the choice, 

Nor jealous of the chosen ; fixing, fix; 

JH«lge before ffteudslup, then confide till death. 670 
2. F 
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How blestittgs hrigkien as they take their flight ! 

Well, for thy friend ; but nobler far, for thee ; 

How gallant danger for Earth’s highest prize ! 

A friend is worth all hazard we can run. 

“ Poor is the friendless master of a world ; 

A world in purchase for a friend is gain.” 675 

So sung he (angels hear that angel sing! 

Angels from friendship gather half their joy,). 

So sung Philander, as his friend went round 
In the rich ichor, in the gen’rous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 680 

A brow solute, ami ever-laughing eye. 

He drank long health and virtue to his friend ; 

His friend, who warm’d him more, who more inspir’d. 
Friendship’s the wine of life; but friendship new 
(Not such was his) is neither strong, nor pure. 585 
O! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth. 

And elevating spirit, of a friend, 

,For twenty .summers rip’uing by «ny side ; 

All feculence of falselumd long thrown down ; 

All social virtues rising in his soul ; 590 

As crystal clear ; and smiling, as they rise I 
Here nectar flows ; it sparkles in our sight ; 

Rich to the .taste, and genuine from the heart. 
High-davour’d bliss for gods! on earth how' rare! 

On earth how lost! — Philander is no more. 595 
Thijik’st thou the theme intoxicates my song? 

And I too warm ? — 'Foo warm I cannot be. 

I lov’d him much ; but now 1 love him more. 

Like birds, whose beauties languish, half conceal’d, 
Till, mounted on the wing, their glossy (duiiies 600 
Expanded shine with azure, green, and gold ; 

How hle.ssings brighten as they take their flight! 

His flight Philander took; his upward flight, 

If ever soul ascended. Had he dropt, 

(Tiiat eagle genius !) O had he let fall 60S 

One b’ather as he flew ! 1, then, had wrote, 

'What friends might flatter; prudent foes forbear; 
Rivals scarce damn ; and Zoilus reprieve. 

1 1 can, I must : It were profane 
. 1 ^. qltench R glory lighted at the skies, ... 61( 
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A a detector cf the hmrt^ 


And cast in shadows his illuKtrious close. 

Strange ! the theme most affecting, most sublime. 
Momentous most to Man, should sleep unsung! 

And yet it sleeps, by genius unawak’d, 

Painim or Christian ; to the blush of wit. 615 

Man’s highest triumph ! Man’s profoundest_fall ! 

The death-bed oTf the just! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand : it merits a divine: 

Angels should paint it, angels ever there ; 

There, on a post of hoyour, and of joy. 620 

Dare I presume, then? But Philander bids; 

And glory tempts, and inclination calls — 

Yet am 1 struck ; as struck the soul beneath 
Aerial groves’ impenetrable gloom ; 

Or, in some mighty ruin’s solemn shade ; 625 

Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born dust, 

In vaults, thin courts of poor unffatter’d kings! 

Or, at the midnight altar’s hallow’d ffame. 

It is religion to proceed: I pause — 

And enter, aw’d, the temple of my theme. 630. 

Is it his death-bed ? No: It is his shrine: ' « 

Behold him, there, just rising to<aii[|9d. 

The chamber where the good man meets his fate, ' 

Is privileg’d beyond the common walk 

Of virtuous life, (juite in the verge of Heav’n. 635 

Fly, ye profane! If not, draw near with awe. 

Receive the blessing, and adore the chance. 

That threw in this Bethesda your disease : 

If unrestor’tl by this, despair your cure. 

For, here, resistless demonstration dwells ; 640 

A death-bed’s a detector of tlie heart. 

Here tir’d Dissimulation drops her mask. 

Through life’s grimace, that mistress of tlie scene! 
Here real, and apparent, are the same. 

You see the Man ; you see his hold on Heav’n ; 645 

If sound his virtue ; as Philander’s, sound. 

Heav’n waits not the last moment ; owns her friends 
On this side death ; and points them out to men ; 

A lecture silent, but of sov’reign pow’r !' 

To vice, confusion ; and to virtue, peace. • 650 




60 


THE COMPLAINT. 


[nIOBT 


A sun extinguished ! a just op*niiig grave ! 


Whatever farce the boastful liero plays, 

Virtue alone has majesty in death ; 

And greater still, the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philander ! he severely frown'd on thee. 

** No warning giv’n! Uneereinonions fate ! 655 

A sudden rush from life’s meritlian joys ! 

A wrench from all we love! from all we are! j, 

A restless bed of pain ! A pliingo opaque 
Beyond conjecture! Peeble Nature's dread ! 

Strong Reason’s shudder at lliy dark, unknow'ii! 660 
A sun extinguish’d! a just op'ning grave! 

And oh ! the last, last; what? (can words express? 
Thought reach ?) the last, last — sihmee of a friend !” 
Where are those horrors, that ainazemeut where. 

This hideous group of ills (which singly shock) 665 
Demands from Man? — I thought him Man till now. 

Through Nature’s wreck, thro\igh vajujuish’d agonies 
(Like the stars struggling through this midnight gloom,) 
What gleams of joy ! what mor<? than human peace! 
Where, the frail mortal? the poor abject worm? 670 
No, not in death, the mortal to be found. 

His conduct is a legacy for all, 

Richer than Mammon’s for his single heir. 

His comforters he comforts; great in ruin. 

With unreluctant grandeur, gives, not yields 675 
His soul sublime; and closes w ith his fate. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the scene ! 
Whence, this brave bound o’er limil.s tix’d to Man? 
His God sustains him in his final hour ! 

His final hour brings glory to his (iod ! 680 

Man’s glory Heav’n vouchsafes to call her own. 

We gaze ; we weep; mixt tears of grief and joy ! 
Amazement strikes! Devotion bursts to flame! 
Christians adore, and infidels believe. 

As some tall tow’r, or lofty mountain’s brow, 685 
Detains the sun, illustrious from its height; 

While rising vapours and descending shades. 

With damps, and darkness, drown the spacious vale; 
Uiidamp’d by'doubt, and undarkeii’d by despair. 
Philander thus augustiy rears his head, 600 
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Notes to Night the Second, 


At that black hour, which geu’ral horror sheds 
On the low level of th’ inglorious throng : 

Sweet Peace, and heav’iily Hope, and huiuble Joy, 
Plvinely beam on his exalted soul ; 

Destruction gild, and crown him for the skies, 695 
\Vith incomtnunicablc lustre bright. 


NIGHT THE SECOND. 

One of the principal views of Poetry, was, to form 
the manners. 'I'c lie convinced of this, we have only 
to consider I he particular end of the sev<'ral species 
of poetry, and to observe the general practice of the 
most illustrious poets of anlupiity. If eitluu’ the epic 
poem, the ode, tragedy, comedy, or tint pastoral, have 
been em|>loy(‘(l to diti’erent purposes, it is certain that 
they are made t<» deviate from their natural institution ; 
and that, in the liegiiming, they all tended to the same 
end, which was, to render men better. 

For this beneficial purpose, the readttr may expect 
to meet with a variety of general ' reflections in this 
Second Might, on the nature, importance, speed, aud 
value, of 7Y//<c — on Ertciufu/tip — ami on Death. 

V. 3, &c. “ 'I'his midnight cenlinel, with clarion shrill, 
Embhan of that,” &c, 

“ 1 ha>e heard. 

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn. 

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat, 
Awake the god of day.” Hamlet. 

“ Some say, that ever ’gainst that season comes, 
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrate, 

This bird of dawning siugeth all night long : 

And then, they say, no spirit walks abroad. 

The nights are wholesome; then no planet strikes, _ 
No fairy takes, no witch batlr power to charm; 
So hallow’d and so gracious is the tiin’o.” Hamlet. 
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• V. 9, &c. " Life is war. 

Eternal war with woe.” 

And why? For the origin of all human misery and 
woe, consult the Mosaic account of the fall of man 
from a state of original righteousness. 

V. 48, &c. “ Youth is not rich in ti;tne,” &c. — From 
the bills of mortality, it appears, that one half of the 
human race die under the age of thirty! 

V. 59, &c. “ Amusement reigns 

Man’s great demand ; *to trifle, is to live.” 

The proper atid mtional idea of ammement, is, the 
occasional diversion of the mind from the habit of 
thinking too intensely; the modern perversion of it 
is, to prevent thinking at all. 

V. 68. “ When spirits ebb, when life’s enchanting 
Their lustre lose,” &c. [scenes 

What a striking example of this is transmitted to all 
ages in the history of Cardinal Wolsey ! 

“ This is the state of man : To-day he puts forth 

The tender leaves of hope — to-morrow blossoms. 

And bears his blushing honours thick about him; 

The third day comes a frost, a killing frost; 

And when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 

His greatness is a-ripening, nips his root; 

And then he falls.” 

V. 139, &c. “ Time in advance,” &c. — The artist 
has very judiciously selected one of the most pic- 
turesque images in this whole work, on which to em- 
ploy ins pencil. It is an awful consideration, and 
highly calculated to arrest our attention to the amazing 
difference we cannot but perceive between what is 
already past, and time that is yet to come. 

V. 162, &c. “ Cares are employments,” &c. — Our 
situation in this world requires activity. Idleness is 
the worst of all diseases; equally injurious to the mind 
and to the body. We are placed here by the divine 
Provitlence, so as to render industry essential to our 
well-being; for, without it, neither the necessaries nor 
ti^inforts of our existence can be obtained or 
enjoyed. 
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Notes to Night the Seoond. 


“ All is the gift of industry — whate’er 
Exalts, embellishes, and renders life 
Delightful.” 

V. 168, &c. “ We thwart the Deity,” &c. — ^To seek 
for happiness upon any plan, but that of conformity 
to the revealed .will of Heaven, is of all labour the 
most in ■vain. 

V. 188, &c. “ He walks with Nature,'* &c.c. — If we 
might be permitted a correction here, we would rather 
read, “ lie walks with Wisdom,” &c. — 

The word. Nature, being vague and equivocal, in 
our opinion, in this application. 

V. 200, &c. — “ On the long-destin’d hour. 

From everlasting ages growing ripe. 

That memorable hour,” &c. 

The reader of taste and criticism, we presume, will 
mark this whole passage, as a specimen of the sublime 
and grand, both in sentiment and in expression. The 
thought is perfectly new and original ; and the close of 
it is in nothing inferior to what has been so universally 
celebrated, , 

“ The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces^ 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself. 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve • 

And, like the baseless fabric of a vision. 

Leave not a trace behind.” 

V. 256, &c. *' O treacherous conscience,” &c. — 

Volumes could scarcely say more to the purpose on 
this theme, than is to be found in these few lines. The 
moral sense must be strangely benumbed in those, 
who can read them without serious emotion. The 
murderer’s account of conscience is, indeed, very finely 
given by a more ancient writer, when he introduces 
him saying, 

** I’ll not meddle with it ; it is a dangerous thing, it 
makes a man a coward : A man cannot steal, but it 
accuseth him ; a man cannot swear, but it checks him. 
It is a blushing shame-faced spirit, which mutinies 
in a man’s bosom; it fills one full of obstacles,” &c, 
&c. Shakespeare. 
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[night 


Notat to Night the Second* 


V. 298. “ Man sleeps,” &c. — It is this astonishing 

degree of moral insensibility to concerns of everlasting 
import, which the sacred oracles have represented 
metaphorically by the sleep, and death, of the soul ; 
and which diviue.s have therefore called spiritual death. 
See this very strikingly delineated in ^oine subsequent 
lines, 8.38—349. 

V. 360, &c. “ Life’s little stage,” &c. — A more 

pathetic account of the brevity and vanity of our 
existence in this world, was ne^i^er given in fewer lines 
by mortal pen. An inspired writer seems to have 
been v<'ry tenderly impressed with the same sentiments^ 
when he was composing Psalm xxxix. 

V. 432. “ lint such our gravitation to the wrong.” — 
Heathens saw this ; and therefore they exclaimed, 

“ O cnrva; in terris animat, et ccelcstium itianes.” 

V. 458 , &c. “ Song, fashionably fruitless,” &c. — 
Nothing is more universally to be lamented than this 
sad prostitution of poetical geniius. The more ex- 
quisite its charms, the niori* fatal its eflects. 

V. 500. “ What if (since daring on so nice a theme) 

I shew thcHi friendship,” &c. 

Where is the topic, that has ever been dwelt upon 
with so tnnch celebration and rapture, as that of 
/rienclship f “ How tiresome iiuleed do all the pleasures 
of the world appear, when compared with the happiness 
of a tender, faithful, and enliglitened friendsliipJ that 
high and intimate connexion of the sonl, where our 
inclinations are free, our feelings genuine, our senti- 
ments unbiased ; wherea mutual confidence of thoughts 
and actions, of pleasures and pains, uninterruptedly 
prevails; where the heart is led with joy along the 
paths of piety and virtue, and the mind conducted by 
Happiness into the bowers of Truth ; and where advice, 
consolation, and succour, are reciprocally given and 
received in all the accidents and sorrows of life!” — Our 
Author has painted the charm in the most inviting 
colours; but where, oh i- where is .the treasure to be 
fo^d ? 

■W. 597, &c. ** Like birds,” &c. — ^In wfaat oohsubt- 
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Ill-] 


OA 


linos onf that keav^n-lighied lamp in Man* 

mate beauty of imagery is that common remark, that, 
“ We never learn the true value of blessings, but by 
their loss,” conveyed in these few verses! 

V. 617, &o. “ The death-bed of the just,” &c. — ^The 
reader, who wishes to have his soul animated with 
the pious ambition this scene is calculated to inspire, 
must live, as it •were, o’er each line, and critically 
observe how' every circumstance of it is delineated, so 
as to afl’ect, amend, and improve, the human heart. 
The composition is wonderful, but the moral is in- 
estimable. 
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NARCISSA. 


Ignoscenda quidcni, scirent si ignoscerv manes. 


VIRG. 


a' ROM dreams, where thought in fancy’s maze runs 
mad, 

To Reason, that heav’n-lighted lamp in Man, 

Once more I wake ; and at the destin’jJ hour. 
Punctual as lovers to the moment sworn, 

1 keep my assignation with my woe. 5 

O ! lost to virtue, lost to manly thought, 

I.ost to the noble sallies of the soul ! 

Who think it solitude, to be alone. 

('oihmunion sweet! communion large, and high! 

Our reason, guardian angel, and our god ! 10 

'I’hen nearest these, when others most rem'ote ; 

And all, ere long,. shall be remote, but these . 

2. G 
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[night 


I to Day's sofi-ty'd sister pay my court* 

How dreadful, tlien, to meet them all alone, 

A stranji^er! imackuowIe<Ig’d,- unapprov’d! 
iVow woo tiieiu; w'e<l llieiii; bind them to thy breast; 
'i’o win thy wish, creation has no more. 1(5 

Or, if we wish a fourtli, it is a friend — 

But friends, how mortal ! dang’rous the desire. 

Take Phc-lms to yourselves, ye backing bards f 
Inebriate sit fair I'^ortune’s fountain>head ; 20 

And reeling through the wilderness of joy; 

M'liere Seiise runs savage, broke from Reason’s chain. 
And sings false peace, till smoBier’d by the pall. 

My fortune is unlike; unlike my song; 

Unlike the deity my song invokes. 26 

I to Day's soft-ey’d sister pay my court, 

(Endytniou’s rival!) and her aid implore; 

IS’ow first implor’d iii succour to the Muse. 

Thou, who <lidst lately borrow Cynthia’s form. 

And modestly fon^go thine own! O thou 30 

Who didst thyself, at midnight hours, insi)ire! 

Say, why not Cynthia, patroness of song? 

As thou her ortJscent, she thy character 
Assumes; still more a goddess by the change. 

Are there demurring wits, wlm dare dispute ^36 
This revolution in the world inspir’d? 

Ye train Pierian! to the lunar sphere, 

In silent liour, address your ardent eaJI 
For aid imuiortal ; less her brother’s right. 

She, with the spheres harmonious, viightly leads 40 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchless strain ; 

A strain for gods, tleny’d to moilal ear. 

'i'ransmit it heard, thou silver queen of heav’n ! 

What title, or what name, endears thee most? 
Cynthia! Cyllene! Phoebe! — or dost hear 45 

W’ith higher gust, fair P d of the skies? 

Is that the soft enchantment calls thee down, 

More |>ow’rful than of old Circean charm ? 

Come; but from hcav’nly banquets with thee bring 
The soul of song, and whisper in mine ear SO 

Tjife theft divine; or in propitious dreams 

dreams are thine) transfuse it through the breast 
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It calVd Naroissa long btfore her hour. 

Of thy first votary — but uot thy last ; 

If, like thy namesake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be: kind on sncli a theme; 55 
A theme so like thee, a quite lunar theme. 

Soft, modest, melancholy, female, fair ! 

A theme that rose all pale, and told my soul, 

’Twas night; orf her fond hopes perpetual night; 

A night' which struck a damp, a deadlier «lainp 60 
Than that which smote me from Philander’s tomb. 
Nakcissa follows, ere his tomb is clos’d. 

Woes cluster: rare are -solitary woes; 

I'hey love a train, they tread each other’s heel ; 

Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 65 
The grief that started from my lids for him: 

Seizes the faithless alienated tear. 

Or shares it, ere it falls. So frequent death, 

Sorrow he more th.an causes, he confounds ; 

For human sighs his rival strokes contend, 70 

And make distress, distraction. Oh Philander! 
What was thy fate? A double fate to me ; 

Portent, and pain ! a menace, and a blow ! 

Like the black raven hov’ring o’er my peace. 

Not less a bird of omen, than of ])rey. 75 

It call’d Narcissa long before her hour ; 

It call'd h(;r tender soul, bv break of bliss. 

From the first blossom, from the buds of joy ; 

Those few our noxious fate unblasted leaves 
In this inclement clime of human life. 00 

8 weet harmonist! and beautiful as sweet! 

And young as beautiful! and soft as young! 

And gay as soft! and innocent as g-ay! 

And Iiappy (if aught happy here) as go<«l ! 

For fortune fond had built her lu^st on high. 65 

Like birds quite exquisite of note and plume. 
Transfix’d by Fate (who loves a lofty mark,) 

How from the summit of the grove slie fell, 

And left it unharmonious ! all its charm 
Bxtiiiguish’d in the wonders of her song! 90 

Her song still vibrates in my ravish’d ear'. 

Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
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l^ely in deatk ihiH ftgukifitns ruin Idy, 

(O to forget her!) thrilling through ihy heart! 

Song, Iwaiity, yoiit.li, lore, virtue, joy! this group 
Of bright i<h*as, tlow’rs Of Paradise, 95 

As y«"t unforfeit, in one bla*e we bind, 

Kneel, and present it to the skies ; as all 
We guess of Ileav’n: And these were all her own. 
And she was mine ; and I was— -tvas'tiiost blest — 
<itay tide of the deepest misery! 100 

As bodies grow more pond'rotis robb’d of life ; 

(ioo«i lost neighs more in grief, than gaiiiM in joy. 
Lik<' blossom'd trees o’erturn’d by vernal storm, 
l..ovely in deatlj the beanteon* ruini lay ; 

And if in <ieHth still h)vely^ lovelier there; 105 

Far Io\eiierl Pity swells the title of love*. 

And will not the severe excuse a sigh? 

»Se<nn the protid man that is asham’d to weOpr 
Oiir fears imlnlg’d indeed deserve our shame. 

that e’er lost an angel ! pity me. llO 

fS(K)n as the lustre languish’d in her eye, 

Dawning a dimmer day oh human sight; 

And on Iter cheek, the residence of spring, 

I’ale Omen .sat, and .scatter’d fears around 

On all that saw ; (and who would c;ease to gaze, 115 

That once had seen?) with haste, parental liaste, 

1 dew, 1 snateli’d her from the rigid north. 

Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 

And bore her nearer to the sun ; the sun 

(As if the sun could envy) check’d Ids beam, 126 

Denv’d his wonted succour, or vvith more 

Begrct beheld her drooping, than the bells 

Of lilies ! fairest lilies not so fair. 

Queen lilies ! and yo painted })opnlace ! 

Who dwell in rieUKs, and lead ambrosial lives; 12$ 
In morn and ev’ning dew, your beauties bathe. 

And drink the snn ; which gives your cheeks to glovV, 
And out-blii.sh (mine excepted) ev’ry fair; 

Ton gla<llier grew, ambitious of her hand. 

Which often crop’d your odours, incense meet 1.36 
To thought fio pure. Ye lovely fugitives ! 
poifval race with Mttti 1 for Man you smile; ' 






IIl.^ 

Lea» not tnteitfik ; *htiU thee to the heart. 


Why not smile at liiilt tb6? Yon share indeed 
His sudden pass ; but not bis eonstant ])aiu. 

So man is iiindc, nought iniuistei's delight, 135 
But Mhat his glowing passions can engage; 

And glowing passions, bent on aught below', 

IVliiNt, soon or lale, with anguish turn the scale ; 

And augiuish, af’rt'r rajitiire, how severe! 

Rapture? Bold iVfanf who tempts the wrath divine. 

By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal taste, J41 

W hilst lu re, presuiniuj^on the rights of Heav’n, 

For transjant dost thou call on evVy hour, 

Lokcn/o? At thy friend’s expence be wise; 

L»'uu not on earth; ’twill pioreethee to the heart; 145 
A broken ree<l at best; hut oft a spear; ^ 

On its sharp point peaee bleeds, {uul hope expires. 
'J’lini, bo(»ele.ss tiiouglit! turn from her; Thought 
repcil’d, 

Rt'senting rallies, and wakca ev’ry w'oe. 

iSnalcli’d ert' thy prime* and in thy bridal hour! 150 

And wlien kind* fortune, with thy lover, smil’d! 

Anil when high-flavonr’d thy fresh opening joys! 

And when blind Man pronounc’d thy bliss complete! 
And on a foreign slioro; where strangers wept*. 
(Strangers to thee; and, more surprising still, 155 
Strangers to kintlne.ss, wept: Their eyes let fall 
Iidininaii tears ; strange tears; that trickled down 
From murhie hearts! obdurate teiulerness ! 


A tenderness that call’d them more severe ; 

In spite of Nature’s soft persuasion, steel’d; 160 
WMiile Nature melted. Superstition rav’d; 

That inonrii'd the dead ; and this deny’d a grave. 

Their sighs incenst ; sighs foreign to the will! 

Their will the tigef suck’ll, outrag’d the storm. 

For oil ! the curst ungodliness of ^eal ! 166 

^Vhilc sinful tlesh relented, spirit nurst 
In blind Infallibility’s embrace, 

’I'he sainted spirit petrify’d the breast ; 

Deny’d tbe charity of dast to spread 

O’er dust! a charity their dogs enjoy. 170 

What could 1 do? what succour? what tOsource ? 
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[night 


HTuli fpitU can equal violaiionMe/thedead ? 


With pious sacrilege a grave 1 stole; 

With impious piety that grave I wrong’d; 

Short ill my duty; coward in my grief! 

More like her murderer, than friend, I crept, 175 
With soft-suspended step; and, muffled deep 
In midnight darkness, whisper’d my last sigh. 

I whisper’d what should echo through their realms : 
Nor writ her iiaine, whose tomb should pierce the skies. 
Presumptuous fear! how durst I dread her foes, 180 
While Nature’s loudest dictatp I obey’d? 

Pardon necessity, blest shade ! Of grief 
And indignation rival bursts I pour'd ; 
Hall-execration mingled with my pray'r; 

Kindled at Man, while I his God atlor’d ; 185 

Sore grudg’d the savage laud her sacrtid dust ; 
Stamp’d tiie curst soil ; and with humanity 
(Deriv’d Naucissa) wish’d tliem all a grave. 

Glows niy resentment into guilt? What guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead? 100 

The d(.ad how sacred! Sacred is the dust 
Of this heav’n-labour’d form, erect, divine! 

This heav’n-assum’d majestic robe of earth. 

He deign’d to wear, who hung the vast expanse 
With azure bright, and cloth’d the sun in gold. 195 
When ev’ry passion sleeps that can offend ; 

When strikes us ev’ry motive that can melt ; 

When Man can wreak his rancour uncoutroU’d, 

That strongest curb on insult and ill-w'ill ; 

Then, spleen to dust! the dust of innocence! 200 
An angel’s dust! — This Lucifer transcends ; 

When he contended for the patririrch’s bones, 

Twas not the strife of malice, but of pride ; 

The str ife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 

Far less than this is shocking in a race 205 

Most wi-etched, but from streams of mutual love ; 
And uncreated, but for love divine ; 

And, but for love divine, this moment lost. 

By fate rcsorb’d, and sunk in endless night. 

Man, hard of heart to Man! of horrid things 210 
Most horiid! ’mid stupendoiis, highly strange! 
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Mm is to Man the sorest, surest iU, 


Yet oft his courtesies are smoother wrongs ; 

Pride brandishes the favours he confers, 

And contumelious his humanity : 

What tlien his vengeance? Hear it not, ye stars! 215 
And thou, pale moon! turn paler at the sound ; 

Man is to Man the sorest, surest ill. 

A previous blast fbretels the rising storm ; 
O’erwhelining turrets threaten ere they fall ; 

Volcanos bellow ere they disembogue; 220 

Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour ; 

Anti smoke betrays the wide-consuming fire: 

Enin from Man is most conceal’d when near. 

And sends tlie dreadful tidings in the blow. 

Is this the flight of fancy? Would it were! 225 

Heav’n’s Sov’ reign saves all beings but himself, ) 

That hideous sight, a naked human heart. .. — 

.l’'ir’(l is the mn.se? And let the muse be fir’d : 

Who not inflam’d, when what he speaks, he feels. 

And in the nerve mo.st tender, in his friends : 230 

Shame to Mankind! Philandf.r had his foes : 

H(‘ felt the truths I sing, and 1 in him. 

lint he, nor 1, feel more : Past ills, Narcissa! 

Are sunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart! 

W’hich bleeds with other cares, with other pangs; 235 . 
Pangs nnm’i'uus, as the uuni’rous ills that swarm’d 
O’er thy distinguish’d fate, and, clust’ring there 
Thick as the locust on the laud of Nile, 

Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 
Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 240 

How was each circuui.stance with aspics arm’d ! 

An aspic, each; and all, an Hydra-woe. 

What strong Herculean virtue could suffice? — 

Or is it virtue to be conquer’d here? 

This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews ; 245 

And each tear mourns its own distinct distress ; 

And each distress, distinctly mourn’d, demands 
Of grief still more, as heighten’d by the whole. 

A grief like this proprietors excludes: 

Not friends alone such obsequies deplore ; . 250 

They make mankind the mourner ; carry sighs 
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My soul! the /nuts qf iywff e^ifrvey. 


Far as the fatal fame can wiiijf b^^^ way; 

And turn the gayest thought of gayest age, 

Down the right channel, through the vale of death. 

The vale of death! that hush’d Ciininerian vale, 255 
Where Darkness, brooding o’er unlinish’d fates, 

With raven wing incumbent, waits tlie day 
(Dread day !) that interdicts all futioie change ! 

That subterranean world, that laml of ruin! 

Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud huuiau thought! 260 
There let my thought expatiate; and explore 
Balsamic truths, and healing sentiments. 

Of all most wanted, and most wi-Ieome, here. 

For gay Lorenzo’s sake, and for thy ow'ii. 

My soul ! “ The fruits of dying friends survey; 265 
Expose the vain of life; Aveigh life and death: 

Give Death his eulogy ; thy fear subdue ; 

And labour that fu st palm of noble minds, 

A manly scorn of terror from the tomb.” 

This harvest reap from thy Narcissa’s grave. 270 
As poets feign’d, from Ajax’ streaming blood 
Arose, with grief inscrib’d, a mournful flow’r ; ^ 

Let wisdom blossom from my mortal wound. 

And first, of dying friends; w'hat fruit from these? 

It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 275 

To chase our thoughtle.ssne.ss, fear, pride, and guilt. 

Our dying frieiuls come o’er u.s like a cloud. 

To damp our brainless ardours ; and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wise. 

Our dying friends are pioneers, to smooth 280 

Our rugged pass to death ; to break those bars 
Of terror, and abhorrence. Nature throws 
Cross our obstructed way ; ami thus to make 
Welcome, as safe, our port from ev’ry storm. 

Each friend by fate snatch’d from us, is a plume 285 
Pluck’d from tlie whig of human vanity. 

Which nmkes us stoop from our aerial heights. 

And, damp’d with omen of our own decease, 

On drooping pinions of ambition lower’d. 

Just skim earth’s surface ere wc brgak it up, . 290 

p%potrid parth to scratch a little d)^4 / . 
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Live ever here, Ijrtenzo ! shockin/c thimght ! 

And save the world a nuisance. Smitten friends 
Are angels sent on errands full of love : 

For us tliey languish, and for us they die. 

And shall they languish, shall they die, in vain ? 295 
Ungniteful, shall we grieve their hov’ring shades, 
Which wait the revolution in onr hearts ! 

Shall we disdaifl their silent soft address ; 

Their poslhiiinous advice, and pious {)ray’r? 

Senseless, as herds that graze their hallow’d graves. 
Tread under-foot their agonies and groans ; 801 

Frustrate their angnisfi, and destroy their deaths? 

Lokknzo ! no; the thought of death indulge; 

Give it its wholesome empire! let it reign. 

That kind chastiser of thy soul in joy! 305 

Its reign will spvea<l thy glorious conquests far, 

Ami still the ininults of thy rutiled breast; 

Auspiciems a;ra! golden days, begin! 

The thought of death shall, like a god, inspire. 

And why not think on death? Is life the theme 310 
Of ev’ry thonglit? and wish ofev’ry hour? 

And song of ev’ry joy ? Suri>rising truth ! 

The beaten spaniel’s fomlncss not so strange. 

To wave the nuin'rous ills that seize on life 

As their own property, their lawful prey; 315 

Ere man lias measur'd half his weary stage. 

His luxuries have left him no reserve, 

No maiden relishes, unbroach’d delights; 

On cold-serv’d repetitions he subsists. 

And in the tasteless present, chews the past ; 320 

Disgusted chews, and scarce can svvallow down. 

Like lavish ancestors, his earlier years 
Have disinherited his. future hours. 

Which starve On orts, and glean their former field. 

Live ever here, Lorenzo! — S hocking thought! 325 
So shocking, they who wish, disown it too; 

Disown from shame, what they from folly crave. 

Live ever in the womb, nor see the light ! 

For what live ever here! — With lab’ring step 
To tread our former footsteps ? Pace the round 330 
Eternal? To climb life’s worn, heavy wheel. 
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Though on blight thought they father all their flighte. 


Which draws up nothing new? To beat, and beat, 
The beaten track? To bid each wretched day 
Tlie former mock ? To surfeit on the same. 

And yawn onr joys; or thank a misery 336 

For change, though sad ? To see w'hat we have seen ? 
Hear, till unheard, the same old slabber’d tale? 

To taste the t-.isted, and at each return 
Less tasteful? O’er our palates to decant 
Another vintage? Strain a flatter year, 340 

Through loatled vessels, and a laxer tone? 

Crazy machines to grind earth’s wasted fruits ! 
Ill-ground, and worse concocted ! load, not life! 

The rational foul kennels of excess! 

Still-streaming thoroughfares of dull debauch! 345 
Trembling each gulp, lest Heath should snatch thebowl. 

Such of our line-ones is the wish refin’d ! 

So would they have it: Flegant desire! 

Why not invite the bellowing stalls, and wilds? 

But such examples might their riot awe. 350 

Through want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 
(Though on bright thought they father all their flighj^,) 
To what are they reduc’d ? To love and hate 
The same vain world ; to censure, and espouse, 

This painted shrew of life, who calls them fool 355 
E:tcli moment of each day ; to flatter bad 
Through dread of worse? To cling to this rude rock, 
Barr<;n, to them, of good, and sharp with ills. 

Ami hourly blacken ’<1 with impending storms, 

And infamous for wrecks of human hope — 360 

Scar’d at the gloomy gul|)h, that yawns beneath. 

Such are their triumphs! such their pangs of joy! 

'Tis time, high time, to shift this dismal scene. 

This liugg’d, this hideous state, what art can cure? 

One only ; but that one, what all may reach; 365 
Virtue — she, wonder-working goddess! charms 
That rock to bloom ; and tames the painted shrew ; 
And what will more surprise, Lorenzo! gives 
To life’s sick nauseous iteration, change;'' 

A«d straitens 'Nature’s circle to a line. • 370 

Believ’st thou this, Lorenzo? Lend an ear. 
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ViTluCf which Christian motives best inspire , ' 

A patient ear, thoii’lt blush to disbelieve. 

A languid leaden iteration reigns, 

And ever must, o’er those, whose joys are joys 
Of sight, smell, taste: The cuckoo-seasons sing 375 
The same dull note to such as nothing prize, 

But what those seasons from the teeming earth 
To doating sensh indulge. But nobler minds. 

Which relish fruits nnripeii’d by the sun. 

Make their days various; various as the <lyes 380 
On the dove’s neck, which wanton in his rays. 

On minds of dove-like innocence possest, 

On lighten’d minds, that bask in virtue’s beams. 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 
In that, for which they long; for which they live. 385 
Their glorious ellbrts, wing’<l with heav’niy hope. 

Each rising morning se* s still higher rise; 

Each bounteous dawn its novelty presents 
To worth maturing, new strength, lustre, fame; 

While Nature’s circle, like a el»ariot-wheel 390 

Bolling beneath their elevated aims, 

Makes their fair prospect fairer ev’ry hour ; 

Advancing virtue, in a line to bliss; 

Virtue, winch Christian motives best inspire! 

And bliss, which Christian schemes alone insure! 395 
And shall we then, for Virtue’s sake, commence 
Apostates? and turn infidels for joy? 

A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer trust, 

“ He sins against this life, who slights the next.” 

What is this life? How few their fav’rite know 1 400 

Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace. 

By passionately loving life, we make 
Lov’d life unlovely ; hugging her to death. 

We give to time eternity’s regard ; 

And, dreaming, take our passage from our port. 405 
Life has no value, as an end, but means ; 

An end deplorable! a means divine! 

When ’tis our all, ’tis nothing: Worse than nought ; 

A nest of pains : When held as nothing, much : 

Like sonte fair huin’rists, life is most enjoy’d 410 
When courted least; most worth, when disesteem’d \ 
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Fain U the world; but oniy to the oaiti. 


Then ’tis the seat of comfort, rich in peace ; 

In prospect richer far ; important ! awtul ! 

Not to be mention’d, but with shouts of praise!' 

Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy I 416 

The mighty basis of eternal bliss ! 

Where now the barren rock? the painted shrew? 
Where now Lorenzo 1 life’s eternal round ? 

Have 1 not made my triple promise good ? 

Vain is the world ; but only to the vain. 420 

To what compare we then this varying scene. 

Whose worth ambiguous rises, and declines ? 

Waxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious. Night 
Assists me here:) Compare it to the moon ; 

Dark in herself, and indigent; but rich 425 

In borrow’d lustre from a higher sphere. 

When gross guilt interposes, lab’ring earth, 
O’ershadow’d, mourns a deep eclipse of joy ; 

Her joys, at brightest, pallid, to that front 
Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 430 

Nor is that glory distant: Oh Lorenzo ! 

A good man, and an angel ! these between 
How thin the barrier! What divides their fate? 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year ; 

Or, if an age, it is a moment still ; 435 

A moment, or eternity’s forgot. 

Then be, what once they were, who now are gods ; 

Be what Phii.andeu was, and claim the skies. 

Starts timid Nature at the gloomy pass? 

The soft transition call it, and be cheer’d: 440 

Such it is often, and why not to thee? 

To hope the best is pious, brave, and wise; 

And may itself procure what it presumes. 

Life is much flatter’ll, Death is much traduc’d : 
Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. 445 

“ Strange competition !” — ^'IVne, Lorenzo! Strange! 
So little life can cast into the scale. 

Life makes the soul dependent on the dust ; 

Death gives her wings to mount alwve the spheres. 
Through chinks, styl’d organs, dim Life pee]»s at light; 
Death bursts th’ iuvolvine: cloud, and all is dav : 451 







Death has no dread^ M iohat frail Life imparts. 


All eye, all ear, the disenibody’d pow’r. 

Death has feign’d evils. Nature shall not feel; 

Life, ills substantial. Wisdom cannot shun. 

Is not the mighty Mind, that son of heav’n, 455 

By tyrant Life tlethron’d, imprison’d, pain’d ? 

By death enlarg’d, enobled, deify’d ? 

Death but intoudis the body ; life, the soul. 

“ Is Death then guiltless? How he marks his way 
With dreadful waste of what deserves to shine! 460 
Art, genius, fortune, elevated pow’r I 
With various lustres tlrt?se liglit up the world. 

Which Deatln puts out, and <larkens huniau race.” 

I grant, Lukgnzo! tliis indictment just: 

The sage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror, 466 

Death lunnl)les these; more barb' runs Life, the Man. 
Life is the triumph of our niould'ring clay 
Death, of the spirit inlhiite, divine! .x* 

Deatli has no dread, but w hat frail Life imparts ; 

Nor liife true joy, hut what kind Death improves. 470 
No bliss has Life to boast, till Death can give 
Tar greater ; Life’s a tlebtor to the grave, 

Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day. 

Lorenzo ! blush at fondness for a life. 

Which sends celestial souls on errands vile, 475 

’I’o cater for the sense; and serve at boards, 

^^'lu‘re ev’ry ranger of the wilds, i)erhaps 
Bach reptile, justly claims our upper hand. 

Luxurious feast ! a soul, a soul immortal, 

In all the dainties of a brute bemir’d ! 480 

Lorenzo! blush at terror for a death. 

Which gives thee to repose in festive bow’rs. 

Where nectars sparkle, angels minister. 

And more than angels share, and raise, and crown. 
And eternize, the birth, bloom, bm-sts of bliss. 485 
What nee<l I more? O Death, the palm is thine. 

Then welcome. Death ! thy drea<led harbingers, 
Age, and Disease ; Disease, though long my guest ; 
That plucks my nerves, those tender strings of life; 
Which, jiluck’d a little more, will toll the bell, 490 
1 hat calls my few friends to my funeral ; 
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iind fed /, Detdh * nnjayfrwit thought of thee? 

Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 

While Reason and Religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
With wreath triumphant. Death is victory ; 495 

It binds in chains the raging ills of life: 

Lu.st and Ambition, Wrath and Avarice, 

Dragg’d at his chariot-wheel, applainl his pow’r. 

That ills corrosive, cares importunate, 

Are not immortal too, O Death! is thine. 500 

Our day of dissolution! — Name it right ; 

’Tis our great pay-«lay ; ’tis oiir harvest, rich 
And ripe: What though the sickle, sometimes keen, 
Jiist scars us as we reap the golden grain ; 

More than thy balm, O Oilead ! heals the wound. 505 
Birth’s feeble cry, and Death’s deep dismal groan, 
Are slender tributes low-laxt Nature pays 
For mighty gain : The gain of each, a life! 

But O ! the last, the former so transcends, 

Life dies, compar’d ! Life lives beyond the grave. 510 
And feel I, Death! no joy from thought of thee? 
Death, the great counsellor, who Man inspires 
With nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 

Death, the deliverer, who rescues Man! 

Death, the rewarder, who the rescu’d crowns ! 515 

Death, that absolves my birth ; a curse without it ! 
Rich Death, that realizes all my cares, 

Toils, virtues, hopes; without it a chimera! 

Death, of all pain, the period, not of Joy ; 

Joy’s source, and subject, still .subsist unhurt; 520 
One, in my soul ; and one, in her great Sire ; 

Though the four winds were warring for niy dust. 
Yes, and from winds and waves, and central night. 
Though prison’d there, my <lust too I reclaim 
(To dust when drop proud Nature’s proudest spheres,) 
And live entire. Death is the crown of life: 520 

Were Death deny’d, poor Man would live in vain ; 
Were Deatli deuy’d, to live would not be life; 

Were Death deny’d, ev’n fools would wish to die. 
-Death wounds to cure: We fall ; we rise; we reign ! 
Spring from our fetters; fasten in the skies ; 531 
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Notes to Night the Third, 

Where blooming Eden withers in onr sight. 

Death gives us more than was in Eden lost ; 

This king of terrors is tlie prince of peace. 

When shall I die to vanity, pain, death ? 535 

When shall 1 die? — When shall I live for ever ? 


NIGHT THE THIRD. 

A CORRECT taste, it has been said, is very much 
offended with Dr. Young’s Night Thoughts : it obj- 
serves, that the i^ipresentation there given of human 
life is false and gloomy ; that the poetry sometimes 
sinks into childisli conceits or prosaic flatness, but 
oftener rises into the turgid, or false sublime ; that it 
is perplexed and obscure; and that the general plan 
of the work is ill laid, and is not happily conducted. 

So much for what is called correct taste. It is cer- 
tain, however, that this work may be read, and is read, 
with very different sentiments. It may be found, as a 
judicious writer has remarked, to contain more touches 
of the most sublime poetry than any language has pro- 
duced, and to be full of those pathetic strokes of nature 
and passion, u hich touch the heart in the most tender 
and affecting manner. 

Besides, the mind is sometimes in a disposition to 
be pleased only with dark views of human life. There 
are afflictions too deep, to bear either reasoning or 
amusement. They may be soothed, but cannot be 
diverted. The fine gloom of the Niglit Thoughts per- 
fectly corresponds with this state of mind. It indulges 
and flatters the present passion, and at tlie same time 
proposes those motives of consolation, which alone can 
render certain griefs supportable. — We may here 
observe that secret and wonderful endearment, which 
the Divine Being has annexed to all our- sympathetic 
feelings. We enter into the deepest scenes of distress 
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and sorrow with a melting softness of heart, far more 
deliglitfui than all the joys which unthinking and 
dissipated mirth can inspire. 

After all, there is a sublime of tender melancholy, 
almost the universal attendant of genias ; and there 
are many reasons to be assigned, why, in the great 
scale of things, “ it is better to gd to the house of 
mourning, than to the iiouse of feasting; for that is 
the end of all men, and the living will lay it to heart.” 
— “ The heart of the wise is in the house of mourning, 
but the heart of fools in the house of mirth — 

“ And reeling through this wihlerness of joy. 

Where Sense funs savage, broke from Reason’s chain; 
And sings false peace, till smother’d l)y the pall.” 

V. 6, &c. “ O lost to virtue,” &c. 

“ For Wisdom’s self 

Oft seeks to sweet retired solitude. 

Where, with her best nurse. Contemplation, 

She plumes her feathers, and lets grow her wings, 

That in the various bustle of resort 

Were all too ruffled, and sometimes iinpair’<l.” 

Milton. 

V. 145, &c. “ Lean not on earth,” &c. — ^’fhej^is 

no real peace, but that which snrpasseth all uMer- 
standing : nor any disappointless hope, but that which 
is full of immortality. 

“ The soul, for perfect bliss design’d. 

Strives in vain that bliss to hnd. 

Till, w'ing’d by Hope^ at length it flies [skies.” 
Beyond the narrow bounds of earth, and air, and 

V. 165, &c. “ For, oh! the curs’d ungodliness of 
zeal 1” From the madness of false zeal, and the ravings 
of fanaticism, pure religion has received some of its 
most incurable wounds. Witness the inquisition and 
crusades of the Romish church, and the enthusiastic 
ranters of the last century. Ecclesiastical history 
will furnisi) us with too many instances of this sort ; 
with examples sntlicient to make us tremble; equally 
ipjurions to the canse of religion, and to the rights of 
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society. For, what genuine Christianity, but a 
system of divine love? of that love, which hospitably 
embraces the Turk and the Ihdidn; and whith, be- 
coming ail things to all men, desi^eth hot the denth‘, 
btrt the conversion, of a siniier. 

V. 226, &c. “..Heav’n's Sov’reign saves all tieings,” 
&c. — The exceeding depravity of Oiir common nature, 
is a subject of deep humiliation, and cries aloud 19 
every one of us, iti the language 0/ the son of Sirach, 
“ Pride was not made«for man.” 

V. 357, &c. “ To cling- to this rude rock,* 

Barren, to t/tem, of good,” &c. 

Not to say any thing of the pirturesque propriety of 
all this scenery, see the affecting truth it, contains, 
illustrated at large in the Author’s True JEstimate of 
Humari L,iJ'e^ voJ. 5th, 

V, 366. “ Virtue — she, wonder-working goddess! 

Charms that rock to bloom,” &c. 

A bad man is wholly the creature of tliO wbrld". 
He hangs upon its favour, lives by its smiles, and is 
happy or misGi^ble in propdrtioti to his success. It 
is the peculiar effect of virtue—- such as Christian 
motives inspire — to make a man’s chief happiness ifi- 
dependent on all this. To him, success in worldly 
undertakings is but a secondary object. To discharge 
his own part in life with integrity anil hoiioiir, and to 
set his affections on things above, that are unseen and 
eternal, is his supreme ‘diih. To Providence he leaves 
the rest. ** His witness is in heaven, and his reward 
on high.” ^ 

V. 416, &c. “ T^e mighty basis of eternal bliss,”. 

What an importance and grandeur does this sent)* 
ment reflect on human existence! 

“ Transient, indeed, as is the fleeting hour, 

And ytet, the seed of ah ‘immortal flower ; ■ 
Design’d in honour of alniiglity' love. 

To fill with fragrancehis abode above: 

Its value, no tbhught chn ascertain; 

Nor aH an- etoqn^^de 

3. i 
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The dread a/ Death/ / sing its sat/reign cure. 

V. 626, &c. “ Death is the crowu of life; 

Were Death deny’d,” &c. 

How much ought that writer to be esteemed, who 
has grouped together so many ideas to dissipate the 
horrors of the tomb, and reconcile the trembling mind 
to the inevitable approach of Death! If any thing can 
be more supporting, than what is here advanced, it is 
the sublime and rapturous strain of St. Paul, in the 
close of the Ufteenth chapter of his First Epistle to the 
Corinthians. In that reviving view of things, 

“ Thrice welcome Death ! 

That after many a painful, bleeding step. 
Conducts us to our home, and lands us safe 
On the long-wish’d-for shore. Prodigious change! 
Our bane turn’d to a blessing! Death disarm’d 
Loses his fellness quite. All thanks to Him, 
Who scourg’d the venom out.” 


NIGHT THE FOURTH. 


THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 


COMTAINIKO 

Ckar only Cure for the Fear of Death; and proper 
Stmiimetda of Heart on that mestimable HUasing. 


MucHdndebted muse, O Yorkb! intrudes. 
Aioid the smiles of Fortune, and of Youtl^ 
Thine ear'is patient of a serious song. 

How deep implanted in the breast of Man . 
dreaa of Dea0 I 1 sing its sov’reign cure,: 







i^c/rt^-C.^ v/<- .^//Ki'/t <t/tr}f4. r'^:^ .. <^/v . ‘ 
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itfcrn makes a deaths which Nature never made. 

Why start at Death? Where is he? Death arriv’d. 
Is past ; not* come, or gone, he’s never here. 

. Ere hope, sensation fails ; black-boding Man 
Receives, not suffers. Death’s tremendous blow. 

The knell, the shroud, the mattock, and the grave; 10 
The deep dainp^gult, the darkness, anti the "worm; 
These are the bugbears of a winter’s eve, 

The terrors of the living, not the dead. 

Imagination’s fool, and Error’s wretch, 

Man makes a death, wjiich Nature never made ; 15 

Then on the point of his own fancy falls ; 

And feels a thousand deaths, in fearing one. 

But were Death frightful, what has Age to fear? 

If prudent, Age should meet the friendly foe. 

And shelter in his hospitable gloom. 20 

I scarce can meet a monument but holds 
My younger; ev’ry date cries — “ Come away.” 

And what recalls me? Look the world around, 

And tell me what: The wisest cannot tell. 

Should any born of woman give his thought 25 

Full range, on just dislike’s unbounde<l field; 

Of things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws ; 

Flaws in the best; the many, flaw all o’er; 

As leopards, spotted, or as AUthiops, dark ; 

Vivacious, ill ; good dying immature, 30 

(How inimatui*e, Narcissa’s marble tells;) 

And at its death bequeathing endless pain ! 

His heart, though bold, would sicl^en at the sight, 
And spend itself in sighs for future scenes. 

But grant to life (and just it is to grant 35 

To lucky life) some perquisites of joy; 

A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale, 
Long-rifled life of sweet can yield no more. 

But from our comment on the comedy. 

Pleasing reflections on parts well sustain’d, 40 

Or purpos’d emendations where we fail’d. 

Or ho|)es of plaudits from our candid Judge, 

When, on their exit, souls are bid unrobe. 

Toss Fortune bacli; her tinsel, and her plume. 

And drop this mask of flesh behind the scene. 45 
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of all employments^ is the toorst* 

With me, that time is come; my world is dead; 

A new ^rorld risps, and new manners reig'ij : 

Foreign coipediana (a spruce band) arrive. 

To push me froiu the scene, or hiss me there. 

W hat a pert race starts up ! The strangers gaze, 50 
And 1 at them; my ueig^hbour is unknown 1 
Nor that the worst : Ah me! the dire effect , 

Of loit’ring licre, of Death defrauded long; 

Of old so gracious (and let that suffice,) 

My very master knows me not. 55 

Shall I dare say, peculiar is the fate? 

I’ve been so long remember’d. I’m forgot. 

An object ever pressing dims the sight. 

And hides behind its ardour to be seen. 

}Vhen in his courtiers’ ears I pour my plaint, 

'Tin y drink it as the nectar of the great; 

And squeeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow: 
Refusal! canst thou wear a smoother form? 

Indidge me, nor conceive 1 drop my theme: 

"Vlfho cheapens life, abates the fear of death : 65 

Twice-told the period spent on stui)born Troy, 
Court-favour, yet untakeu, 1 besiege; 

Ambition’s ill-judg’d ebbrt to be rich. 

Alas! ambition inakeis my little, less; 

Embitt'ring the possess’d: Why wish for more? 76 
Wishing, of all employments, is the worst; 
Philosophy’s reverse ; and health’s decay ! 

Were I as plump as slall’cl Theology, 

Wishing would waste me tp this shade again. 

Were I as wealthy as a South-Sea dream, 76 

Wishing is an expedient to, be poor. 

Wishing, that constant hectic of a fopl; 

Caught at a court ; piirg’d off by purer air. 

And simpler diet; gifjLs of rural life! 

Blest be that divine, which gently laid $0 
My heart at rest, beneath this bun)ib|e shed. 

The world’s a stately bark, on dang’rous seas, 

"With pleasure. s^P, but boarded at opr peril : 

Here, on a^i^e p|auk, Uirov^n sa^ ashore, 

( hear thq t^ult of t^p tbrfihff* M 
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Sian usmUs but little; nor that Uttle^ Ung. 

As that of seas remote, or dying storms; 

And meditate on scenes, more silent still ; 

Pursue my theme, and fight the Fear of iieath. • 

Here, like a shepherd gazing from his hut, 

'l.'otiching his reed, or leaning on his staif, 90' 

Eager Ambition’s fiery chase 1 see ; 

I see thy circling liimt of noisy men. 

Burst law’s inclosure, leap the mounds of right, 
Pursuing, and pursu’d, each other's prey ; 

As wolves, for rapine; ^as the fox, for wiles; 9a 

Till Death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour? I 

What, though we wade in wealth, or soar in fame, j 
Earth’s highest station ends in, “ Here he lies ;” * 

And “ Dust to dust” concludes her noblest song. 100 
If this song lives, posterity shall know 
One (though in Britain born, with courtiers bred,) 

Who thought e’en gold might come a day too late ; 

Nor on his subtle death-bed planu’d his scheme 
For future vacancies in church or state; 106 

Some avocation deeming it — to die; 

Unhit by rage canine of dying rich; 

Guilt’s blunder, and the loudest laugh of hell. 

O iny coevals! remnants of yourselves ! 

Poor human ruins, tott’riiig o’er the grave! 110 

Shall we, shall aged men, like aged trees. 

Strike deeper their vile root, and closer cling. 

Still more enamour’d of this wretched soil ? 

Shall our pale, wither’d hands, be still stretch'd out. 
Trembling, at once, with eagerness and age ? 116 

With av’rice and conviiKsions, grasping hard? 
Grasping at air! for what has earth beside?,/ 

Man w^nts but little; nor that little, long; • ' 

How soon must he resign his very dust, 

Which frugal nature lent him for an hour! 120 

Years inexperienc’d rush on num’rous ills; 

And soon as Man, expert I'roiu time, has found 
The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 

When in this vale of years I- backwanl look, 

And miss such, numbers, uumbersdoo of such. 


126 
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And whence all human guiU? Fi'om death forgot. 


Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 

And stricter on their guard, and fitter far 
To play life’s subtle game, I scarce believe 
I still survive: Ainl am 1 fond of life, 

'Who scarce can think it possible I live? 130 

Alive by miracle! or, what is next. 

Alive by Mead 1 if I am still alive. 

Who long have bury’<l what gives life to live. 

Firmness of nerve, and energy of thought. 

Lite’s lee is not more shallow, t,han impure 135 

And vapid ; Sense and Reason shew the door. 

Call for iny bier, and point me to the dust. 

O thou great Arbiter of life and death ! 

Nature’s immortal, immaterial Sun ! 

Whose all-prolific beam late call’d me forth 140 

From darkness, teeming darkness, where I lay 
The worm’s inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The dust 1 tread on, high to bear my brow. 

To drink the spirit of the golden day. 

And triumph in existence; and couldst know 145 
No motive, but my bliss ; and hast ordain’d 
A rise in blessing! .with the Patriarch’s joy. 

Thy call I follow to the land unknown ; 

I trust in thee, and know in whom 1 trust; 

Or life, or death, is equal ; neither weighs ; ' 150 

All weight in this — O let me live to Thee! 

Though Nature’s terrors, thus, may be represt ; 

Still frow'ns grim Death ; guilt points the tyrant’s spear. 
And whence all human guilt ? From death forgot. 

Ah me ! too long 1 set at nought the swarm 155 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew ; 

And smil’d, unsmitten: Small my cause to smile! 
Death’s admonitions, like shafts upwards shot, 

More dreadful by delay ; the longer ere 

They strike our hearts, the deeper is their wound. 160 

O think how deep, Loreneo! here it stings: 

Who can appease its anguish? How it burns I 
What hand the barb’d invenom’d thought can draw ? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace. 

And tui^ my sight undaunted on the tomb? 165 
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And shew to men the dignity of Mm. 


With joy — with grief, that healing hand I see; 

Ah! too conspicuous! It is fix’d on high. 

On high? — What means my frenzy? I blaspheme; 
Alas ! how low ! how far beneath the skies ! 

The skies it form’d; and now it blee<ls for me — 170 
But bleeds the bahn 1 want — yet still it bleeds. 

Draw tlie dire steel — Ah, no!— the dreadful blessing 
What heart or can sustain, or dares forego? 

There hangs all human hope; that nail supports 
The falling universe : T[hat gone, we drop! 175 

Horror receives us, and the dismal wish 
Creation had been smother’d in her birth — 

Darkness his curtain, and his bed the dust; 

When stars and sun are dust beneath his throne ! 

In Heav’n itself caa such indulgence dwell? 180 
O what a groan was there! A groan not his. 

He seiz’d our dreadful right ; the load sustain’d ; 

And heav’d a mountain from a guilty world. 

A thousand worlds, so bought, were bought too dear. 
Sensations new in angels’ bosoms rise; 186 

Suspend their song, and make a pause in bliss. 

O for their song to reach my lofty theme! 

Inspire me. Night! with all thy tuneful spheres inspire; 
Whilst 1 with seraphs share seraphic themes, 

And shew to men the dignity of Man ; 190 

Lest I blaspheme my subject with my song. 

Shall Pagan pages glow celestial flame. 

And Christian languish? On our hearts, not heads. 
Falls the foul infamy : My heart! awake. 

What can awake thee, unawak’d by this, 195 

“ Expended Deity on human weal ?” 

Feel the great truths, which burst the tenfold night 
Of Heathen error, with a golden flood 
Of endless day : To feel, is to be fir’d ; 

And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to feel. 200 

Thou most indulgent, most tremendous Pow’r! 

Still more tremendous, for thy wond’rous love ! 

That arms, with awe more awful, thy commands; 

And foul transgression dips in sev’nfold night ; 

How our hearts tremble at thv love immense I 206 
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III love immense, inviolably just, 

Thou, rather than thy justice should be stain’d, 

Didst stain the cross ; and, \^oi*k of wonders far 
The greatest 1 that thy dearest far might bleed. 

Bold thought ! Shall I dare speak it, or repress? 210 
Should Man more execrate, or boaij, the guilt 
Which rous’d such vengeance? which such love in^ 
flam’d ? 

O’er guilt (how mountainous!) with out-stretcht arms, 
Stern Justice, and soft-sniiIing,Love, embrace. 
Supporting, in full majesty, thy throne, 215 

When seem’d its majesty to need support. 

Or that, or Man, inevitably lost. 

What, but the fathomless of thought divine, 

Couhl labour such expedient from despair, 

And re.scue both ! both rescue! both exalt! 220 
O how are both exalted by the deed ! 

The wond’rous deed ! or shall I call it more? 

A wonder in Omnipotence itself! 

A mystery, no less to gods than men ! 

j\ot, thus, our iiiiidels th’ Eternal draw, 225 

A (iod all o’er, consummate, absolute. 

Full orb’d, in his whole round of rays complete: 

They set at odds Heav’n’s jarring attributes ; 

And, with one excellence, another wound ; 

Maim Heav’n’s iierfection, break its equal beams, 230 
Bid Mercy triumph over-— God himself, 

Undeify’d by their opprobrious praise: \ 

A God all mercy, is a God unjust. 

Y c brainle.ss wits ! ye baptiz’d infidels ! 

Ye worse for mending! wash’d to fottlei* stains! 

The ransom was paid down ! the fund of H'eav'u 
Heav’u’s inexhaustible exhausted fund, - 
Amazing, and amaz’d, ponrM forth the price, 

All price beyond : Though curious to compute, 
Archangels fail’d to cast the mighty sumi: 240 

Its value vast ungraspt by mimls create. 

For ever hides, and glows in, the Supreme. 

And was the ransom paid? It was: AtuI paid 
Wliat can exaU‘the b6untyniore?) for you.' 
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Ue rose f He rose ! Me hurst the bars of Death. 


The sun beheld it ~ INo, the shockiiii*’ seeiie 245 

Drove b?iek l>is chariot: Midnight vail’d liis face; 

Not such as this; not such as iSuture makes; 

A niidiii;;'ht, Nature shudder’d to behold; 

A midnight new! a dread eclipse (without 
Opposing spheres) from her Creator’s crown ! 250 

Sun! didst thouTly thy Maker’s pain? or start 
At that eitormous load of human guilt, 

Which bow’d his blessed head ; o’ervvlielni’d his cross; 
Made groan the centre*; burst Earth’s marble womb. 
With pangs, strange pabgs! deliver’d of her dead ? ^55 
Hell howl’d ; aud Heav’n that hour let fall a tear; 
Heav’n wept, that Men might smile ! Heav’n bled, that 
Man 

Might never die!— 

And is devotion virtue? Tis compell’jl: 

What heart of stone, but glows at ihoughts like these! 
Such contemplations mount us; and should mount 201 
The mind still higher; nor e\er glance on Man, 
Enraptur’d, imintlam’fl. — Where roll my thouglits 
To rest from wonders ? Ollier wonders rise ; 

And strike m her e’er lliey roll: 'vfy soul is caught: 205 
Heav’n ’s sov’reign blessings, dust' ring from the cross, 
Kush on her, in a throng, and close her round, 

The pris’ner of amaze!— In his blest life, 

I see the path, and, in his death, the price,,^ 

And in his great usri’ut, the proof supreme 270 

Of immortality. — And tlid he rise? 

Hear, O ye, nations! hear it, O ye dead ! 

He rose;! He rose! He burst the bars of Death. ' 

Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates I 

And give the King of dory to come in. 275 

Who is the King of dory ? He \\ho left 

His throne of glory, for the pang of death. 

Lift up your heads, ye ♦ vcrlasting gates ! 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 

Who is the King of Glory ? He who slew 280 

The rav’nous foe, that gorg’d all human race ! 

The King of Glory, He, whose glory till’d 
Heav’n tVith aniassemeut at hi* love to Man ; 

9 . K 
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Hally Heaven / allrlamth af strange g\fti to Mm! 


And with divine complacency beheld 
Pow’rs most illumin’d, wilder’d in the theme. 285 
The theme, the joy, how then shall Man sustain ? 
Oh the burst gates, crusli’d sting, demolish’d throne, 
Last gasp, of vanquish’d Death 1 Shout, Earth and 
Heav’u ! 

This sum of good to Man : Whose ffatiire, th^n. 

Took w ing, and nionuted with him from the tomb! 
Then, then I rose ; then tirst ilinuanity 291 

Triumphant past the crystal ports of light, 
(Slupemious guest!) and seiz’tf eternal youth*** 

Seiz’d in our name. E’er since, ’tis blasphemous 
To call Man mortal. Man’s mortality 295 

Was, tlien, trausferr’<l to Death; and Heav’u’s duration 
Unalienably seal’d to this frail frame. 

This child of dust. — Man, all-immortal! hail; 

Hail, Ileav’n ! all-lavish of strange gifts to Man! 

Thine all the glory ; Man’s the boundless bliss. 300 
M’here am 1 rapt by this triumphant theme. 

On (diristian joy’s exulting wing? Above 
'I’h’ Aonian mount! — Alas, small cause for joy! 

That if to pain iimnorlal ? if « xteut 

Of being, to preclude a close of woe ? 305 

AVbere, then, my boast of immortality ? 

I boast it still, though cover'd o’er with guilt; 

For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour’d! 

’Tis guilt ahme can justify his death ; 

ISor that, unless his death can justify 310 

llelenting guilt in Heav’n’s indulgent sight. 

Jf, sick of folly, 1 r<*h*nt; he writes 
My name in Heav’n, with that inverted spear 
(A spear <leep-<lipt in blood !) which pierc’d his side. 
And o|)en’d there a font for all mankind, 315 

M'ho strive, who combat crimes, to drink, and live: 
This, oidy this, subdues the Fear of Death. 

And w hat is this? — Survey ihe wond’rous cure; 
And, at j‘ach step, let higher wonder rise ! 

“ Pardon for iiiiiuite offt-nce ! and pardon 320 

Through incmts that sfieak its value infinite! 

A Pifdou bought with blood ! with blood divine I 





91 


IV.] THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 

Ok love of gold! thou meamat of amours ! 

With blood divine of Him, I made my foe! 

Persisted to provoke! though woo’d, and aw’d, 

Blest, and chastis’d, a flagrant rebel still I 325 

A rebel, 'midst the thunders of his tlirone! 

Nor 1 alone I a rebel universe! 

My species up in arms! not one exempt! 

Yet for tjie foulesfof the foul, he <lies; 

Most joy’d, for the redeem'd from deepest guilt ! 330 

As if our race were held of higliest rank ; 

And (iodhead dearer, as more kind to Man!” 

Bound, ev’ry heart! and, ev’ry bosom, burn! 

Oh what a scale of miracles is here! 

Its lowest round, high planted on tlie skies ; 335 

Its tow’ring .summit lost l)eyond the thought 
Of Man or Angel! Oh tliat I could climh 
The wonderful ascent with etpml praise! 

Praise ! flow for ever (if astonishment 
Will give thee leave,) luy ])raist! ! for ever flow ; 340 

Praise ardent, cordial, constant, to high Ileav’u 
More fragrant, than Arabia sacrific’d ; 

And all her spicy niouuiains in a Hame. 

So dear, so due to Heav’n, shall praise des('end. 
With her soft plume (from plausive angels’ wing 345 
First pluck’d by Man) to tickle mortal ears, 
Thusiliving in the pockets of the great? 

Is praise the perquisite of ev’ry paw. 

Though black as hell, that grapples well for gold? 

Oh love of gold ! thou meanest of amours ! 350 

Shall praise her odours w'aste on virtues dead ? 
Einbalui the base, perfmne the stench of guilt, 

Earn dirty bread by washing A^thiops fair, 

Removing filth, or .sinking it from sight, 

A scavenger in scenes, where vacant posts 355 

Like gibbets yet untenaiite«l, expect 
Their future ornaments? From courts and thrones. 
Return, ajmstate Praise 1 thou vagabond ! 

Thou prostitute! to thy first love return. 

Thy first, thy greatest, once unrival’d theme. 3(i0 
There flow redundant; like meander flbw, 

Back to thy fountain ; to that parent Pow’r, 
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O the preaumpiwt ef Mtm'e attefftr Munf 

Who gives the tongue to souixl, the tI)Ought to soar, 
The soul to be. Men homage pay to men, 
Thoughtless beneath whose dreadful eye they bow 365 
In inutual awe profound, of clay to clay. 

Of guilt to guilt; and turn their backs on Thee, 

Great Sire! whom thrones celestial ceaseless sing; 
To prostrate angels, an amazing scffFie ! 

O the presumption of Man’s awe for Maul 370 

Man’s Autlior, End, Restorer, Law, and Judge! 
Thine, all; day thine, and thine this gloom of night. 
With all her wealth, with all Her radiant worlds; 
What, night (denial, but a frown from Theer~\ 

W hat, lleav’u’s ineridiau glory, but thy smile^ 375 
And shall not praise be thine? not human praise? 
While Heav’n’s high host on hallelujahs live? 

O may I breathe no longer, than 1 breathe 
My soui in praise to Him, who gave iny soul. 

And all her intinite of prospect fair, 380 

Cut (lirongh the shades of hell, great love! by Thee, 
Oh most adorable! most unador’d! 

Where shall that praise begin, which ne'er should end? 
Where’er 1 turn, what claim on all applause! 

How is Wight’s sable mantle labour’d o’er, 385 

How richly wrought with attributes divine! 

M’hat wisdom shines! what love! Tliis midnight pomp. 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlay’d ! 

Ruilt with divine ambition ! nought to Thee; 

For others this profusion : Thou, apart, 390 

Above, beyond ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind! 

What art thou ? Shall 1 ilive into the deep? 

Call to the sun, or ask the roaring winds. 

For their Creator? Shall 1 question IoikI 

The thunder, if in that th’ Almighty dwells? 395 

Or holds he furious storms in straiten’d reins. 

And bids tierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car? 

What mean these (|uestious?— Trembling I retract; 
My prostrate soul adores the present God: 

Praise 1 a distant Deity ? He tunes 400 

My voice (if tun’d ;) the nerve that writes, sustains: 
Wrapt in bis being, 1 resound his praise : 
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The great Fvret Lmt! parUifm*d high he sits. 

But though past all ciifTus’d, without a slior^ 

His essence; local is liis throne (as meet,) 

To gather the disperst (as standards call 406 

The listed from afar;) to fix a point, 

A central point, collective of his sons, 

Since finite evVy nature, but his own. 

The nameless Hej* whose nod is Nature’s birth; 

And Nature’s shield, the shadow of his hand; 410 
Her dissolution, his suspended smile! 

The great First Last! pavilion’d high he sits 
In darkness, from excessive splendour, borne. 

By gods unseen, unless ihroiigh lustre lost. 

His glory, to created glory, bright, 415 

As that to central horrors; He looks down 
On all that soars; and spans iinnieusity. 

Though Night uniuunber’<l worlds unfolds to view. 
Boundless creation ! what art thou? A beam, 

A mere eflluvium of his majesty: 420 

And shall an atom of this atom-world 
Mutter, in dust and sin, the theme of Heav’n? 

Down to the centre should I send my thought. 
Through beds of glitt’ring ore, and glowing gems. 
Their beggar’<l blaze wants lustre for my lay ; 425 

Goes out in darkness : If, on tow’ring wing, 

] send it through the boundless vault of stars, 

Tlie stars, though rich, what tiross their gold to Thee, 
Great, goo<l, wise, wonderful, eternal King ! 

If to those conscious stars thy throne around 430 
Praise ever-pouring, and imbibing bliss ; 

And ask their strain; they want it, more they want. 
Poor their abundance, humble their sublime. 

Languid their energy, their ardour cold, 

Indebted still, their highest rapture burns ; 435 

Short of its mark, defective, though divine. 

Still more this theme is Man’s, and Man’s alone; 
Their vast appointments reach it not: They see 
On earth a bounty not indulg’d on high ; 

And downward look for Heav’n’s superior praise ! 440 
First-born of ether! high in fields of light! 

View Man, to see the glory of your God ! 
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To Man the bleeding cross has promised alL 

Could angels envy, they had envy’d here; 

And some did envy ; and the rest, though gods. 

Yet still gods unredeem’d (there triiimpfis Man, 445 
Tempted to weigh the dust against the skies,) 

They less would feel, though more adorn, my theme. 
They sung Creation (for in that they shar’d ;) 

How rose in melody, the child of love. 

Creation’s great superior, Man! is thine; 460 

Thine is Kedemptioij ; they just gave the key; 

’Tis thine to raise, and eternize, tlie song ; 

Though human, yet divine ; for should not this 
Rais(! Man o’er Man, and kindle seraphs here? 
Redemption! ’twas creation more sublime; 455 

Redemption ! ’twas the labour of the skies ; 

Far more than labour — It was death in Heav’n. 

A truth so strange! ’twere bold to think it true; 

If not far bolder still, to disbelieve. 450 

Here pause and ponder; Was there death in Heav’n? 
What then on earth? on earth, which struck the blow? 
Who struck it? who? — O how is Man enlarg’d. 

Seen through this medium! how the pigniy tow’rs ! 
How counterpois’d his origin from dust! 

How counterpois’d, to dust his sad return! 465 

How voided his vast distance from tlie skies! 

How near he presses on the seraph’s wing! 

Which is the sera|)li? which the born of clay ? 

How this demonstrates, through the thickest cloud 
Of guilt and clay condens’d, the son of Heav’n ! 470 

The double son ; the made, and the re-made! 

And shall Heav’n’s double property be lost? 

Man’s double madne.ss only can destroy. 

To Man the bleeding cross has promis'd all ; 

' The bleeding cross has sworn eternal grace ; 475 

Who gave his life, what grace shall hedenv? 

O ye ! who, from this Rock of ages, leap, 

T>isdainful, plunging headlong in the deep! 

What cordial joy, what consolation strong. 

Whatever winds arise, or billows roll, 480 

Our int’rest in the master of the storm ! ' 

Cling there, and in wreck’d Nature’s ruin smile ; ' 
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To nont Man stem ignoble, but to Man. 


While vile apostates tremble in a calm. y-~- 

Maii! know thyself. All wisdom centres there ; 

To none Man seems ignoble, but to Man ; 485 

Angels that grandeur, men o’erlook, admire : 

How long shall hninun nature be their book, 
Degen’rate mortal! and unread by thee? 

The beam dim llekson sheds shews wonders there ; 
What high contents ! illustrious faculties! 490 

But the grand comment, which displays at full 
Oiir iuiinaii height, scarce sever’d from divine. 

By Heav’n compos’d, Atlas publish'd on the cross. 

Who looks on that, and sees not in himself 
An awful stranger, a terrestrial goi^? 495 

A glorious partner with the Deity S 
In that high attribute, immortal life?^- 
If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm 
\ gazt', and, as I gaze, my mounting souT' 

Catches strange tire. Eternity! at thee; 500 

And drops the world — or rather more enjoys; 

How chang’tl the face of Nature! how improv’d ! 

Wliat seem’d a chaos, shines a glorious world,. 

Or what a world, an Eden; heighten’d all! 

It is another scene ! another self! 505 

And still another, as time rolls along; 

And that a self far more illustrious still. 

Beyond long ages, yet roll’d up in shades 
Ujjpierc’d by bold Conjecture’s keenest ray, 

What evolutions of surprising fate! 510 

How Nature opens, and receives my soul 
In boundle.ss walks of raptur’d thought ! where gods 
Encounter, and embrace me! W' hat new births 
Of strange adventure, foreign to the sun. 

Where what now charms, perhaps whate’er exists, 515 
Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot ! 

Is this extravagaiit? Of Man we form 
Extravagant Conception, to be just: 

Conception unconiin’d wants wings to reach him : 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. §20 
He, the great Father ! kindled at one tlaine 
The world of rationals ; one spirit pour’d 
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An^ls orp men of a svperior kind. 

From spirit’s awful Fountain; pour’d himself 
Through all their souls; but not iii equal stream, 
Profuse, or frugal, of th’ inspiring God, 525 

As his wise plan demanded ; and when past 
Their various trials, in their various spheres, 

If they continue rational, as made. 

Resorbs them all into himself again; 

His throne their centre, and his smile their crown. 530 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to sing. 
Though yet unsung, as deem’d, perhaps, too bohl ? 
Angels are men of a superior ‘kind ; 

Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 

High o’er celestial mountains wing’d in flight ; 535 

And men arc angels, loaded for an hour. 

Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain, 

And slij)p’ry step, the bottom of the steep. 

Angels their failings, mortals have their praise; 

While here, of corps ethereal, such inroH’*!, 540 

And summon’d to the glorious stamlard soon. 

Which flames eternal crimson through the skies. 

Nor are our brothers thoughtless of their kin. 

Yet absent; but not absent from their love. 

Michatd has fought our battles ; Raphael snug 545 
Our triumphs; Gabriel on our errands flown. 

Sent by the Sov’reign : And are these, O Man ! 

Thy friends, thy warm allies? and thou (.shame burn 
The cheek to cinder !) rival to the brute ? 

JReligiou’s all. Descending from the skies 550 
To wTeTcIiecnVIan, the goddess in her left 
Holds out this world, and in her right, the next; 
Religion! the sole voucher Man is Man; 

Sup|)orter sole of Man above himself; 

Ev’n in this night of frailty, change, and death, 555 
She gives the soul a soul that acts a god. 

Religion! Providence! an after-state! 

Here i.s lirm footing; here is solid rock; 

This can support us; all is sea besides;] 

-Sinks under us, bestorras, and then devours. 

His hand the good Man fashms on the skies, 

And bids Earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 


560 
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Reli^hn / thou the soul of httppincss. 


As wlien a wretcli, from thick polluted air, 
Darkness, and stench, and suffocatinf; damps. 

And dungeon-horrors, by kind fate discharg’d, 565 
Climbs some fair eminence, where ether pure 
Surrounds him, an<l Elysian prospects rise, 
llis heart exults, his sjtirits csist their load ; 

As if new-born, he'triiimphs in the change! 

So joys the soul, when from inglorious aims, 570 
And sordid sweets, from feculence and froth 
Of ties terrestrial, set at large, she mounts 
To Ileason’s region, her'owm element, 

Ereathes hoj)es immortal, and aliects the skies. 

Religion 1 thou the soul of happiness ; 575 

And, groaning' Calvary, of thee! There shine 
The noblest truths ; there strongest motives sting ; 
H’here sacvt«l violence assaults the soul ; 
li ere, nothing but compulsion is forborn. 

Can lOve allure ns? or can terror awe ? 580 

He weeps ! — the falling drop puts out the sun ; 
lie sighs! — the sigh eatth’s deep foundation shakes. 

If in his love so terrible, what then 

His wrath inllam'*! ? his tenderness on lire; 

Like Soft sinoolJi oil, ontbJazing other fires? 585 
Can pray'r, can praise, avert it? — Thou, my all! 

My theme! my inspiration! and my crown! , 

My strength in age! iny rise in low estate! — f— 

My soul’s ambition, pleasure, wealth! — my world ! 
My light in darkness! and my life in death ! 590 

My boast through time! bliss through eternity! 
Eternity ! loo sliort to speaK' thy praise! 

Or fathom thy profound of love to Man ; 

To man of men the meanest, ev’n to me ! 

My sacritice! my Cod ! what things are these! 595 
What art Tiiou? by what name shall I call thee? 
Knew 1 the name devout archangels use, 

Devout archangels should the name enjoy, 
iiy me unrivall’d : Thousands more sublime, 

JNone half so dear, as that, which, though unspoke, (iOO 
Still glows at heart: O how Omnipotence 
Is lost in love! Thou great Philanthropist! 

.1. L 
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Oh for an humbler hearty and prouder song / 

Father of Angels ! but the friend of Man ! 

Like Jacob, fondest of the younger born I 604 

Thou, who didst save him, snatch the smoking brand 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood ! 

How art thou pleas’d, by bounty to distress! 

To make us groan beneath our gratitude. 

Too big for birth I to favour, and cTnifound; 

To challenge, and to distance, all return ! 610 

Of lavish love stupendous heights to soar, 

And leave praise panting in the distant vale! 

Thy right too great defrauds ihee of thy due; 

And sacrilegious our snbliinest song. 

But since the naked will obtains thy sniile, 615 

Beneath this monument of praise unpaid. 

And future life symphonious to my strain, 

(That noblest hymn to Heav’n 1) for ever lie 

fntomb’d, my fear of death! and ev’ry fear, •, 

The dread of ev’ry evil, but thy frown. y 620 
Whom see I yonder, so demurely smile? 

Laughter a labour, and might break their rest. 

Ye quietists, in homage to the skies ! 

Serene! of soft address! who mildly make 
An unobtrusive tender of your hearts, 625 

Abhorring violence ! who halt indeed ; 

But, for the blessing, wrestle not with Heav’n ! 

Think you my song too turbulent? too warm? 

Arc passions, then, the pagans of the soul ? 

Reason alone baptiz’d ? alone ordain’d 630 

To touch things sacred ? Oh for warmer still ! 

Guilt chills my zeal, and, age benumbs my pow’rs; 

Oh for an humbler heart, and })rouder song! 

Thou, my much-injur’d theme! with that soft eye 
W'hich melted o’er iloom’d Salem, »leign to look 635 
Compassion to the coldness of my breast ; 

And pardon to the winter in rny strain ! 

Oh ye cold-hearted frozen formalists ! 

On such a theme, ’tis impious to be calm; 

Passion is reason, transport temper, here. 646 

Shall Heav’n, which gave us ardour, and has shewn 
llcKue^n for Man so strongly, not disdain 
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Dc'votiony when lukeww'my U undevou1» 


What smooth emollients in tht‘olo"v. 

Recumbent viitue’s downy doctors preach. 

That prose of piety,— a lukewarm praise ? Q4Ji 

Rise odours sweet from incense iiniadanfd? 

Devotion, when lukewarm, is midevout ; 

But when it glows, its heat is struck to Hcav'n ; 

To human hearts her golden harps are striujg; 

High ileav'a’s orchestra chants Amen to Man. 650 
Hear I, or dream 1 hear, their distant strain. 

Sweet to the soul, and tasting strong of Heav’n, 
Sofr-w: fled on celestial* Pity’s plume, 

Through the vast spaces of the universe, 

To clieer me in this melancholy gloom ? 655 

Oh w lien will Death (now slingless,) like a friend. 
Admit me of their choir? Oh when will Death 
I’his mould’rijig, old, partition-wall throw d,o\yu! 

Give beings, one in nature, one abode? c' VV *-'" /- ■ 
Oh Death divine! that giv’st us to the skies ! 660 

Great Future! glorious Patron of the past. 

And present! when shall I thy shrine adore? 

From IN at lire’s continent, immensely wide, 

Jmmensely blest, this little isle of life. 

This tiark incarcerating colony, 666 

Divides us. Happy day ! that breaks our chain ; 
That manumits ; that calls from exile home; 

1'hat leads to INatnre’s great metropolis. 

And re-ndmits us, through the guardian baud 
Of elder brothers, to our Father’s throne ; 670 

Who hears our Advocate, and, through his wounds 
Beholding Man, allows that tender name. 

’Tis this makes Ghristian triumph a command ; 

’Tis this makes joy a duty to the wise: \ 

■'Tis impious, in a good man, to he sad. • 675 

8eest thou, Lukenzo! wlierc hangs all our hope? 
Touch’d by the cross, we live, or more than die; 

Tliat touch which touch’d not angels; more divine 
Tlian tliat, which touch’ll confusion into form, 

And darkness into glory ; partial touch ! 680 

ineffably pre-eminent regard 1 

Sacred to Man, and Bov’reign tliroiigh the whole 
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HaAt thfiu flitter seen the comeVs flaming flight / 

hong golden cJ>aiu of miracles which hangs 
From Heav’ii through all duration, and supports 
In one illustrious and amazing ])lan, 680 

Thy welfare, Nature! and thy God's renown; 

That touch, with charm celestial, heals the soul 
Diseas’d, drives |)aiu from guilt, lights life in death, 
Turns earth to Ileav’n, to heav’nly flironcs transfurnis 
The ghastly ruins of the niould’ring tomb! , 690 

Dost ask me when? When he who fly’d returns; 
Returns, how chang’d! Where then the man of woe? 
In glory’s terrors all the Godifead burns ; 

And all his courts, exhausted by the tide 

Of tleities triumphant in his train, 690 

Leave a stupemlous solitude in lieav’u ; 

Replenish’d soon, replenish’d with increase 
Of ])omp, and niullitiule; a radiant band 
Of angels new; of angels from the tomb, 

3s this by fancy thrown remote? and rise 700 

Dark doubts between the promise and event? 

I send thee not to volumes for thy cure; 

Read Nature! Nature is a frieinl to truth; 

Nature is Christian; preaches to mankind ; 

And bids (!ead matter aid us in our creed. 700 

Hast thou ne’er .s(;en the comet’s Haming flight? 

Th’ illustrious stranger passing, terror sheds 
On gazing nations, from his fiery train 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round 
Through <lepths of ether; coasts unnnniber'd worlds. 
Of more than solar glory ; doubles n ifle 71 1 

Heav’n’s mighty cape, and then revisits earth. 

From the long travel of a thousand- years. 

'rhus, at the destin’d period, shall return 

He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze : 715 

And, with him, all our triumph o’er the tomb, 

Nuture is dumb on this important |>oint; 
f )r hope precariou.s in low whisjier breathes ; 

I’aith speaks aloud, distinct; ev’n adders hear. 

But turn, and dart into the dark again. 720 

Faith bnilds a bridge acro.ss the gniph of Dealn, 

To break the shock blind Nature cannot slum,- 
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fl^hen Faith is virtue, Reason makes it so, 

— » . .. 

And lands Thoufjht smoothly on the farther shore. 
Dcatli’s terror is the uiouiitain Faith removes ; 

'Phat monntaiu-barrier between Man and Peace. 725 
’Tis Faith disarms destruction ; and absolves, 

From ev’ry clain’roiis charge, the guiltless tomb. 

Why disbelieve? Lorenzo; — “ Reason bids, 
All-sacred Reason.” — Hold her sacred still; 

Nor shall thou want a rival in thy flame : 730 

All-sacred Reason ; source?, and soul, of all 
Demanding praise, on earth, or earth above! 

My heart is thine: De«?p in its inmost folds. 

Live then with life; live dearer of the two. 

Wear 1 the blessed cross, by fortune stampt 735 
On passive Nature, before tho<ight was born? 

My birth’s blind bigot! fir’d with local zeal! 

No; Reason rebaptiz’d me when ailnlt; 

Weigh’tl true, and false, in her impartial scale ; 

My heart became the convert of my head ; 740 

And made that choic(‘, which once vvas but my fate. 

“ On argument alone my faith is built:” 

Reason pni'su’tl is Faith ; and, unpursu’d 
Where proof invites, ’tis Reason, then, no more; 

And such our ju'oof, that, or our Faith is right, 745 
Or Reason lies, and Heav'n dcsign’tl it wrong; 
Absolve we this? W’liat, then, is blasphemy? 

Fond as we are, and justly fond of Faith, 

R«?ason, we grant, demands our first regard ; 

'I'he mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. 750 
Reason the root; fair Faith is but the flow’r: 

The fading flow’r shall die; but Reason lives 
Lnmortal as her father in the skies. 

When F'aith is virtue. Reason makes it so. 

Wrong not the Christian ; think not Reason yours ; 
’’Pis Reason our great Master holds so dear ; 756 

’’Pis R(>ason’s injur’d rights his wrjith resents; 

’Tis Reason’s voice obey’d, his glories crown ; 

To give lost Reason life, he pour’d his own ; 

Believe, and shew the reason of a man; 

Believe, and taste the pleasure of a god ; 

Believe, ami look with triumph on the tomm 


760 
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The f<;r&nd marnlity is /ore 0/ Thee, 

Throu)!;!! Reason’s wounds alone thy Faith can die; 
Whicfi ilyisig, tenfohl terror gives to Death, 

And tiips in venom his twice-inortal sting. 765 

Learn hence what lionours, what loud pieans, due 
'fo those, v'liO push our antidote aside; 

Those boaste<l friends to Jleason, aiul to Man, 

Whose mtd love slai) - ev'ry joy, and leaves . 

Death’s tenor heighten’d gnawing on his heart. 770 
7’liesc pompous sons of Reasoj) idoliz’d 
And viliry’«l at once; of Reason dead. 

Then (ieify'd, as tnouarchs were of old ; 

What eoiidiict plants proud laurels on their brow? 
While io\!‘ of truth througii all their camp resounds, 
Tin y draw I’ride’s curtain o'er the noon-tide ray, 776 
S[>ike uji then' inch of Reason, on the point 
Of philosophic wit call’d argument; 

And then, exidting in tlieir taper, cry, 

“ Behold the sun ;” and, liulian-like, adore. 760 

Talk they of morals? O thon blooding Love! 

Thou Maker of new morals to mankind ! 

Tlie grand morality is love of Thee. 

As wise as 8(»crates, if such they were, 

■(Nor will they ’hate of that sublime renown,) 785 
As wise as filociates, might justly stand 
The <]efinitioii of a modern fool, 

A Christian is the highest style of man. 

And is there, who the blessed cross wipes off. 

As a foul blot, from bis dishonour’d l)ro\v? 790 

If angels tremble, ’tis at such a sight : 

The wretch they (piit, desponding of (heir charge. 
More struck with grief or wonder, w'ho can tell? 

Ye sold to sense! ye citizens of earth! 

(For smdi alone the Christian banner Hy ;) 795 

Know yt? how wise your choice, how great yojtrgaiu? 
Rciiold the picture of earth’s happiest man: 

“ He calls his wisli, it comes; he sends it hack. 

And says he call’d another; that arrives, 

Meets tlie same welcouie ; yet he still calls on ; 800 

7'ill one calls him, who varies not his call, 

But hohls liim fast, in chains of darkness bound, 
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Till Nature dies, and Judgment sets liiru free ; 

A freedom far less welcome than his chain.” 

But grant Man happy ; grant him liappy long ; 805 
Add to life’s highest prize her latest hour ; 

That hour, so late, is nimble in ajyproach. 

That, like a post, comes on in fidl career: 

How swift the shuttle dies, that Aveaves thy shroud! 
Where is the fable of thy former years ? 010 

Thrown down the gal[)h of time; as far from thee 
As they had ne’er been thine; the day in hand, 

Jake a bird struggling to get loose, is going ; 

►Scarce now posse’ss’d, so suddenly ’tis gone; 

And each swift niojiient fled, is death advanc’d 815 
By strides as swift: J^jternity is all; 

And whose eternity? Who Irimnphs there? 

Hathing for ever in the font of bliss ! 

J'’or ever basking in the Deitv ! 

liOKiiNzo! who? — ^'Ihy conscience shall reply. 820 
<) give it leave to s[»eak ; ’twill speak ere long, 

Thy leav(; unask’d : liOKi’.NZo! hear it now. 

While useful its advice, its accent mild. 

By the great edict, the divine decree. 

Truth is deposited with Man’s last hour; 825 

An honest liour, and faithful to h«'r trust; 

'I’ruth, eldest daughter of the Deity ; 

'rruth of his council, when he made the worlds ; 

Nor less, when he shall judge the worlds he made ; 
Though silent long, and sleeping ne’er so sound, 830 
Smother’d with errors, and oppress’il with toys, 

That heav’n-commission’d hour no sooner calls, 

But from her cavern in the soul’s abyss. 

Like him they fable under yEtua whelm’d. 

The goddess bursts in thunder, and in flame ; 835 

Loudly convinces, and severely pains. 

Dark Daemons 1 discharge, and liydra-stings ; 

The keen vibration of bright truth — is hell : 

Just definition! though by schools untaught. 

Ye deaf to truth ! peruse this parsou’d page, 

And trust, for once, a prophet, and a priest ; , 

** Men may live fools, but fools they cannot die.” 
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NIGHT THE FOURTH. 

From a comparative view of tlie numerous beauties 
in each of the JNight Thouglits — of which there are 
nine — wliether in honour of the tuneful nine, or of the 
graces equal in number, celebrated by an inspired 
writer, we cannot say — Taste, Criticism, aiid Piety, 
will surely give the preference to this. 

Notwithstanding the peculiarity of sentiment, by 
which a masterly writer of the highest reputation has 
distinguished himself, we have a proof, in this Night, 
witli what advantage sacred j)oetry may be <levoted to 
the service of religion. We perfectly agree with this 
great ornament of our nation, that of s«uitiments purely 
religious, it w’ill be found that tlm most simple ex- 
pression is the most sublime. But it does not appear 
to us, that the ideas of (^hrislian theology are too 
simple for eloquence, or too majestic for ornament ; 
nor, that verse can do no more llnui delight the t;ar, 
and assist the memory. The mind, that is not affected 
w’ith several passages in the The Christian Triumph, 
must be lost to the noblest sensibility of the human 
soul. 

Sacred history will, no doubt, be read by the more 
reflective and serious part of mankind — alas! how 
few! — with submissive reverence, and an imagination 
overawed aiul controlled. But there are those, and 
they are the many, with whom ampliiication is neither 
useless nor vain. Thousands will be charmed vvith 
divine truth, recommended by the embellishments and 
harmony of verse, who, it is to be feared, disregard it 
in its native simplicity. 

V. 15, &c. “ Man makes a death,” &c. 

“ And y(d, ’tis sure a serious thing, to die ! 

What a strange moment must it be, when near 
Thy journey’s end thoxi hast the gulph in view — • 
'Fhat aw'ful gulph, no mortal e’er lepass’d. 

To tell what’s doing on the further side. 

Nature starts back, and shudders at the sight.” • 
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V. 82, &c. “ The world’s a stately bark,” &e. — The 
intercourse of the world is the education of vice. Men 
possessed of the best inclinations, surrounded by so 
many snares and dangers, that they all counnit some 
faults every day of their lives, but as they fly from its 
enchantments to solitude and self-reflection. 

V. Ill, &c. “ Shall we, shall aged men,” &c. — 

When they, who have most reason to be wise, are 
farthest from it, it sinks the dignity of onr common 
nature; brings, beyond all other enormities, a reproach 
upon mankind ; and giVes eacli individual, as a suf- 
ferer in the scandal, a just right to censure, if not to 
condemn. 

V. 122, &c. “ And soon as man,” &c. — He that has 
not learned the world, must go out of it, or be made 
a Jest and an unJorUinate in it: he that has learned it, 
has learned it by the discipline of bitter experience ; 
and, by the time he is well master of the game, his 
candle is put out. It is hard to learn the world — but 
harder t(‘ unlearn it ; and not to wtleam it, will one 
day prove more fatal. 

V. 1.38, &c. “ O thou great Arbiter,” &c.-— If there 
be a character on earth, that tlcserves onr ambition, 
or our envy, it is the character of him, whose heart can 
breathe out its seci’et desires in pious eflVisions, like 
these. This is the perfection of human excellence, 
and that consummation of all sublunary felicity, most 
devoutly to be wished. 

V. 144, &.C. “ What healing hand,” &c. — From 

hence, to the eml of this Night, let the reader prepare 
his mind for the richest assemblage of every thing 
sublime, tender, interesting, and important, in language 
and sentiment, that the most religions taste can enjoy. 
There is enough here, to exhaust all the powers of 
critical and pious admiration. It is indeed impossible 
to believe, on this occasion, without feeling; or, to feel 
without being fired with such a theme; the grand 
theme, the very line of life, in all divine revelation. 

V. 249 . “ A midnight awe ! a dread eclipse.”—" 

Which a learned man of Greece is said to have observed 
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at that tinn?, and to have exclaimed, “ That either the 
Got! of nature sufll(;red violence, or, that the frame of 
the world was about to dissolve.” 

V. 271, &c. “ And did he rise? 

Hear, O ye nations,” &c. 

Nothing can exceed the sublimity and grandeur, 
with which this animating truth is celebrated, by the 
spirit of prophecy, in the twenty-fourth Psalm. Who 
can read it, « ithout being transported with the glorious 
manner, in which the triumphant Conqueror is in- 
trod iKe<l to the mansions di' bliss, by the celestial 
convoy! 

Y. ;il8, &c. “ Survey the wondrous cure; 

And at each step let higher wonder rise. 

Sit down, for onc<% in more than usual meditation, 
at the foot of the Redeemer’s cross — 

“ Oh, stop I and from the humble base below 
Cast up thy fearful eyes 

To where thy Lord, and love, was crucifi’d! • 
So .shall the world, and all its vanities. 

Appear like dross; — ambition, lust, and pride. 
Shall fur, far off, their baleful pow’rs remove, 

And in the pure unspotted mind 
Nothing remain behind. 

Rut adoration, ecstacy, and praise.” 

V. 334. “ O what a scale of miracles is here 

Such a juclicious selection of capital circumstances, in 
order to give them an uniting force, is, by an eminent 
critic, grandeur of manner. And grandeur, be- 

ing one of the strongest emotions of the human mind, 
is not easily j)roduced in perfection, but by reiterated 
impression. The eflect of a single impression can be 
but momentary, and very inferior to that of a grand 
subject displayed in all its principal parts, and brought 
together in one coniprehensive point of light. 

The use of repetition never perhaps was shewn to 
greater advantage than in this unrivalled passage, 
which n)ay be said to bear away the palm from every 
tdher in this whole work. ... 

- • Neither ought it to be unobserved, that every Sue- 
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cessive circumstance, in this suhlime gradation, revives 
and enlivens the mind — for, by an uninterrupted series 
of climax, it is raised to the very summit of mental 
elevation. Every body must have observe<l the de- 
ligiitfiil effect of a number of thoughts and scnitiinents, 
ingeniously disposed in this ascending series, and 
making iyipressioiis deeper un<l <lei'per. 

The only possii>le inconvenieiu;e to be apprehended, 
in this case, is. a depression, as sudden and unpleasing 
as the elevation is gradual and enchanting. That, 
however, is coin[)letely obviated liere, by the lines 
which immediately follow — “ Bound evtiry heart,” &c. 

V. 550. &c. “ Religion’s all. l)«;.scen(iing,’* &c. — 
This is what the wisest of (he mere sons of men, alter 
an accurate survey of the worhl’s inventory, has called, 
“ The Whole of Man;” and wdiat a greater than 
Solomon has pronounced to bo, “ 'I'lie om thing 
needful.” 

V. 503, &c. “ As when a wretch,” &c. — It is this 

great doctrine of regettcrulion, thus poetically illus- 
trated, which the divine Prophet enforced with so 
liiuch energy upon the snrprLsetl attention of iNicode- 
luus. See John iii. 

V. 575. “Religion! thou the soul of happiness.” — 
The one thing necessary for happiness, is common to 
both wovhls ; this, and the next. In vain we seek a 
diflerent receipt for it, one in time, auotiua- in eternity. 
Religion minting, every thing else becomo.s luscessary 
to haj)piness, and ineflectnal, “ A good man shall be 
satisfied from himself alone.” A bad man shall be 
dissatisfied, with all the world at his command. 

V. 647. “ Devotion, when lukewarm, is ondevout; 

But when it glows,” ike. 

If there be a God, all our affections are too feeble, 
all the wings of our soul are too few, to be put forth 
in pursuit of his favour; and bemg languid in devotion, 
is being solemnly uudevout. If there be a God, he 
gave us our passions, as well as our reason ; they there- 
fore, as well as reason, should assist in his service. 
Even angels have their passions ; nor axe any beings 
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on this side the throne of God exempt from the need 
of them. 

V. 731, &c. “ All-sacred Reason !” &c. — Deity 
is all Reason, in nature, conduct, revelation, and com- 
mands. The great, invariable, (H'erlasting alternative, 
is, tiiroughout his creation, or reason, or rniii. 

V. 73t>, &c. “ Reason rehaptiz’d me when- adult; 

^\ eigh’d true, and false,” &.c. 

I’or when that is preserved, sense submits to reason; 
and when sense submits to reason, reason submits to 
the revealed word of God. And, I must observe, that 
reason, stooping to revelation, is reason still — only 
inor<‘ reasonable ; and its great hazard of error, i.s all 
that is lost. 

V. 7 42. “ Oil argument alone my faith is built.” — 

Let us not, however, misunderstand our Author; for, 
in another place, he has expressly atiirnied, that, 
“ Fallible ratiocination should not be made the-groiiiuls 
of onr faith, w hose proper basis is, infallible testimony. 
Kor is it longer faith, than while it rests on that ."' — 
All, tlierefore, he can mean to say here i.s, as he ex- 
plains himsi'If ill the line immediately subsequent, that, 
rea.son, jiroperly |)iirsued, will bad on to faith; which 
is no more than the unreserved submission of our un- 
derstaiuiings, or the sucrUice of our idolized reason, 
to fJoo. 

V. 75-5, &c. 

“ Wrong not the Christian ; think not Reason yonr's ; 

’'J'is Reason,” &c. 

Volumes have been written u[>on the all-important 
snbjects of reason and faith, which have not contained 
one half the solid and valuable instruction, to be de- 
rived from the.se few lines. 

V. 771. “ These pompous sons of Reason idoliz’d. 
And vilify’d at once,”&c. 

The intelligent reader will know how to apply this 
inimitable stroke of satire and of wit; and with what 
justice it falls on characters of such immortal infamy 
and shame, as Bolingbroke, Shaftsbury, Chesterfield, 
and all the lower tribe of infidelity and vice. The 
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Pmise no man e'er deserved, who sought no more. 


sufficiency of human reason is the golden calf, which 
these men setup to be worshipped; and in the frenzies 
of tlieir extravagant <levution to it, they strike at an 
oak willi HU osier — the doctrine of God’s own planting, 
and tin? growth of ages, with the sudden and fortuitous 
slu>ots of vanity and imagination. 

V. “ j'V Christian is the highest style of Man!” 

■ — A Christian should Icl everybody scv, what an ani- 
mation (here is in Christianity, above all that the world 
may admire besides. Christianity shoidd be the boast, 
as well as the condbrt, of our hearts. 


NIGHT THE FIFTH. 


THE RELAPSE. 


Lorenzo i to recriminate is just. 

Fondness of fame is avarice of air. 

I grant the man is vain who writes for praise. 

Praise no man e’er <leserv’d, who sought no more. 

As just thy second charge. 1 grant the muse 5 
Has often blush’d at her degen’rafe sons. 

Retain’d by Sense to plead her lilthy cause; 

To raise the low, to magnify the mean. 

And subtilize the gross into refin’d : 

As if to magic nuiiibevs’ pow’rful charm 10 

’Twas giv’n, to make a civet of their song 
Obscene, and sweeten ordure to perfume. 

Wit, a true pagan, deifies the brute. 

And lifts our swine-enjoyments from the mire. 

The fact notorious, nor obscure the cause. 15 

We wear the chains of Pleasure, and of Pride: 
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Pleasure and Prides hy nature mortal foes. 

These share the man; aud these distract him too; 
Draw difl’rent w'ays, and clash in their corntiiaiids. 
Pride, like an eagle, builds among the stars ; 

Hut INeasure, lark-like, nests upon the ground. 20 
.loys shar’d by brute creation, Pride resents ; 

Pleasure embraces : Man would both enjoy. 

And both at once : A point how hanl to gain ! 

But what can’t wit, when stung by strong desire ? 

Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprise. 25 

Since joys of Seu.se can’t rise to Reason’s taste ; 

In subtle Sophistry’s laborious forge. 

Wit hammers out a rea.son new, that stoops 
To .sordid scenes, and meets them with applause. 

Wit calls the Graces, the chaste zone to loose; 30 
Nor less than a plump god to fill the bowl : 

A thousand phautorn.s, and a thou.sand spelLs, 

A thousand opiates scatters, to delude. 

To fascinate, inebriate, lay asleep. 

And the fool’d mind of Man delightfully confound. 35 
Thus that which shock’d the judgment, sliocks no more; 
That which gave Pride offence, luj more ofl’ends. 
Pleasure and Pride, by nature mortal foes, 

At war eternal, which in Man shall n'igu. 

By Wit’s address, patch up a fatal peace, 40 

And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch. 

Prom rank, refin’d to delicate and gay. 

Art, cursed Art! wipes otf th’ indebted blush 
Prom Nature’s cheek, and bronzes ev’ry shame. 

Man smiles in ruin, glories iu his guivL, 45 

And Infamy stands candidate for praise. 

All writ by Man in favour of the soul, 

These sensual ethics far, in bulk, transcend. 

The tlow’rs of ehu^uence, profusely pour’d 
O’er spotted vice, fill half the letter’d world. 50 

Can pt)w’r.s of genius exorci.‘fc their page. 

And consecrate enoru- ?.i* s with song? 

But let not lhe.se inevpuible strains 
Condemn the muse that knows her dignity; 

Nor meanly stops at tinif*, but hohks the world 
As ’tis in Nature’s ample field, a point. 
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Sing s^em <mly? Dtf not angeU sing? 


A point in hc*r esteem ; from whence to start. 

And run the round of universal space, 

To visit being universal there. 

And being’s Source, that utmost fliglit of mind ! 60 

Yet, spite of this so vast circumference. 

Well knows, but what is moral, nought is great. 

Sing syrens only ? Do not angels sing ? 

There is in Poesy a decent pride. 

Which well becomes her when she speaks to Prose, 65 
Her younger sister; haply not more wise. 

Think’st thou, Lorenzo! to find pastimes here? 

No guilty passion blown into a flame, 

No foible flatter’d, dignity disgrac’d. 

No fairy field of fiction, all on flow’r, 70 

No rainbow colours, here, or silken tale ; 

-Hut solemn counsels, images of awe. 

Truths, which eternity lets fall on Man 
With double weight, through these revolving spheres. 
This death-deep silence, and incumbent shade ; 75 

Thoughts, such as shall revisit your last hour ; 

Visit uncaU’d, and live when life expires ; 

And the dark pencil. Midnight ! darker still 
In melancholy <lipt, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, ev’n this, my laughter-loving friends! 80 
Lorenzo! and thy brothers of the smile! 

If what imports you most can most engage;. 

Shall steal your ear, and chain you to my .song. 

Or, if you fail me, know', the wise shall taste 
The truths 1 sing ; tlm truths 1 sing shall feel ; 85 

And, feeling, give assent; and their assent 
Is ample recompetice ; is more than praise. 

But cliiefly thine, O Litchfield! nor mistake; 
Think not un-introduc’d 1 force my way ; 

Narcissa, not unknown, not unally’d, 90 

By virtue, or by blood, illustrious youth! 

To thee, from blooming amaranthine bow’rs. 

Where all the language harmony, descends 
Uncall’d, and asks admittance for the muse: 

A muse that will not pain thee with thy praise ; 95 

Thy praise she drops, nobler still inspir’d. 
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Darkness the curtain drops o*er life's dull scette. 


O Thou ! blest Spirit! whether the Supreme, 

Great aiitemuudanc Father! iu whose breast 
Eiiibryo creation, nnboni heiiif^, dwelt. 

And all its various revolutions roll’d 100 

Present, though future; prior to themselves; 

Whose breath can blow it into nought again ; 

Or, from his throne, some delegated [)ow’r, 

Who, studious of our peace, dost turn the th'ought 
From vain and vile, to solid and sublime! 105 

Unseen Thou lead’st me to delicious draughts 
Of inspiration, from a purer sti*eam. 

And fuller of the god, than that which burst 
From fam’d Castalia: Nor is yet allay’d 
My sacred thirst ; though long my soul has rang’d 110 
Through pleasing paths of moral and divine. 

By Thee sustain’d, and lighted by the stars. 

By them best lighted are the paths of thought; 
Nights are their days, their most illumin’d hours. 

By day, the soul, o’erborne by life’s career, 115 

Stunn’d by the din, and giddy with the glare, 

Reels far from reasf)n, jostled l)y the throng. 

By day the soul is passive, all her thoughts 
Impos’d, precarious, broken, ere mature. 

By night from olijects free, from passion cool, 120 
Thoughts uncontroll’d, and uniinpress’d, the births 
Of pure election, arbitrary range. 

Not to the limits of one world confin’d ; 

But from ethereal travels light on earth. 

As voyagers drop anchor for repose, 125 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather’d fopperies, the sun adore : 

Darkness has more divinity for me ; 

It strikes thought inward ; it tirives back the soul 
To settle on herself, our point supreme ! 130 

There lies our theatre, there sits our Judge. 

Darkness the curtain drops o’er life’s dull scene; 

Tis the kind hand of providence stretch’d out 
'Tvvixt Man and vanity; ’tis Reason’s rsign. 

And Virtue’s too; these tutelary shades ,135 

Are Man’s asylum from the tainted throng. 
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jind Inhumanity is caufrht from Man* 


Nigiit is the good man’s friend, and guardian too; 

It HO less rescues virtue, than inspires. 

Virtue, for ever frail, as fair, below. 

Her tender nature suffers in the crowd, 140 

Nor touches on tl»e world, without a stain : 

The world’s infectious; few bring back at eve, 
Imiuaculatis the manners of the morn. 

Something we tjjought, is blotted ; we resolv’d, 

Is s!)aken ; we renounc'd, returns agahi. 145 

Eacl) salutation may sii^le in a sin 
Unthoug'ht before, or tix a former flaw. 

Nor is it strange: Light, motion, concourse, noise. 

All scatter us abroad ; thought outward-bound, 
Neglectful of our home-affairs, flies off 150 

In fume and dissipation, <|uits her charge. 

Anti leaves the breast unguarded to the foe. 

Present example gets w'ithiu our guard. 

And acts with double force, by few repell’d. 

And^ition fires ambition ; Love of (iain 155 

Strikes, like a pestilence, fixmi breast to breast; 

Riot, Pride, Perfidy, blue vapours breathe; 

And Inhmnanity is caught from Vlan, 

From smiling Man. A slight, a single glance. 

And shot at I'andom, often has brought home 100 
A sudden fever to the throbbing heart. 

Of envy, rancour, or impure tiesire. 

We see, we hear, with peril ; safety dwells 
Remote from inultitiule ; the world’s a school 
Of wrong,' — and what proficients swann around I 165 
We must or imitate, or disapprove ; 

Must list as their accomplices, or foes ; 

That stains our innocence; this wounds our peace. 
From Nature’s birth, hetice. Wisdom has been sinit 
With sweet recess, and languish’d for the shade. 170 
Tin's sacred shade, ami solitude, what is it.^ 

Tis the felt presence of the Deity. 

Few are the faults we flatter when alone. 

Vice sinks in her allurements, is ungilt. 

And looks, like other objects, black l>y night. 

•By night an atheist half-believes a God» 

4. N 
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The world excluded^ ev^ry pasmn hush*d. 

Nigbl is fair Virtue’s iimnemoritil friend; 

The conscious n»oon, throufsl) tv’ry distant age. 

Has held a lamp to Wisdom, and let fall, 

On Contemplation’s eye, her purging ray. 180 

The fam’d Alheniau, iie wlio \voi»’d from Heav’n 
Philosophy the fair, to dwell witli Men, 

And form their manners, not indaine their pride. 

While o’er his head, as fearful to molest 

His lab’ ring mind, the stars in silence-slide, 185 

And st^eiii all gazing on their future guest, 

iSce him sol' citing his ardent suit 

In private audience: All the live-long night. 

Rigid in thought, and motionless, he stands; 

]Nor <iui(s his theme, or posture, till the sun 190 

(Rude drunkard, rising rosy from the main!) 

Disturbs his nobler intellectual beam. 

Anti gives him to the tumult of the world. 

Hail, precious moments, stol’n from the black 'waste 
Of murder’d time! auspicious Midnight, hail! 195 
Tilt? world excluded, ev’ry passion hush’d, 

And open’d a calm intercourse with Heav’n, 

Here the soul sits in council ; ponders past. 
Predestines future action ; sees, not feels, 

Tumultuous life, and reasons with the storm ; 200 

All her lies answers, and thinks down her charms. 

What awful joy ! what mental liberty! 

1 am not pent in darkness ; rather say 
(If not too bold) in darkness I’m embower’d. 
Delightful gloom! the clust’riug thoughts around 205 
Spontaneous rise, and blossom iii the shade ; 

But droop by day, and sicken in the sun. 

Thought borrows light elsewhere; from that First Fire, 
Fountain of animation! whence descends 
Urania, my celestial guest! who deigns 210 

Nightly to visit me, so mean; and now 
Conscious how needful discipline to Man, 

From pleasing dalliance with the charms of Night 
My waud’ring thought recalls, to what excites 
par other beat of heart; Narcissa’s tomb! 215 
Or is it feeble Nature calls me back, 
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How icretched is the ma/iy who never moum*df 


And breaks iny spirit into grief again ? 

Is it a Stygian vapour in my l>lood ? 

A cold slow puddle, cree|)ing tliroiigli my veins ? 

Or is it thus with all Men ? — Thus with all. 220 

Wh at are we? How unequal ! Now we soar, 

And now we sink: to be the same, transcends 
Our present prowess. Dearly pays the soul 
For lodging ill; too clearly rents her clay. 

Reason, a bailed counsellor, but adds 225 

I'he blush of weakness, to t'le bane of woe. 

The noblest spirit tightiiig her hard fate. 

In this damp dusky region, charg’d with storms, 

But feebly tlutters, yet untaught to tly; 

Or, Hying, sliort her flight, and sure her fall. 230 
Our utmost strength, when down, to rise again ; 

And not to \ ield, though In-aU'u, ail our praise. 

’Tis vain to seek in Men (or more than iVIan. 
Though proud in promise, big in previous thought, 
Experience damps our triumph. 1, who late, 235 
Emerging from the shadows of the grave. 

Where Cirief detain’d me pris'ner, mounting high. 
Threw wide tJie gates of everlasting day. 

And call’d Mankind to glory, shook o(i‘ Fain, 
Mortality shook off, in ether pure, 240 

And struck the stars ; now feel my spirits fail ; 

They drop me from the zenith; down 1 rush. 

Like him whom fable fledg’d with waxen wings. 

In sorrow drown’d — but not in sorrow lost. 

How wretched is the man, who never mourn’d! 245 
I dive for precious pearl, in Sorrow’s stream: 

Not so the thoughtless man that only grieves ; 

Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain, 
(Inestimable gain!) and gives Heav’n leave 
To make him but more wretched, not more wise. 250 
If wisdom is our lesson, (and what else 
Ennobles Man? what else have Angels learnt?) 

Grief! more proficients in thy school are made, 

Than Genitis, or prond Learning, e’er could boast. 
Voracious Leariiingf often over-fed, 255 

Digests not into sense her motley meal. 




[night 


rriK COMPLAINT. 

‘amir 

ril ranjfe the plenteous hitellectual field. 

This hook-case, with dark booty almost burst, 

Tlys forager on others’ wisdom, leaves 
Her native farm, her Reason, quite untiU’d. 

AVith niixt manure she surfeits the rank soil, 260 
Dung’d, but not drest; and rich to beggary. 

A poinp nnlaineahle of weeds prevails. 

Her servant’s vvealtli inctiinber’d Wisdom mourns. 

And what says Genius? “ Let the dull be wise.” 
Genius, too liard for right, can prove it wrong; 265 
And loves to boast, where blush men less inspir’d. 

It f»Iea<ls <*xeniption from the laws of Sense; 

Considers Jteason as a leveller; 

And scorns to share a blessing with the crowd. 

That wise it cotdd be, thinks an ample claim 270 
To glory, and to pleasure gives the rest. 

Crassus lint sleeps, Ardelio is undone. 

AVisdom less shudders at a fool, than wit. 

But Wisdom smiles, when humbled mortals weep. 
When Sorrow wounds the breast, as ploughs the glebe, 
And hearts obdurate feel her soft’ning show’r; 276' 
Her seed celestial, then, glad Wisdom sows; 

Her golden harvest triumphs in the soil. 

If so, JNarcissa ! welcome my Relapse ; 

I’ll raise a tax on my calamity, 280 

And reap rich compensation from my pain. 

Til range the plenteous intellcctual lield ; 

And gather ev’ry thought of sov’reigu pow’r 
To chase the moral maladies of Man ; 

Thoughts, which may bear transplanting to the skies. 
Though natives of this coarse penurious soil ; 286 

Nor wholly wither there, where seraphs sing, 

Retin’d, exalted, not annull’d in f leav’n ; 

Reason, the sun that gives them birth, the same 
In either clime, though more illgstrious there. 290 
These choicely cull’d, and elegantly rang’d, 

Shall form a garland for Narcissa’s tomb; 

And, perad venture, of no fading flow’rs. 

Say, on what themes shall puzzled choice descend ? 

“ Th’ importance of contemplatii% the tomb ; 295 

Why men decline it; Suicide’s foul birUi; 
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The man how hlest ! who^ sick of j^audy scenes. 

The various kinds of grief; the faults of age; 

And Death’s dread character — -invite my song,” 

And, first, th’ importance of our end survey’d. 
Friends counsel quick dismission of our grief: 300 

Mistaken kindness ! our hearts heal too soon. 

Are they more kind than He wlio struck the blow ? 

Who hid it do his errand in our hearts. 

And banish peace, till nobler guests arrive. 

Calamities are friends : As glaring day 

And bring it back a true and endless peace? 305 

Of these uniiumber’d lustres robs our sight; 

Pj-osperity puts out unnumber’d thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine, to Man. 

The man how blest 1 who, sick of gaudy scenes 310 
(Scenes apt to thrust between us and ourselves,) 

Is led by choice to take his fav’rite walk, 

Jh?neath D<;ath’s gloomy, silent, cypress shades, 
Unpiere’d by Vanity’s fantastic ray ; 

To read his monuments, to weigh his dust, 316 

Visit his vaults, cand dwell among the tombs. 
Lorenzo! read with me Narcissa’s stone, 
(JVakcissa was thy lav’rite;) let us read 
Her moral stone: few doctors preach so well; 

Few orators so tenderly can touch 320 

’riie feeling heart. What pathos in the date ! 

Apt words can strike ; and yet in them we see 
Faint images of what we here enjoy. 

What cause have Ave to build on length of life ? 
Temptations seize, when fear is laid asleep; 326 
And ill foreboded is our strongest guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an humble shrine, 
Truth, radiant goddess! .sallies on ray soul. 

And puts Delusion’s dusky train to flight ; 

Dispels the mist our sultry passions raise, 330 

From objects low, terrestrial, and obscene ; 

And shews the real estimate of things ; 

Which no man, unafHictcd, ever saw ; 

Pulls off the vail from Virtue’s rising charms ; 

Detects Temptation in a thousand lies. 335 

Truth bids me look on Men as autumn leaves, 
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Nought so much his, as those beyond the grave. 


And all they bleed for, as the suininer’s dust, 

Driv’n by the whirlwind: Lighted by her beams, 

I widen my horizon, gain new pow’rs. 

See things invisible, feel things remote, 340 

Am present w’ith futurities; think nought 
To Man so foreign, as the joys possest ; 

Nought so much his, as those beyond the grave. 

No folly keeps its colour in her sight; 

Pale worldly VVisdoin loses all her charms ; 345 

In pompous promise frotn her schemes profound. 

If futun' fate she plans, ’tis all' in leaves. 

Like Sibyl, unsubstantial, fleeting bliss! 

At the lirst blast it vanishes in air. 

Not so, celestial: Wouhlst thou know, Lorenzo! 350 
How differ worldly Wisdom, and divine? 

Just as the waning and the waxing moon. 

More empty worldly Wisdom evVy day; 

And ev’ry day more fair her rival shines. 

When later, there’s less time to play the fool. 355 
Soon our whole term for Wistlom is expir’d 
(Thou know’st she calls no council in the grave.; 

And everlasting Fool is writ in fire. 

Or real Wisdom wafts us to the skies. 

As worldly schemes resemble Sibyl’s leaves, 360 
The good man’s tlays to Sibyl’s books compare 
(In ancient story read, thou know’st the tale,) 

In price still rising, as in number less, 

Inestimabh? quite bis final hour. 

For that who thrones can ofler, offer thrones; 365 
Insolvent worlds the purchase (vaniiot pay. 

“ Oh let me die his death!” all Nature cries. 

“ Then live his life.’’ — All Nature faultcrs there.. 

Our great Physician daily to consult. 

To commune with the grave, our only cure. 370 

What grave prescribes the best ? — A friend's, dyet 

From a friend’s grave, how soon we disengage! 

Fv’n to the dearc.st, as his marble, cold. 

Why are friends ravish’d from us? ’Tis to bind, 

By soft A flection’s ties, on human hearts, 375 

The thought of Death, which Reason, too supine. 
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14 feglideM away^ LoretoM! like a brook. 

Or misemploy’d, so rarely fastens there. 

Nor reason, nor affection, no, nor both 
Combin’d, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 
Behold th’ inexorable hour at hand ! 380 

Behold th’ inexorable hour forgot ! 

And to forget it, the chief aim of life; 

Though well to ponder it, is life’s chief end. 

Is Death, that ever threat’ning, ne’er remote. 

That all-important, and that only sure, 385 

(Come when he will,) an unexpected guest? 

Nay, though invited by’the loudest calls 
Of blind Imprudence, unexpected still? 

Though uiim’rous messengers are sent before, 

'I’e warn his great arrival. What the cause, 390 
The wond'rous cause, of this mysterious ill? 

All Ueav'n looks down astonish’d at the sight. 

Is it, that Life has s(»wn her joys so thick. 

We can’t thrust in a single care between? 

Is it, that Life has such a swarm of cares, 395 

The thought of Death can’t enter for the throng ? 

Is it, that Time steals on with downy feet, 

Nor wakes Imlulgeiice from her golden dream? 

To-day is so like yesterday, it ciieats ; 

W’e take the lying sister for the same. 400 

Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a brook; ; 

For ever changing, unperceiv’d the change, y 
In the same brook none ever batii’d him twice :J 
To the same life none ever twice awoke. 

We call the brook the same; the same we thiiik 405 
Our life, thougli still more rapid in its flow ; 

Nor mark the much irrevocably laps’d, 

And mingled with the sea. Or shall we say, 
(Retaining still the brook to bear us on,) 

That Life is life a vessel on the stream? 410 

In Life embark’d, we smoolhlv <lown the tide 
Of Time descend, but not on Time intent^ 

Amus’d, unconscious of tlie gliding wave; 

Till on a sudden we perceive a shock ; 

We start, awake, look out; .what see we there? 415 
Our brittle bark is burst on Charon’s shore. 
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Less iMise the fear oj Death, than fkwr qfL^e. 

Is this the cause Death flies all human thought? 

Or is it Judgment, by the Will struck blind, 

That domineering mistress of the soul. 

Like him so strong by Datilah the fair? 420 

Or is it Fear turns startled Ileason back ? 
nris dreadful ; ajid the dread is wisely plac'd. 

From looking down a precipice so ste«), 

By Nature, conscious of the make of xnan. 

A dreadful fri<;nd it is, a terror kind, 425 

A flaming sword to guard the tree of life. 

By that unaw’d, in Life’s ‘most smiling hour. 

The good man w'onld repine ; would suffer joys. 

And burn impatient for his promis’d skies. 

The bad, on each punctilions picpie of pride, 430 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the reign, 

Bound o’er the barrier, rush into the dark, ) 

And mar the scenes of Providence below. / 

What groan was that, Lorenzo? — Furies! rise; 
And drown, in your less execrable yell, 435 

Britannia's shame. I’here took her gloomy flight, 

On wing impetuous, a black sullen soul, 

Blasted from hell, with horrid Inst of death. 

Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 

So taill’d, so thonglit — and then he tied the field, 440 
Less base the fear of Death, than fear of Life. 

O Britain, infamous for suicide! 

All island in thy manners! far disjoin’d 
From the whole world of rationals beside! 

In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 445 
Wash the dire stain, nor shock the continent. 

But thou be shock’d, while 1 delect the cause 
Of Self-assault, expose the monster's birth. 

And bid Abhorrence hiss it round the world. 

Blame not thy clinic, nor chide the distant sun; 450 
The sun is innocent, thy clime absolv’d: 

Immoral climes kind Nature never made. 

The cause 1 sing, in Eden might prevail, 

And proves it is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The soul of Man, (let Man in homage bow, 

Who names his soul,; a native of the skies. 


455 
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Ask alms of Earth, for i:^uests lhat camv from Heaven. 

High-born, and tree, her (Voedom slioidd inaiiitaiii. 

Unsold, uninortga«M for liaiih’s liHle 

Til’ illustrious slrangor, in this foreign laud. 

Like sirangers, joitlous of her ilignity, 400 

8tiidioiis of home, and ardent to relurn. 

Of Earth suspicions. Earth’s eiudianttid (uip 
With co(jl reserve light touching, shouhi indulgo. 

On Immortality, her godlike laste; 

There take largo draughts; make her chief banquet 
tliere. 405 

lint vSonn^ reject this snslenanee divine; 

To beggarly vile ai>jH‘tites descend ; 

Ask alms of liarth, for guests that came from Heav’ii ; 
Sink into slaves ; and sidl for prt‘sent hire, 

Their rich reversion, and (what shares its fat(?)\ 470 

I'heir native freedom, to thejnim e who sways 
Tins netlier world. And when his payments fail, 
^^'hen his foul basket gorges them no more . 

Or their palfd palates loath the basket full; 

Ar(^ instantly, with wild demoniac rage, 475 

For Ineakiiig all the chains of Providence, 

And Imrstiiig their coniinement ; though fast barr’d 
By laws divine aiul Imman ; guarded strong 
With horrors doubled to dofeml the pas>, 

Hie blackest, Nature, or dire (-uilt, can raise; 43i) 
And moated round with fathoml(^ss destruction. 

Sure to receive, and whelm them in tlunr fall. 

Such, Britons! is the cause, to you unknown. 

Or worse, o’erlookM ; o’erlookM hy magistrates, 

Tims criminals themselves. 1 grant the deed 
Is madness; hut the madness of the heart. 

And what is that? Our utmost iiound of guilt. 

A s(‘nsual unreflecting life is big 
With inoiistrous births, and Suicide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. '^Phe bold to brei^k 400 
lleav’n’s law supreme, and desjierately rush 
riirough sacred Nature’s nuinler, on their own. 
Because they never think of Death, they die. 

Tis equally Man’s duty, glory, gain, 

At once to sluni, and meditate, his end. 

4, O 


495 




THE COMPLAINT. 


122 


fVe bhedy toe tremble; wefmrget^ we emile* 





When by the bed of langnishment we sit 
(The seat of wisdom! if our choice, not fate,) 

Or o’er our dying friends in anguish hang. 

Wipe the cold dew, or stay the sinking head, 

]\ umber their moments, and, in ev’ry clock, 500 

Start at the voice of an eternity; 

See the dim lamp of life just feebly lift 
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze. 

Then sink again, and quiver into death. 

That most pathetic herald of our own ; 505 

How read we such sad scenes J As sent to Man 
In perfect vengeance? JNo; in ])ity sent. 

To melt him down like wax, and then impress, 
Imlelihle, Death’s image on his heart ; 
lilceding for others, trembling for himself. 510 

We bloc'd, w e tremble ; we forget, we smile. 

The iniiul turns fool, before the cheek is dry. 

Our quick-returning folly cancels all ; 

As the tide rushing razes what is w'rit 
In yielding sands, and smooths the letter’d shore. 515 
Lokknzo! hast thou ever weigh’d a sigh? 

Or study’d the philosophy of tears? 

(A science yet unlectur’d in our schools !) 

Hast thou descended deep into the breast. 

And seen their source? If not, <lescend with me, 520 
And trace these briny riv’lets to their springs. 

Our fiin’ral tears from diff’rent causes rise. 

As if from sep’rate cisterns in the soul. 

Of various kinds, they flow. From tender hearts, 
lly soft cantagion call’d, some burst at once, 525 
And stream obsequious to the lea<ling eye. 

Some ask more time, by curious art distill’d. 

Some hearts in secret hard, unapt to melt. 

Struck by the magic of the public eye. 

Like Moses’ smitten rock, gush out amain. 530 

Some weep to share the fame of the deceas’d. 

So high in merit, and to them so dear. 

'I’hey dwell on praises, which they think they share; 
And thus, without a blush, commend themselves. 
Some mourn in proof that something they could love; 
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Some weep in eamesi, and yet weep in tain* 


They weep not to relieve their grief, hut shew. 536 
Some weep in perfect justice to the dead, 

As conscious ail their love is in arrear. 

Some mischievously weep, not unappriz’d. 

Tears, sometimes, aid the conquest of an eye. 540 
With what address the soft Ephesians drew 
Tl)eir sahle net-work o’er entangled hearts ! 

As seen through crystal, how their roses glow. 

While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek ! 

Of her’s not prouder Egypt’s wanton queen, 545 
Carousing gems, herselJ' dissolv’d in love. 

Some weep at death, abstracted from the dea<i. 

And celebrate, tike Charles, their own decease. 

By kind construction some are <leem’d to weep. 
Because a decent vail conceals their joy. 550 

Some weep in earnest, and yet weep in vain ; 

As deep in indiscretion, us in woe. 

Passion, blind Passion, impotentiy pours 
Tears, that deserve more tears; while Reason sleeps; 
Or gazes, like an ideot, unconcern’d ; 555 

Nor comprehends the meaning of the storm ; 

Knows not it speaks to her, and her alone. 

Irrationals all sorrow are heueatl). 

That noble gift ! that privilege of Man ! 

From Sorrow’s pang, the birth of endless joy. 560 

But these are barren of that birth divine : 

They weep impetuous, as the summer storm, 

And full as short! The cruel grief soon tam’d, 

They make a pastime of the stiugless tale ; 

Far as the deep-resoundiug knell, they spread 565 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 

No grain of wisdom pays them for their woe. 

Half-round the globe, the tears puinpt up by Death 
Are spent in wat’ring vanities of life ; 

In making Folly, tlourish still more fair. 570 

When the sick soul, her wonted stay withdrawn. 
Reclines on earth, and sorrows in the dust ; 

Instead of learning, there, her true support. 

Though there thrown down her true support to learn. 
Without Heav’n’s aid impatient to be blest, 675 
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Otd worn-out rice sets dou*n for virtue fair. 


Slic criiwls to the next ^hrub, or bramble vile, 

Though from the stately cedar’s arms she fell: 

"VVitli slab; forsworn embraces, clings anew, 

'Die stranger weds, and blossoms, as before. 

In all the fruitless fo}>))eri*‘s of Life: 580 

Presents her weed, well-fancy’<l, at the ball. 

And ralih's for the death’s-head on the ring. 

.So \vej»( Aurelia, till the destin’d Youth 
Sl(;j)t in, witli his receipt for making smiles, 

Ainl bhuieliing sables into bridal bloom, 585 

So wept Louf.nzo fair Clarissa's fiite; 

Wliog-ive tliiit angel boy on whom he doats ; 

And (iy'd to give him, orphan’d in his birth! 

]\ot such, iNakcissa, my distress for thee. 

I'll make an altar of thy sacred tomb, 590 

'I’o sa<-rirue to Wisdom. — What wast thou? 

“ lOun::-, gay, and fortunate!” Each yields a theme. 
J’ll <!\\( li on each, to slum thought more severe; 
(Ile.n'n i,n(»vvs I labour with severer still !) 
jj’ll dwell on each, and quite exhaust thy death. 595 
A soul williout rellection, like a pile 
Witboul inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

Ami first, thy youth. What says it to grey hairs? 
jSaiuissa, I'm become thy pupil now — 

Early, Ini ;!tt, transient, chaste, as morning dew, 600 
fc>he sparkled, was exhal’d, and went to Heav’u. 

’J’ime on tl'.is hea<l has snow’<l ; yet still ’tis bonie 
Aloft; nor thinks but on another's grave. 

(Jo\er'(i with shame 1 speak it. Age severe 

Old woni-ont vice sets dow'ii for virtue fair; 605 

With grm eless gravity chastising youth, 

'riiat yoiith chastis’d surpassing in a fault, 

J’atlicr of ail, forgetfulness of death : 

As if, like objects pressing on the sight, 

Deatli h ;i(i a(l\anc’d too near us to be seen: 610 

Or, that life's loan Time ripen’«l into right; 

Ami Alen might plead prescription from their grave; 
.Death h‘ss, from repetition of reprieve. 

Deathless? far from it! such are dwid already; 

Their hearts are bury’d, and the world’s the grave. 
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Though grey our headsy nur thoughts and ainut are green. 


Tell me, some god ! my giiurdian angel ! tell, 616 
What thus infatuates? what enchantment plants 
The phantom of an age ’twixt ns and Death 
Already at the door? He knocks, we hear him, 

And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 620 
Our niitonch’d hearts? What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thousand quivers 
Is daily darted, and is daily shunn’d ? 

We stand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around us falling; wounded oft ourselves; 625 

Though bleeding with our wounds, imniorial still! 

We see Time’s furrows on another’s brow. 

And Death intrench’d, preparing his assault; 

How few themselves in that just mirror see! 

Or, seeing, draw their inferem^e as strong! 630 

Then; death is certain; doubtful here: He must, 

And so we may, within an age, expire. 

'riio’ grey our heads, our thoughts and aims arc green ; 
Like damag’d chunks, whose hand and bell dissent. 
Folly sings six, while Aature points at twelve.' | 635 
Absurd longevity ! More, more, it cries : 

More life, more wealth, more trash of ev’ry kind. 

And wherefore mad f<»r more, when relish fails? 
Object and A|>])etite must club for joy ; 

Shall Folly labour hard to mend the bow% 640 

Baubles, 1 mean, that strike ns from without, 

While ISature is relaxing ev’ry string? 

Ask Thought for joy ; grow rich, and hoard w'ithin. ) 
Think you the soul, when this life’s rattles cease, 

Has nothing of more manly to succeed ? 645 

Contract the taste immortal; learn cv’n now 
To relish what alone subsists hereafter. 

Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 

Of age the glory is, to wish to <lie. 

That wish is praise and projnise; it applauds 656 
Bast life, and promises our future bliss. 

What weakness see not children in their sires? 

Grand cliniacterical absurdities! 

Grey -hair’d authority, to faults of youth, 

How shocking! It makes folly thrice a fool ; 


655 
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The thouglU of death alone, thifear destroys. 

And oiiv first childhood might our last despise. 

Peace and esteem is all that age can hope. 

Nothing but Wisdom gives the first; the last. 

Nothing, but the repute of being wise. 

Folly burs both; our age is quite undone. 660 

What folly cun be ranker? Jiike our shadows, 

Our wishes longtiicn as our sun declines. 

No wish slionhi loiter, then, this side the grave. 

Our hearts should leave the world, before the knell 
Calls for oiir carc^ases to mend the soil. 665 

linough to live in tempest, die in port ; 

Age should Hy concourse, cover in retreat 
Defects of judgment, and the will subdue; 

Walk thouglitfid on the silent solemn shore 
Of that vast ocean it must sail so soon; 670 

And put good works on board ; ami wait the wind 
That shortly blows us into worlds unknown: 

It unconsider’tl too, a dreadful scene! 

All should he prophets to themselves; foresee 
Their future fate; their future fate foretaste; 675 
This art uould uasto the bitterness of <leath. 

The thought of death alone, the fear destroys. 

A tlisidli'ftion to that precious thought 
Is mon: than midnight darkness on the soul. 

Which sleeps beneath it, on a precipice 680 

I'lifl’d off by the first blast, and lost for ever. 

J>o.st ask, Loue.nzo, why so warmlv prest. 

By re, )eiitK)M hammer’d on thine ear, 

The tliougrilof Death? That thought is the machine. 
The grand machine, that heaves us from the dust, 085 
Ami rears us into men. That thought ply’d home, 

W ill stKui reduce the ghastly precij)ice 
O’er-iiauging hell, will soften the descent, 

Ajid g'< lilly slope our passage to the grave: 

How warmly to be wish’d! W'hat heart of flesh 690 
W ould trifle with tremendous? flare extremes? 

Yawn o’er the fate of infinite? What hand. 

Beyond the l>lackest brand of censure bold 
(To s})eak a language too well known to thee,) 

Would at a moment give its all to chance, • -695 
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Our birth is nothing hut our death begun. 

Ami stamp the die for an eternity? 

Aid me, NAkcissa ! aid me to keep pace 
With destiny ; and ere her soissars cut 
My thread of life, to brt ak tliis tougher tlircad 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 700 

Sting thou my slnmh’ring ll<‘asou to send forth 
A thought of observation on the foe; 

To sally, dnd survey tli<; rapid march 
Of his ten thousand messengers to man; 

Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them all. 705 

All accident apart, by iNatnre sign’d, 

jMy warrant is gone out, though dormant }"et; 

Perhaps behind one nminent lurks my fate. 

iVlnst I then forward only look for Death? 
Backward I turn mine eye, and fmd him there. 710 
Man is a self-survivor ev’ry year. 

Man, like a stream, is in perpetual flow. 

Death’s a <lesf r«»yiT of <pn'tidian prey. 

My youth, my nooii-thh', his; my yesterday ; 

The bold invader sliares the present hour. 715 

Jiach moiiU'nt on the former shuts the grave. 

While Man is growing, life is in decrease; 

And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 

Our birth is nothing hut our death begun ; 

As tapers waste that instant they take lire. / 720 

Shall we then fear, lest that should come to pass, 
Whidi comes to pass each moment of our lives? 

If fear we must, let that death turn us pale. 

Which murders strength asnl ardour; what remains 
‘Should rather call on Death, than dread his call. 725 
Ve partners of my fault, ami my decline! 

Thoughtless of <leath, but when your neighbour’s knell 
(Unde visitant!) knocks hard at your dull sense. 

And with its thunder scarce obtains )'Our ear! 

lie death your theme in every place and hour; 730 

Mor longer want, ye monumental sires! 

A brother tomb to tell you, you shall die. 

That Death you, dread (so great is Nature’s skill!) 
Know, you shall court, before you shall enjoy. 

But you are learn’d ; in volumes, deep you sit; 735 
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That life is which answers life's f(reat end. 


In MisHoin, shallow: Pompous ignorance! 

ould you he still more h arucd than the learn’d? 
Learn well to know how uiueh need not be known, 
And what that kuowUulge, which impairs your sense, 
Ouriiee<irul knowledge, like our needful food, 740 
Uuhe«!g\l, lies open in life’s common field ; 

Ami bids all welcome to the vital feast. 

I'lOi scorn what lies before you in the page 
Of iNature and iixpi'rieuce, moral truth! 745 

Of indispensable, eternal fruit! 

Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turns to gods; 

And dive in science for distinguish’d names, 

Oislionest fomentation of your pride; 

Sinking in virtiu‘, as you rise in fame. 

Your h'ariiing, likt! the lunar beam, affords 750 

Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevout, 

Frozen at heart, whih* s|)cculation shines. 

Awake, ye curious indagalors ! fond 
Of knowing all, but what avails you, known; 

If you would learn Death’s chara«:ter, attend. 755 
All casts of conduct, all d<‘gr<‘es of heallii. 

All dies of fortune, and all dates id age, 

Together shook in liis impartial urn. 

Come forth at ramloin : t.;!’, if choice is made. 

The choice is ijiiile sarcasiic, and insults 700 

All Imld conjecture and fond hopes of Man. 

Whait countless multitudes not only leave. 

But deeply disappoint us, by their lieaths! 

Tlioig;h great our sorrow, greater our surprise. 

Like other l;, rants. Death delights to smite, 705 

Wha: smitten, most proclaims the pride of povv’r. 

And arbitrary noil, llis joy supreme. 

To bid the wretch survive the fortunate; 

The feeble wrap th’ athhaic in his shroud ; 

And weeping fathers build their children’s tomb; 770 
Medline, jNarcissa! — What though short thy date? 
Virtue, not rolling suns, the mind matures. 

That life is long, which answers life’s great end. 

The time that bears no fruit, deserves no name ; 

The wan of wisdom is the man of years. 775 
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A blase hetokt^ts brevity of life- 

in lioarv vouth Mcthnsaleins inav (He; 

<) liow iniKclated on thoir flatt’rin^ tombs! 

Naucissa’s youth has lectur'd me thus far. 

And ran her g'.iity give counsel too ? 

That, like the Jews’ fam’d oracle of gems, 7(J0 

Sparkles instruction ; such as ilirows new light, 

And opens more the character of Death, 

111 known to thee, Lorknzo! this thy vaunt : 

Clive Death his due, the wretched and the old ; 

Ev’ji let him sweep his rubbish to the grave ; 78o 

f jct him not violate kind jVatiire’s laws. 

Hut own Mail born to live as well as die.” 

Wretched and ohl thou giv’st him; young and gay 
He takes ; and plunder is a tyrant’s joy. 

What if I prove, “ The farthest from the fear, 790 
Are often nearest to the stroke of fate?” 

All, uu)r<! than common, menaces an end. 

A blaze Ixdokens brevity of life: 

As if bright embers should emit a flame, 

Glad spirits sparkled from Nakcissa’s eye, 7.05 

And made youth youngi r, and taught life to live. 

As Nature’s opposites wage eiulless war, 

For this ofl'eiice, as (nnison to the <leep 
Inviolable stupor of his reign. 

Where Lust, and turbulent Ambition, sleep, OOO 
Death took swift vengeance. As he life detests. 

More life is still more odious; ami, reduc’d 
Hy compiest, aggrandize.s more his pow’r. 

Hut wherefore aggrandiz’d? Hy Iloav’n’s decree, 

To [ilant the soul on her eternal guard,' 005 

Tn awful expectation of our end. 

Thus runs Death's dread commission; “ Strike, but so. 
As most alarms the living by the dead.” 

Hence stratagem delights him, and surprise. 

And cruel sport with Man'.s securities. 810 

Not simple <Mm«|uest, triumph is his aim ; 

And, where least fear’d, there conquest triumphs most: 
This proves my bold assertion not too bold. 

W'hat are his arts to lay our fears asleep? 

Tiberian arts his purposes wrap up 

4 . p 
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Death would have entered ; Nature push'd him hack* 


In deep dissimulation’s darkest night. 

Like princes unconfest in fi»reign courts. 

Who travel under cover, Dcatli assumes 

The name and look of Life, aiid dwells among us. 

He takes all shapcis that serve Ins black designs : 820 

Though master of a wider empire far 

Than that, o\;r which the Roman eagle flew;. 

Like Nero, he’s a tiddler, charioteer. 

Or drives his phaeton, in female guise ; 

Quite unsuspected, till, the wheel beneath, 825 

His tlisarray’d oblation he devours. 

Ho niOvSt affects the Ibrnis least like himself, 

His slender self. Hence burly corpulence 
Is his familiar wear, and sleek disguise. 

Behind the rosy bloom he loves to lurk, 830 

Or audjush in a smile; or wanton dive 
In dimjdos d(!ep; love’s eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and sink them in despair. 

Such, on Narcissa’s couch, he loiter’d long 
Unknown; and, when detectetl, still was seen 835 
To smile; such peace has Innocence in death! 

Most happy they, whom least his arts deceive. 

One e} c on Death, and one full fix’d on Heav’n, 
Becomes a mortal and immortal Man. 

Long on his wih's a. jiiqn’d and jealous spy, 840 

I’ve seen, or dreamt I saw, the tyrant dress ; 

Lay by his horrors, and put on his smiles. 

Say, muse, for thou remember’st, call it back. 

And shew' Lorenzo the surprising scene; 

If ’twas a dream, his genius can explain. 845 

’Twas in a circle of tin; gay I stood. 

Death would have enter’d; Nature push’d him back: 
Supported by a doctor of renow n. 

His point he gain’d. Then artfully dismist 

The sage ; for Death design’d to be conceal’d. 850 

He gave an old vivacious usurer 

His meagre aspect, and his naked bones ; 

In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 

A pamper’d spendthrift; whose fantastic air, 
Well-fashion’d figure, and cockaded brow, 855 
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Deatk Irfuda in [Hi'U>iitrt*s /mdsteps round the world* 


: (,<Hjk in chaiig«, and iindernoath the pride 
Of costly linen lack’d lii<! filthy sliroud. 

His crooked how ho sirailon'd to a cane; 

And hid his ileadl}'^ shafts in .M \ ra's eye. 

The ilroadftd inasipKirador, tlios etpiipt, 860 

Ont-sallies on advmtnvos. Ask vein ^^hL•rer 
Where i,s he not ? h’or his peiMiliar haunts, 
liCt this suffice; sure as uiaht ft>lio\vs <!ay. 

Death treatls in Pleasure’s footsteps round the worhl. 
When Pleasure treads the paths nhieli Reason shuns. 
When, aijainst Jteasoii,* Hint shuts the door, 866 

And (iaicty supplies the place of Sense, 

Then, foremost at the l>an(|uet, and the hall. 

Death leails the dance, or stamps the <!ea<lly <lie; 

IVor ever fails the midnight howl to crown. 870 

Gaily carousing to his gay compeers. 

Inly lie laughs, to see them laugh at him. 

As ahsent far; And wlieii tlnr r<‘vel hums, 

Wlien fear is hanish’d, and trium'phant tlKiUght, 

Calling for all the jo) s hiaicath the moon, 875 

Against him turns tin; kev, and bids him sup 
With their progenitors — lie ilrops his mask; 

Frowns out at full; th<‘V start, ilespair, expire. 

Scarce with move sudtleu terror and surprise. 

From his black mask of nitre, touch’d by lire, 880 
He hursts, expands, roars, hla/i's, and devours. 

And is not this triumphant Iri-.urherv, 

And more tlian simple compiot, in tin; fiend? 

And now, liORn:.N>co, dost thou uraji thy soul 
In soft security, because unknown 885 

Which moment is commission’d to destroy? 

In Death’s uncertainty thj ilanger lies. 

Is Death uncertain? A'lierefore thou be fixt; 

Fixt as a centinei, all eye, all ear. 

All expectation of the coming foe. 890 

Rouse, stand in anus, nor lean against thy spear ; 

Lest slumber steal one moment o’er thy soul, 

And fate surprise thee nodding. Watch, be strong ; 
Thus give each day the merit, and renown, 

Of dy'ing well ; though doom’d but once to die. 895 
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O how porientom is prosperity ! 

N(ir 1(1 Life’s period hidden (as from most) 
i{id(r too from thee the precious use of life. 

l;iiirlv, not sudden, was Narcissa’s fate. 

Soon, not surprising', Deatli his visit paid. 

Her tlion<;ht went forth to meet him on his \va 5 % 900 
Nor (.taiety f<>rj;'ol it was to die 
I houu,h I'ortune too, (onr tliird and final theme,) 

As an aceoiuplice, play’d lier jiiaudy plunuts. 

And ev’rv uliit'rinir u'evviiaw, on her sijrht, 
l o t!:tz>;h', and del>aueh it from its mark. 905 

Dealls’s ilrea(‘iful advent is the* mark of Man; 

And ex’ry thoi!j>ht that misses it is blind. 

I'oi iiii'.e, with Youth and (jaidy, conspir’d 
j'o w('a',e a triple wreath of happiness 
'If happiness (>n earth) lo crown her brow. 910 

Atid could Deatli charfj;o through such a siiininf^ shiehP 
'i lial siiiniiii;- shield invites the tyrant’s spear, 

As it' K, damp onr elevated aims. 

And stid!i“iy ]>reach humility lo M-an. 

() how poi I'. ntons is prosperity ! 915 

liow. coinet-iike, it threatens, while it shines! 

I’t w }ear> but yiehl ns proof of Death’s ambition, 

'J'o euil bis victims from the fairest fold. 

And sin alh his siiid’ts in all the pride of life. 

V. iieii liooiied v\ith abundance, |>nrpled o’er 920 
"With recent honours, bloom’d with ev'ry bliss, 
iSel nji in ostentation, niatle the gaze, 

’^I'he gaudy centre, of the public eye, 

AVh( li Fortune thus has toss’d her child in air, 
8natch'(i In, in the covert of an humble state, 925 
l)ow often have 1 seen him dropt at once. 

Our morning’s envy, and our ev’ning’s sigh ! 

As if Iht i.ounties were the signal giv’n, 

'I’he lio\dry wreath to mark the sacrifice. 

And call Di'ath's arrows on the destin’d prey. 930 
High h'ortnne seems in cruel league with Fate. 

Ask jon for what? To give his war on Man 
'\ he deeper dread, and more illustrious spoil; 

Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 

And burns Lorenzo still for the sublime 


935 
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Gitlfl p'lUfers most, lu/ure Virtne shinat • *noir. 


Of Life? to hanj;; his airy nest on hij;li. 

On the slight timber of the topmost bmigh. 

Rock’d at each breeze, and menacing a fall? 

Granting grim Death at eijnal distance there; 

Yet Peace begins jnst where Ambition ends. 940 
What makes Man \vretche<l ? Happiness <leny’d? 
Lorenzo! no: ’Tis ljaj>pines.s disdain’d. 

She comes too in<‘anly drest to win our smile ; 

And calls herself Content, a homely name! 

Our flame is Transport, and ( Jontent our scorn. 045 
Ambition turns, and shuts the door against her. 

And weds a Toil, a Tempest, in her stead; 

A Tempest to warm Transport near akin. 

Unknowing what our mortal state admits. 

Life’s modest joys w'e ruin, while we raise ; 

And all our t^cstacies are wounds to peace: 

Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And since thy peace is dear, ambitious youth ! 

Of fortune fond, as thoughtless of thy fate! 

As late i drew Death’s picture, to stir up 955 

Thy Avholesoine fears; now, drawn in contrast, see 
Gay Fortune’s, thy vain hopes to reprimand. 

See, high in air, the sportive goddess hangs, 

Uidot:ks her casket, spreads her glitt’ring ware, 

And calls the gidily winds to puff abroad 909 

Her random bounties o’er the gaping throng. 

All rush rapacious; friends o’er trodden friends, 

Sons o’er their fathers, subjects o’er their kings. 
Priests o’er their gods, and lovers o’er the fair, 

(Still more ador’d,) to snatch the golden show’r. 

Gold glitters most, where Virtue shines no more-;- 
As stars from absent suns have leave to shiiu!. 

O what a precious pack of votaries, 

Unkennell’d from the prisons, and the stews. 

Pour in, all op’ning in their idol's praise ! 970 

All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand. 

And, wide expanding their voracious jaws. 

Morsel on morsel swallow down unchew’d. 

Untasted, through mad appetite for more ; 

Gorg’d to the throat, yet lean and rav’nous still. 
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Groan tmiler yet t^eep for u'ant of bread. 

Sagacious all, to trace the .smallest game, 

Arid hold to seize the gi'eate.st. If (blest chance!) 
Cbiirl-zi’iihyrs sweetly breathe, they launch, they fly, 
O’er just, o’er sacred, all-forbi<ldeii ground, 

Drunk \\ith llu? burning scent of place or pow’r, 980 
Staunch to the foot of lueri', till they die. 

Or, if for Men you take them, as 1 mark 
Their niaimers, thou their various fates survey. 

With aim luis-iueasur'd, and impetuous speeii. 

Some ilartiiig, strike tiu'ir aiulont wish farotf, 983 
Through fury to pos.sess it: Some succeed. 

Hut stundih^, and let fill the taken prize; 

Trom .some, by smhien blasts, ’tis whirl’d away, 

And lodg'd in bosoms tliat ne’er d ream’d of gain; 

To somtr it Slicks so close, that, when torn off, 990 
Torn is the man, and mortal is the wound. 

Some, o’er-en;imoui'’il of their bags, run macT, \ 
ttroan under gold, yet weep for want of bread.^‘ 
Together some (unhappy rivtds!) seize. 

And rend alnindance into po; erty ; 99o 

liOud croaks the raven of the law, uiul smiles : 

Smih's loo tiie gothless : but satiili s most at those, 
(Just \ ietinis of exorbitant desire!) 

Who perish at their own reijaest, and wiielm’d 
Hcm'ath her load of lavisii grants, expire. 1000 

Fortune is famous for her numbers slain. 

The number .small, which happiness can bi-ar. 

Though various for a while their fates; at last 
One curse involves them all: At Death’s approach. 
All read their riches backward info loss, 100.3 

And mourn in just proportion to their store. • 

And Death’s approach (if orthodox my song) 

Is hasten’d by the lure of Fortune’s smiles. 

And art thou still a glutton of bright gold? 

And art thou 'still rapacious of thy ruin? 1010 

Death loves a siiining mark, a signal blow ; 

A blow', which, while it executes, alarms; 

And startle.s; thousands with a single fall. 

As when sgdne stately growth of oak, or pine, 
WbielKiitfffs alott, aiul proudly siireads her shade. 
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So break those ^ lilt'ring shadowsy human joysm 

The suu’s defiajice, and the Hocks’ defence; 1016 
By the strong strokes of lah’ring hinds subdu’d, 

Loiid groans her last, an<l, rushing from her height,* 

In cuinb’rous ruin, thunders to the ground ; 

The conscious forest trembles at the shock, 1020 
And hill, and stream, and distant <lale, resound. 

’J'hese high-aim’d darts of Death, and these alone. 
Should r collect, iny quiver would be full. 

A quiver, which, suspended in mid air. 

Or near lleav’u's Arcln'r, in the /.udiac, hung, 1025 
(So could it he.) should. draw the public eye, 

The gaze and contemplation of mankind ! 

A constellation awtui, yet benign, 

’^I’o guide the gay through life’s tenq>estuous wave, 
i\or suffer them to strike the c^unmon rock; 1030 
“ rrom greate r danger to grow more secure, 

And, wra|)t in liappiii 'ss, forget their fate.” 

Lysander, happy past the common lot, 
as warn’d of danger, but too gay to fear. 

Ho woo’d the fair Aspasia: Slue was kind; 1035 
In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were blest: 
All wlu* knew', euvy’d ; yet in envy lov’d; 

(km fancy form mon; finish’d happiness? 

I’ixt was the nuptial hour. Her stately dome 
Bose on thi! sounding beach. The glitt’ring spires 
Float in the w au‘, and break against the shore; 1041 
So break those giilt’ring shadows, human joys. 

The faithless morning smil’il : lie takes his leave, 

'I'o re-embrace in I'cstacics, at eve. 

The rising storm forbids. The news arrives: 1045 

Untold, she saw it in luT servant’s eye. 

She felt it seen, (her heart was apt to feel;) 

And, d rown'd, without the furious ocean’s aid. 

In suffocating sorrows, shares his tomb. 

IN’ow, round the sumptuous bridal monument, 1050 
The guilt V billows innocentiv roar; 

Anil llio ynilor drops a tear. 

A tuHi ! Can trars snflico? — IJnt not for me. 

How vain our ellorts ! and our arts, how vain! 
die distant train uf thought 1 took, to shun, 


1055 
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Has thrown me on iny fate — these tly’cl together ; 
Happy in ruin ! ninlivorc’d by Death ! 

Or ne’er to meet, or ne’er to part, is peace — 
Narcissa! pity bleeds at thought of tliee. 

Yet thou wast only near me; not myself. 1060 

Survive myself? — ^'J’hat eiiws all other woe. 

Narcissa live.s ; Philander is forgot. 

O tlie soft eomuK'rei!? O the tender ties, 

Close-twiste-d with the tibre.s of the heart! 

Which, broken, bn'ak them; and drain oil' the soul 
Of human joy; ami make it ]Miin to live — 1060 

And is it then to live? When such friends part, 

’'I’is the survivor dies — My heart! no more. 


NIGHT THE FIFTH 

SoMK — for pity’s sake, we name them tiot — have 
very ignorantly objected to this inimitable writer, a 
want of order and method. 'I'o which it might be 
replied, “ that irregularity and want of method are 
supportable in men of great h'arning and genius; who 
are often loo full, to be critically exact; and therefore 
choose to throw down th<ar pearls in heaps before the 
reader, rather tlum be at the pains of .stringing them.'’ 

Such an apology, however, is (piite superHuous. 
For, as m<‘thod is of great advantage to a work, l)0lh 
in respect to the writer and reader, it is with i)leasure 
we can discover it, though very ingeniously concealed, 
in this. If it be not perceived, it must be ascribed to 
the careles.sness of the observer, not to the confu.sion 
of the Authoi*. 

The various subjects here arranged, and di.scussed, 
are, “The importance of contemplating the tomb: 
suicide; the different kinds of grief; the faults of age; 
and Death’s drea<l character.” 

V. 6, &c. “ 1 grant the Muse 

Has often blush’d at her degenerate son.s 
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^otes to Niffht the Fifth, 

Too many poets have exiiausted all the wit, elo- 
quence, aiul graces, they were masters of, to gloss 
over such vices ami crimes in the most bcwitcking 
colours, as must have fallen into general contempt, 
had they not been set off with the ornaments they 
supplied as a cover to their <leforiuity and shame. 

This is the foundation of the just reproaches, which 
the wise men among tlie lieath«-“n have thrown upon 
the poets. 'J'ully himself complains of Homer in par- 
ticular, that he has ascribed tin; frailties of men to the 
gods, instead of giving jtlie virtues of the gods to men. 
And it was upon this motive, that Plato banished the 
poets his republic. 

V. 49. “ The flowers of eloquence, profusely pour’d 
spottevl vice, lill half the letter’ll world.” 

“ What then are they, whose proud conceits 
.Superior wisdom boast? 

Wretches, who tight their own belief. 

And labour to Im* lost! 

Strict their devotion to the wrong. 

Though tempted by no pri/.e ; 

Hard their commandments and their creed, 

A magazine of lies. 

From Fawcy’*' forge : (jay 7'Wcy smiles 
At Iteason plain and cool ; 

Fancy, whose curious trade it is 
To make the linest fool.” 

V. 79. “In melancholy (lipp'd, embrowns, the whole.” 

“ Thus o’er the twilight grines, and dusky caves, 
Long-soimding aisles, and inlermingling graves. 
Black Melancholy sits, and round her throw's 
A death-like silence, and a dread repose : 

Her gloomy presenc'c saddens all the scenej 
Shades every flower, and darkens every green; 
Deepens the murmurs of the falling floods. 

And breathes a browner horror on the woods.”" 

Pope. 

V. 97, &c. “ O thon, bless’d Spirit!” &c; — If any 
thing can give real dignity to human nature, in its 

5. Q 
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present low estate, it is this pious elevation of the soul, 
from dust and earth, to God and heavenly things. 

V. 164, 165. “ Tlje world’s a school 

Of wrong, — and what proficients swarm around!” 

“ Have angels siim’d? and shall not man beware? 
How shall a son of earth decline the snare? 

Not folded arms, and slackness of the mind. 

Can promise for tlie safetj' of mankind. 

' None are supinely good ; Through care and pain. 
And various arts, the steep ascent we gain. 

j This is the scene of coml)a’t, not of rest; 

: Man’s is laborious ha{)piness at best. 

On this side death, his tiangers never cease, | 
His joys, are joys of conquest, not of peace.” I 

V. 22.3, &c, “ Dearly pays the soul 

For lodging ill,” &c. 

See this most piously ami pathetically lamented, by 
one of the most distinguished characters, celebrated iu 
the history of the world, iu Roni. vii. 

V. 253. “ Grief! more proficients in thy school are made 
Than Geniu.s, or proud Learning, e’er could boast.” 

“ Sweet are the uses of adversity. 

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 

Wqars yet a precious jewel in his head.” 

Shakespeare. 

V. 264, &c. “ And what says Genius?” &c. — ^There 
is nothing with which mankind are apt to be more 
fascinated than Genius: Forgetting, at the same time, 
that it is not genius, but the application of it, that con- 
stitutes its intrinsic worth, or otherwise. For, “ with 
the talents of an angel, a man may be a fool. If he 
judges amiss in the supreme point, judging right in all 
else but aggravates his folly ; as it shews him wrong, 
though blessed with a capacity of being right.” 

V. 442, See. “ O Britain! injamous for suicide! 

An island,” &c. 

“ Self-murder! name it hot-— our island’s shame. 

That makes her the reproach of neighb’ring states. 
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Notes to Si^ht the Fifth, 

Shall Nature, swervins? from her earliest dictate. 

Self-preservation, fall hy her own act? 

Forbid it, Heaven! — Dreadful attempt! 

Just reeking; from self-slaughter, in a rage 

To rush into the presence, of our Judge ! 

As if we chnlleng’d him to do his worst, 

And mutter’tl not his wrath ! Unheard-of tortures 

JMust^be reserv’d for such!” 

What then ought we to think of a celebrated philo- 
sopher, an liistoriau of our own times, who has con- 
signed his memory to deserved infamy, by a posthu- 
mous Cvssay in defence of suicide? Horrescorejereiis! 

V. 4C8, &c. “ Sink into slaves,’* k.c .^ — Does not the 
doctrine of malerialism give a Ivind of secondary sanc- 
tion to this brutal degeneracy ? 

V. 496, &c. “ When by the bed of languishment,” &c. 

“ Vt piclura poesis ." — If this is not painting to the 
life, what is? In descriptive poetry, not even Thomson 
himself has any thing saperhu- — to say nothing of its 
moral uses. 
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THE PREFACE. 

Few ages have been deeper in dispute about Reli> 
gion, than this. Tlie dispute about Religion, and the 
practice of it, seldom go together. The shorter, there- 
fore, the dispute, the better. I think it may be reduced 
to this single question — Is Man immortal, or. Is he not? 
If he is not, all our disputes are mere amusements, or 
trials of skill. In this case, Truth, Reason, Religion, 
•which give our discourses such pomp and solemnity, 
are (as will be shewn) more empty sounds, without 
any meaning in them. Rut if Man is immortal, it will 
behove him to be very serious about eternal conse- 
quences; or, in other words, to be truly religious. And 
this great fundamental truth, unestalilished, or una- 
wakened in the minds of men, is, I conceive, the real 
source and support of all our inlidelity ; how remote 
soever the particular objections advanced may seem 
to be from it. 

Sensible appearances atfcct most men much more 
than abstmet reasonings; and w’e daily see bodies drop 
around us, but the soul is invisible. The power which 
inclination has over the judgment, is greater than can 
be well conceived by tliose that have^mt had amex- 
perience of it; and of what numbers is it the sad in- 
terest, Uiat souls should not survive! The heathen 
world confessed, that they rather hoped, than hrmly 
belie”ed, inmiortality I and how many heathens have 
we still amongst us! The sacred page ass'ires us, that 
life and immortality are brought to light by the gospel: 
but by how many is tJie gospel rejected, or overlooked ! 
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Ptpface to Ni^ht the Sixth, 

From these considerations, an<l from my being, acci- 
dentally, privy to the sentiments of some particular 
persons, 1 have been long persuaded, that most, if liot 
all, our intidels (whalcver name they take, and what- 
ever scheme, for argument’s sake, and to keep them- 
selves in countenance, they patronize,) are supported 
in their deplorable error, by some doubt of their iin- 
inortality, at the bottom. And 1 am satisfied, that men 
once thoroughly convinccil of their immortality, are 
not far from being Christians. For it is hard to con- 
ceive, that a man fully t:onscious eternal pain or hap- 
piness will certainly be his lot, should not earnestly, 
and impartially, inquire after the surest means of 
escaping the one, ami securing the otlier : And of such 
an earnest and impartial inqtiiry, I well know the 
consequence. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this most fundamental 
truth, some plain arguments are otfered; arguments 
derived from principles which itihdels admit in com- 
mon with believers; arguments, which appear to me 
altogether irresistible; and such as, 1 am satisfied, will 
have great weight with all, who give themselves the 
small trouble of looking seriously into their own bo- 
.sonis, and of observing, with any tolerable degree of 
attention, what daily passes round about them in the 
world. If .some arguments shall, here, occur, which 
others have declined, they are submitted, with all 
deference, to better judgments in this, of all points, 
tlie most important. For, as to the being of a God, 
that is no longer <lisputcd ; but it is undisputed for this 
reason only, viz. Because, where the least pretence to 
reason is admitted, it must for ever be indisputable. 
And of consequence no man can be betrayed into a 
dispute of that nature by vanity, which has a principal 
share in animating our modern combatants against 
other articles of our belief. 
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Horn oft I ga^d^ prophoticaliy sad! 


THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

/,V TlfO PARTS. 


PART THE FJRST. 


CONTAINING THU NATUUE, PKOOF, AND IMPORTANCE, OF 
IMMORTALITV. 

She (for I know not yet her iiniiie in Hoav’n) 

Not early, like Narcissa, left the scene ; 

Nor sudden, like Philander. What avail ? 

This seeiniiig initij^ation hnt indanies ; 

This fancy’ll ined’ciiie heightens the disease. /> 

The longer known, the closer still she grew : 

And gradual parting is a gradual death. 

*Tis the grim tyrant’s engine, which extorts 
By tardy pressure’s still increasing weight, 

From hardest hearts, confession of distress. JO 

O the long, dark apfiroach, through years of pain. 
Death’s gall’ry ! (might 1 dare to call it so,) 

With dismal i)onbt, and sable Terror, hung; 

Sick Hope’s pale lamp, its only glinini’ring ray^ : 
-There Fate my melanclioly walk ordain’d, * 15 

Forbid Self-love itself to flatter there. 

How oft I gaz’d, prophetically sad ! 

How oft 1 saw her dead, w'hilc yet in .smiles ! 

In smiles she sunk her grief, to lessen niinf . 

She spoke me comfort, and increas’d my piiin. '20 
Like powerful armies trenching at a town. 

By slow, and silent, hut resistless sap. 

In his pale progress gently gaining ground. 

Death urg d his deadly siege ; in spite of art, 

Of all the balmy blessings Nature lends 25 

To succour frail humanity. Ye stars ! 
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(Not now first made familiar to my sight,) 

And thou, O Moon ! bear witness ; many a night 
He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 

Ty’d down my sore attention to the shock, 30 

By ceaseless dopre<lations on a life 
Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful post 
Of observation ! darker ev’ry hour! 

Less dread the day that drove me to the bi'ink, 

And pointed out eternity below ; 35 

When my soul shudtler’d at futurity ; 

W'hcn, on a moment’s pohit, th' important die 
Of life and death spun doubtful, ere it fell, 

And turn’il u|> Life; my title to more woe. 

But why more w'oe? More comfort let it be. 40 
•Nothing is dead, but that which* wish’d to die; 
Nothing is dead, but Wretchedness and Pain; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumber’d, gall’d, 

Block’d up the pass, and barr’d from real life. 

Wlnrre dwells that wish most ardent of the wise? 45 
’J'oo dark the sun to see it ; highest stars, 

'Boo low to reach it; Death, great Death alone. 

O’er stars and sun, triumphant, lands us there. 

Nor dreadful our transition ; though tire mind, 

An artist at creating self-alarmS, 50 

llich in expedients for inquietude. 

Is ]>rone to paint it drea<lfnl. Who can take 
Death’s portrait true ? The tyrant never sat. 

Our sketch all random strokes, conjecture all ; 

Close shuts the grave, nor tells one single tale. 55 
Death, and his image rising in the brain. 

Bear faint resemblance ; never are alike ; 

Pear shakes the pencil ; t’ancy loves excess ; 

Dark Ignorance is lavish of her shades ; 

And these the formidable picture draw. 60 

But grant the worst ; ’tis past ; new prospects rise ; 
And drop a vail eternal o’er her tomb. 

Par other views our contemplation claim; 

Views that o’erpay the rigours of our life ; 

Views that suspend our agonies in death? 63 

'Vrapt in the thought of Immortality, 
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. O that my stmg could emuUtle my soul ! 

. 

Wrapt in the s^ingle, the triuiiiphant thought! 

Long life might lapse, age unporceiv’d come on; 

And find the soul unsated with her theme. 

Its nature, proof, importance, fire my song. 70 

O that my song could cinulHte my soul ! 

Like her, immortal. No! — the soul disdains 
A msu’k so mean ; far nobler hope inflames ; 

If endless ages can outwtngli an hour. 

Let not the laurel, but the palm, inspire, 75 

Thy nature Immortality! who know.sr 
And yet who knows it notP'-lt is but life 
In stronger thread of brighter colour spmi. 

And spun for ever; dipt by cruel Fate 

Jn Stygian dye, how black, how brittle here! 80 

How siiort our corret^pondence with the sun ! 

And, whil(! it lasts, inglorious ! Our best <lecds. 

How wanting in their weight! Our highest joys, 

Small cordials to support ns in our pain. 

And give us strength to suffer. But how great 8o 
To mingle int’rests, converse, amities. 

With all the sons of Reason, scatter’d wide 
Through habitable space, where-ever born. 

Howe’er endow’<l ! to live free citizens 

Of universal Nature! to lay hold 90 

By more than feeble J’aitli on the Supreme ! 

To call Heav’n’s rich unfathomable mines 
(Mines, w'hich sn|)port archangels in their state,) 

Our own ! to rise in science, as in bliss. 

Initiate in the secrets of the skies I 95 

To read cn-atiou ; read its mighty plan 
In the bare bosom of the Deity ! 

The plan, and execution, to collate! 

To see, before each glance of piercing thought. 

All cloud, all shadow, blow n nMuote ; and leave 100 
No mystery — but that of love divine. 

Which lifts ns on the seraph’s flaming wing. 

From earth's Aceldama, tliis fiohl of blood. 

Of inward anguish, and of outward ill. 

From darkness, and from dust, to suclt a scene! 105 
Love’s clement ! true joys illustrious home! 
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Nor there be imdest, where thou shoMst be proud. 

From earth’s sad contrast (now deplor’d) more fair! 
What exquisite vicissitude of fete ! 

Blest absolution of our blackest hour ! 

Lorenzo, these are thoughts that make man, Man, 
The wise illumine, aggrandize the great. Ill 

How great (while yet we tread the kindred clod. 

And ev’ry moment fear to sink beneath 
The clod we tresul ; soon trodden by our sons,) 

How great, in the wild whirl of Time’s pursuits. 115 
To stop, and pause, involv’d in high presage. 

Through the long visto ctf a thousand years. 

To stand contemplating our distant selves, 

As in a magnifying mirror seen. 

Enlarg’d, ennobled, elevate, divine ! 120 

To prophesy our own futurities*! 

To gaze in tiiought on what all thought transcends I 
To talk, with fcllow-cantlidates, of joys 
As far beyond conception, as desert. 

Ourselves th’ astonish’d talkers, and the tale! 125 
Lorenzo, swells thy bosom at the thought ? 

The swell becomes thee; ’tis an honest pride. 

Revere thyself; — and yet thyself despise. 

His nature no man can o’er-rate ; and none 
Can under-rate his merit. Take good heed, 130 
Nor there be modest, where thou shouldst be proud ; 
That almost universal error shun. 

How just our pride, when we behold those heights! 
Not those Ambition paints in air, but those 
Reason points out, and ardent Virtue gains ; 135 

And angels emulate ; our pride how just ! 

When mount we? when these shackles cast? when quit 
This cell of the creation ? this small nest, 

Stuck in a corner of the universe, 

Wrapt up in deecy cloud, and fine*8pun air? 140 
Fine-spun to sense ; but gross and feculent 
To souls celestial ; souls ordain’d to breathe 
Ambrosial gales, and drink a purer sky ; 

Greatly triumphant on Time’s farther shore. 

Where Virtue reigns, enrich’d with full arrears ; 145 

While Pomp im{)erial begs an alms of Peace. 

5. R 
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In an eteniity ichat seines shall strike ! 

In empire high, or in proud science deep, 

Ye horn of earth! on what can you confer. 

With half Uio dignity, with half the gain, 

Tlie gust, the glow of rational delight, 150 

As on this theme, which angels praise and share? 
Man’s fates and favours are a theme in Ileav’n. 

What wrelchetl repetition <doj s us here ! 

What periodic potions for the sick! 

Distemper’d bodies, and disteinjjer’d minds! 155 
In an eternity what scenes shall strike! 

Adventures thicken! noveltiek surprise! 

AVhat wehs of wonder shall unravel there! 

AVhal full day pour on all the paths of Ileav’n, 

And light th’ Almiouty’s footsteps in the deep! 160 
How i-hall the blessed day of our discharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate, 

And straighten its inextricable maze ! 

If inextingnishahle thirst in Man 
To know; !»ow rich, how full, our banquet there! 165 
Then', not the moral world alone unfolds ; 

The world material, lately seen in shades. 

And, in those shades, by fragments only seen. 

And seen those fragments by the lab’ring eye, 

Unbrok< n, then, illustrious, and entire, 170 

Its ample sphere, its universal frame. 

In full dimensions, swells to the survey ; 

And enters, at one glance, the ravish’d sight. 

From some superior point (where, who can tell? 
Suffice it, ’tis a point where gods reside,) 175 

How shall the stranger Man’s illumin’d eye, 

Li the vast ocean of unbounded s[)ace. 

Behold an infinite of floating worlds 
Divide the crystal waves of ether pure. 

In endless voyagxj, without jiort? The least 180 

Of these disseminated orbs, how great ! 

Great as they are, what numbers these surpass, 

Huge, as Leviathan, to that small race, 

Tiiose twinkling multitudes of little life. 

He swallows unperceiv’d ! Stupendous these ! 185 

Yet what are these stupendous to the whole? 
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For sordid lucre ptmge we in the mire? 


As jiarticles, as atoms ill-perceiv’d; 

As circulatinR- globules in our veins ; 

So vast the plan ! Fecundity divine! 

Exub’rant Source! perhaps I wrong thee still. 190 
If admiration is a source of joj'. 

What transport hence ! Yet this the least in Hcav’n. 
What this to that illustrious robe He wears, 

Who tost this mass of wonders from his hand, 

A specimen, an earnest, of his pow’r ? 195 

’Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows, 

As the mead’s meanest rtow’ret to the sun, 

AVhicli gave it birth. But w'hat this sun of Heav’n ? 
This bliss supreme of the supremely blest? 

Death, only J)<.*ath, the tpiestijn can resolve. 200 
By death, cheap-lxuight ih’ Itleas of our joys ; 

The bare ideas! Solid happiness 
So distant from its shadow chas’d below\ 

And chase we still tlu^ phantom through the fire, 
O’er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death? 205 
And toil we still for sulrlmiary pay ? 

Defy the dangers of the fiel<l and flood. 

Or, spider-like, spin out our precious all. 

Our more than vitals spisi (if no regard 

To great futurity) in curious webs 210 

Of subtle thought, aiul ex«|uisite design; 

(Fine net-work of the brain!) to catch a fly ? 

The momentary buz of vain renown I 
A name! a mortal immortality! 

Or (meaner still!) instead of grasping air, 215 
For sordid lucre plunge we in the mire? 

Drudge, .sweat, through ev’ry shame, for ev’ry gain, 
For vile contaminating trash? throw up 
Our hope in ileav’n, or dignity with Man?^ 

And deify the dart, matur’d to gold! 220 

Ambition, Av’rice ; the two dasmons these. 

Which goad tlirough ev’ry slough our human herd, 
Hard-travell’d from the cradle to the grave. 

How low the wretches stoop! how steep they climb ! 
These daemons burn mankind ; but most possess 225 
Lorenzo’s bosom, and turn out the skies. 
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If prone in thought, mir stature is our shamt. 

Is it ill Time to hide Eternity? 

And why not in an atom on the shore 

To eover oeean ? or a mote, the sun ? 

filory and Wealth, have they this blinding' powV? 

Wliiit if to them 1 prove Eokknzo blind? 231 

Would it surprise thee? lie thou then siirprisM ; 

Thou neither knows’t: Their nature learn frpm me. 

Mark well, as foreign as these subjects seem, 

What close connexion ties them to my theme. 235 
First, what is true ambition? Tlio pursuit 
Of glory, nothing less than jVfen can share. 

Were they as vaiu as gaudy-minded Man, 

As llatulcnt with fumes of self-applause. 

Their arts and conquest animals might boast, 240 
And claim their laurel crowns, as well as we ; 

But not celestial. Here we stand alone ; 

As in our form, distinct, pre-eminent; 

If prone in thought, our stature is our shame; 

And Man should blush his forehead meets the skies. 
The visible and present are for brutes, 246 

A slender portion, and a narrow bound ! 

These Reason, with an energy divine, 

O’ericaps ; and claims the future and unseen! 

The vast unseen 1 the future fathomless! 250 

When the great soul buoys up to this high point. 
Leaving gross Nature’s sediments below. 

Then, aiul then only, Adam’s offspring ijuits 
The sage and hero of the lields and woods. 

Asserts his rank, and rises into man. 255 

This is ambition : '^I’liis is human lire. 

Can Parts or I’lacc (two bold pretenders !) make 
Lokenzo great, and pluck him from the throng? 

(jenitis and Art, AmbijLion's boasted wings. 

Our boast but ill deserve. A feeble aid ! 200 

Dcdalian engin’ry ! If these alone 
Assist our flight, Fame’s flight is Glory’s fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne’er so high. 

Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 

A celebrated wretch when I behold. 

When I behold a genius bright, and base, 
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If wrong our /tearta, our heads tare right in rain. 


Of tow’ring talents, and terrestrial aims ; 

Methinks I see, as thrown from her high sphere. 

The gloriotis fragments of a soul immortal, 

With rubbish mix’t, and glitt’ring in the dust 270 
Struck at the splendid melancholy siglit. 

At once Compassion soft, and Envy, rise. — 

J3ut wherefore Envy ? Talents angel-bright. 

If wanting worth, are shining instruments 

in false Ambition’s hand, to iinish faults 275 

Illustrious, and give infamy renown. 

Great ill is an achieveihent of great pow’rs. 

Plain Sense but rarely leads us far astray. 

Reason the means, Affections choose our end ; 

Means have no merit, if our end amiss. 280 

If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain : 

What is a Pelham’s head, to Pelham’s heart? 

Hearts are proprietors of all applause, 
flight ends, and means, make wisdom : Worldly-wise 
Is but half-witted, at its highest praise. 285 

Let Genius then despair to make thee great; 

Nor flatter Station : \\ liat is Station high ? 

'Tis a proud mendicant; it boasts, and begs; 

It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 

And oft the throng denies its charity. 200 

Monarchs, and ministers, are awful names: 

Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 

Religion, public order, both exact 
External homage, and a supple knee, 

To beings pompously set up, to serve 295 

The meanest slave ; all more is merit’s due, 

Her sacml and inviolable right ; 

Nor ever paid the Monarch, but the Man. . 

Our hearts ne’er bow but to .superior worth; i 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 300 

Fools, indeed, drop the Man in their account. 

And vote the mantle into majesty. 

Let the small savage boast his silver fur ; 

His royal robe unborrow’d, and unbought. 

His own, descending fairly from his sires: 

Shall Man be proud to wear his livery. 


305 
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Virtue alone oul~bniUis the pyramids . . 

And souls in ermine seorii a soul wilhont? 

Cjaii place or lessen us, or aggrandize? 

Pigmies are pigmies slill, though perch’d on Alps ; 
And pyramids are pyramids in vales. ,‘JIO 

Jiach man makes his own stature, builds himself : 
Virtue alone out-builds tlie pyramids; 

Her monuments shall last, when Egypt’s fall. 

Of these sure truths dost thou demand the cause? 
Tim cause is Uidg’d in Inimortality. 315 

Hear, and assent. '^I'hy bosom burns for pow’r; 

What station charms thee? Til instal thee there; 

’Tis thiiu!. And art thou greater than before? 

Then thou before wast something less than Man. 
Hastily now post betyay'd thee into pride? 320 

That troaidi’rous pride betrays thy dignity ; 

That pride defames humanity, and calls 
The being mean, which starts or strings canrai.se; 
That pride, like liooded hawks, in darkness soars, 
From bliinlness bold, and tow'ring to the skies. 325 
’Tis born of Ignorance, which knows not Man : 

An angel's secoiul ; nor his second, long. 

A Nero quitting his imperial throne. 

And courting glory from the tinkling string, 

Put faintly .shadows an immortal soul, 330 

With empire’s self, to pride, or rapture, fir’d. 

If nobler motives minister no cure, 

Ev’n Vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place : ’Tis more ; 

It makes the po.st stand candidate for thee ; 335 

Makes more than monarchs, makes an honest man ; 
Though no exchequer it commands, ’tis wealth; 

And though it wear no ribbanti, ’tis renown ; 

Itenown, that would not quit thee, though disgrac’d, 
Nor leave thee pendent on a master’s smile. .340 

Other ambition Nature interilicts ; 

Nature proclaims it most absurd in Man, 

By pointing at his origin, anti end ; 

Milk and a swathe, at first, his whole demand ; 

His w'hole domain, at last, a turf or stone; 345 

To whom, between, a world may seem too small. 
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The world, which cancels Naiure’s rijfkt and wronf;'. 

Souls truly great, dart forward on the wing 
Of just aiiibitioi), to the grand result, , 

The curtain’s fall ; there, see the bnskin’d chief 
Unshod behind this inonientary scene, 350 

Rednc’d to his own stature, low or high. 

As vice, or virtue, sinks him, or sublimes ; 

And laugh at this fantastic mummery. 

This antic prelude of grotescpie events, 

Where dwarfs are often stilted, and betray 365 

A littleness of smd by worlds o’er-ruii, 

And nations laid in blood. Dread sacrifice 
To Cliristian pride ! w'hich had with horror shock’d 
The darkest l^agans, ofler’d to their gods. 

O thou Most Ohristiau encm^ to peace ! 360 

Again in arms? again provoking talc? 

That princ(', and tliat alone, is truly great. 

Who draws the sword r<dn<diuit, gladly sheaths; 

On empire builds what empire far outwcighs^~\ 

And makes his throne a scatl'old to the skies.y^ 365 

Why this so rare? Because forgot of all 
The day of death ; that vmierable day. 

Which sits as jndgi; ; that day, which shall pronounce 
On all our days, alisolve them, or condemn. 

Lorenzo, never shut thy thought against it ; 370 

Be levees ne’er so full, atl'ord it room. 

And give it audience in the cabinet. 

That friend consulted, (flatteries apart,) 

Will tell thee fair, if thou art great or mean. 

To doat on aught may leave us, or be left, 375 
Is that ambition ? Then let flames descend. 

Point to the centre their inverted spires, 

And learn humiliation from a soul. 

Which boasts her lineage from celestial fire. 

Yet these are they the world iironounces wise ; 380 

The world, which cancels Nature’s right and wrong. 
And casts new wisdom : Ev’n the grave man lends 
His solemn face to countenance the coin. 

Wisdom for parts is madness for the whole. 

This stamps the paradox, and gives us leave 385 
To call the wisest weak, the richest poor. 
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At d^hrif grattp^ and sink in infamy. 

The most ambitious, imainbitioMS, mean; 

In triumph, mean ; and abject, on a throne. 

Nothing can make it less than mad in Man, 

To put forth all liis ardour, ail his art, 390 

And give his soul her full unliounded Hight, 

But reaching Him, who gave her wings to fly. 

When blind Ambition quite mistakes her road, 

And downward pores, for that which shines above. 
Substantial happiness, and true renown ; 395 

Then, like an idiot gazing on the brook. 

We leap at stars, and fasten in the mud ; 

At glory grasp, and sink in infamy. 

Ambition ! pow’rful source of good and ill ! 

Thy strength in Man, |ike length of wing in birds. 
When disengag’d from earth, witli greater ease, 401 
And swifter flight, transports us to the skies ; 

By toys entangled, or in guilt bemir’d. 

In turns a curse; it is our chain, and scourge, 

In. this dark dungeon, where confln’<l we lie, 405 
Close-grated by the sordid bars of Sense ; 

All prospect of eternity shut out; 

And, but for execution, ne’er set free. 

With error in ambition justly charg’d. 

Find we Lorenzo wiser in his wealth ? 410 

What if thy rental 1 reform ? and draw 
All inventory new to set thee right ? 

I Where, thy true treasure? (»old says, “ Not in me;” 
And, “ Not in me,” the di’mond. Cold is poor ; 
India’s insolvent: Seek it in thyself, 415 

Seek in thy naked self, and tind it there ; 

In being so descended, form’d, endow’d ; 

•Sky-born, sky-guidytl, sky-returning race! 

Brect, immortal, rational, divine! 

In senses, which inherit earth, and hcav’iis ; 420 

Enjoy the various riches Nature yields; 

Far nobler ; give the riches they enjoy ; 

Give taste to fruits, and harmony to groves ; 

1'heir radiant beams to gold, and gold’s bright sire : 
Take in, at once, the landscape of the world, 425 
At a small inlet, which a grain might close. 
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y\ij(l ItiiU’ create the wond’rous worlds they see. 

Our s<M»s('s, as onr reason, are divine. 

But for tluj magic organ’s pow’rful charm, 

Earth were a rude uncolour’d chaos .still. 430 

Objects are but th’ occasion ; ours th’ exploit ; 

Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 

Which Nature's admirable picture draws ; 

And beautifies creation’s ample dome. 

Like Milton’s Eve, when gazing on the lake, 435 
Man makes the mntchles,s image Man admires. 

Say then, shall Man, his thoughts all sent abroad, 
(Superior womlers in himself forgot,) 
llis admiration waste on objects round. 

When Heav’n makes him the soul of all he sees? 440 
Absurd! not Taro! so great, so mean, is Man. 

W'hat wealth in senses such as these ! what wealth 
In Eaiioy, fir’d to form a fairer scene 
Than Sense surveys! In Mem’ry’s firm record. 

Which, should it perish, could this world recall 445 
From the dark shadows of o’erwhelming years! . 

In colours fresh, originally bright. 

Preserve its portrait, and report its fate! 

What wealth in Intellect, that sov’roign pow’r! 

Which Sense, and Fancy, .summons to the bar ; 460’ 

Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 

And frojn the mass those underlings import, 

From their materials sifte<l, and refin’d. 

And in Truth’s balance accurately weigh’d, 

Fonns Art, and Science, Government, and Laws ; 

The .solul basis, and the beauteous frame, 4S6 

The vitals and the grace of civil life! 

And manners (sad exception!) set aside, 

Strikes out, with master-hand, a copy fair 

Of His idea, whose indulgent thought, 460 

Long, long, ere chaos teem’d, planu’d human bliss. 

What wealth in souls that soar, dive, range around, 
Disdaining limit, or from place, or time; 

And hear at once, in thought extensive, hear 
I*lt’ Almighty Fiat, and the trumpet’s sound ; 465 

Bold, on creation’s outside walk, and view 
5. s 
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' tli/^h'huiU abundance, heap on heap / fvr what ? 


What was, and is, and more than o'er shall be; 
C'Qnunnndin^, with onini{M>teiiee of thought. 

Creations new in Fancy’s field to rise ! 

Souls that can grasp whate’er th’ Almighty made, 
And waiidei's wild through things impossible! 471 
What wealth, in faculties of endless growth, 

In queiKthless passions violent to crave. 

In liberty to choose, in pow’r to reach, 

And in duration (how thy riches rise!) 475 

Duration to perpetuate — boundless bliss! . 

Ask you, what pow’r resides in feeble Man 
That bliss to gain? Is Virtue’s, then, unknown? 
Virtue, our present peace, our future prize. 

Man’s unprecarioiis na|.urul estate, 480 

fmprovcable at will, in Virtue lies; 

Its tenure sure; its income is divine. 

Iligh-buiit abundance, heap on heap! for what? 

I'o breed new wants, and beggar us the more ; 

Then, make a richer scramble for the throng. 485 
Soon as this feeble pulse, which leaps so long 
Almost by miracle, is tir’d with play, 

Like rubbisi) from disploding engines thrown. 

Our magazines of hoarde<l trifles tly ; 

Fly diverse; tly to foreigners, to foes; 490 

New masters court, and call the former, fools 
(How justly!) for dependence on their stay. 

Wide scatter, first, our play-things ; then, our dust. 

Dost court Abundance for the sake of peace? 
J|jearn, and lament thy self-defeated scheme : 495 

Riches enable to be richer still : " x 

_And, richer still, what mortal can resist? / 

Thus wealth (a cruel task-master !) eujoTns 
New toils, succeeding toils, an endless train I 
And murders Peace, which taught it first to shine. 500 
The poor are half as wretched as the rich ; 

Whose proud and painful privilege it is. 

At once, to bear a double load of woe ; 

To feel the stings of Envy, and of Want, 

Outrageous Want! both Indies cannot cure. 505 
A competence is vital to content. 
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How few can rescue opulence f rum want! 


Much wealth is corpulence, if not disease; 

Sick, or incumber’d, is our happiness. 

A coiupcteuce is all we can enjoy. 

O be content, where Heav’n call give no more! 510 
More, like a flash of water from a lock, 

Quickens our spirit’s movement for an liour ; 

But soon ’its force is spent, nor rise our joys 
Above our native temper’s common stream. 

Hence disappointment lurks in ev’ry prize, 515 

As bees in tlow’rs; and §tings us Avith success. 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns ; 

]Nor knows tlm Avise are privy to the lie. 

Much learning shews hoAv little mortals know;| 

Much Avealth, hoAV little AAwldlings can enjoy : 520 

At best, it babies us with endless toys. 

Anti keeps us children till we tirop to dust. 

As monkies at a mirror stand amaz’ti. 

They fail to tintl what they so plainly see ; 

Thu.s men, in shining riclu^, set; the face 525 

Of happiness, nor know it is a shade; 

But gaze, anti totich, and peep, and peep again. 

And Avish, and Avonder it is absent still. 

How few can rescue opulence from. Avant! 

Who lives to INature, rarely can be poor; 5.30 

Who lives to Fancy, never can be rich. 

Poor is the man in tlebt ; the man of gold. 

In debt to Fortune, trembles at her poAv’r. 

The Man of Reason smiles at her, and Death. 

O what a patrimony this! A being 535 

Of such inherent strength and majesty. 

Not worlds possest can raise it ; worlds destroy’d 
Can’t injure; which holds on its glorious course. 
When thine, O Nature! ends ; too blest to mourn 
Creation’s obsequies. What treasure, this! 540 
The Monarch is a beggar to the Man. 

Immortal! ages past, yet nothing gone! 

Mom without eve ! a race without a goal ! 
Uushorten’d by progres.sion infinite! 

Futurity for ever future! life I 545 

beginning still, where computation ends ! 
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Immortal ! lohut can nirike the sense so strong y as this the souU 


^Tis the description of a Deity ! 

’'I’is the description of the meanest slave ; 

The meanest slave dare Lorrnzo scorn? 

The meanest slave thy sov’reign glory shares. 550 
Proud youth! fastidious of the lower world! 

Man’s lawful pride includes humility ; j 
Stoops to the lowest ; is too great to find ' 

Inferiors; all immortal ! brothers all ! 

Proprietors eternal of thy love. 555 

Immortal ! what can strike the sense so strong, 

As this the sotd? It thunders to the thought ; 

Ueason amazes; gratitude o’erwhelms; 
j\o more we slumber on the brink of fate; 

Rous’d at the sound, th’ exulting soul ascends, 560 
And breathes her native air; an air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires; 

Quick-kindles all that is divine within us; 

Nor leaves one loit’ririg thought beneath the stars. 

lias not liOUENZo’s bosom caught the flame? 565 
Immortal! Were but one immortal, how 
Would others envy! how would thrones adore! 
Because ’tis common, is the blessing lost? 

Ilow this ties up the bounteous hand of Heav’n ! 

O vain, vain, vain, all else! — Eternity! 570 

A glorious, and a needful refuge, that. 

From vile imprisonment in abject views. 

'Tis Immortality, ’tis that alone. 

Amid Life's pains, abasements, emptiness. 

The soul can comfort, elevate, and fill. 575 

That only, and that amply, this perforins ; 

Lifts us above Life’s pains, her joys above ; 

Their terror those; and these their lustra lose; 
Eternity depending covers all ; 

Eternity depending all achieves; 5B0 

Sets Earth at distance; casts her into shades; 

, Blends her distinctions; abrogates her pow’rs: 

The low, the lofty, joyous, and severe. 

Fortune’s dread frowns, and fascinating sniiles. 

Make one promiscuous and neglected heap, ’ 685 

The Man beneath; if I may call him Man, 
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And vahat a sceptre waits us t what a throne ! 

Whom Immorlality’s full force inspires. 

Nothing terrestrial touches his high thought ; 

Suns shine unseen, and thunders roll unheard, * 

By minds quite conscious of their high descent, 590 
^J’heir present province, and their future prize ; 
Divinely darting upward ev’ry wish. 

Warm ou the wing, in glorious absence lost. 

Doubt you this truth? Why labours your belief? 

If Earth’s whole orb, by some due-distant eye 695 
Were seen at once, her tow'ring Alps would sink. 

And levell’d Atlas leave Ian even sphere. 

Thus Eiutii, and all that earthly minds admire, 

Js swallow’d in Eternity’s vast round. 

To that stupendous view, when souls awake, 600 
So large of late, so mountainous to Man, 

Time’s toys subside ; and equal all below. 
Enthusiastic, this? Then ail are weak, 

But rank enthusiasts. To this godlike height | 
Some souls have soar’tl ; or martyrs ne’er had bled.l 
And all may do what has by Man been done. 606 
Who, beaten by these sublunary storms. 

Boundless, interminable joys can weigh. 

Unraptur’d, unexalted, unintlam’d? 

What slave unblest, who from to-morrow’s dawn 610 
Expects an empire? He forgets his chain, 

And, thron’d in thought, his absent sceptre waves. 

And what a sceptre waits ns! what a throne! 

Her own immense appointments to compute. 

Or comprehend her high prerogatives, 615 

In this her dark minority, how toils, 

How vainly pants, the human soul divine! 

Too great the. bounty seems for earthly jojr: 

What heart but trembles at so strange a bliss? 

]q spite of all the truths the muse has sung, 620 
Ne’er to be priz’<l enough ! enough revolv’d ! 

Are there who wraj) the work} so close about them, 
They see no farther than the clouds ? and dance 
On heedless Vanity’s fantastic toe, 

'rill, stumbling at a straw, in their career, 625 

Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and song? 
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A thousand arguments swarm round my pen. 

Are there, Lorknzo? is it possible ? 

Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 

WIjo lodge a soul immortal in their breasts ; 
Unconscious as the mountain of its ore; 630 

Or rock, of its inestimable gem ? 

When rocks shall melt, and mountains vanish, these 
Shall know their treasure ; treasure, then, no more. 

Are lliere (still more amazing!) who resist 
The rising thought? who smother, in its birth, 635 
The glorious trutli? who struggle to be brutes? 

Who through this bosom-baiTier burst their way; 

And, with revers’d ambition, strive to sink ? 

Who labour downwards through th’ opposing pow’rs 
Of instinct, reason, and the world against them, 640 
To dismal hopes, and shelter in the shock 
Of endless night? night darker than the grave! 

Who fight the proofs of immortality ? 

With horrid zeal, and execrable arts, 

Work all their engines, level their black fires, 645 
To blot from Man this attribute divine 
(Than vital blood far dearer to the wise,) 

Blasphemers, and rank atheists to themselves ? 

To contradict them, see all Nature rise! 

What object, what event, the moon beneath, 650 
But argues, or endears, an after-scene ? 

To Reason proves, or weds it to Desire? 

All things proclaim it needful ! some advance 
One precious step beyond, and prove it sure. 

A thousand arguments swarm round my pen, 655 
From Ileav’n, and Earth, and Man. Indulge a few. 
By Nature, as her common habit, worn ; 

So pressing Providence a truth to teach. 

Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain. 

Tuou I whose all-providential eye surveys, 660 
Whose hand directs, whose Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond ! 

Eternity’s inhabitant august ! 

Of two eternities amazing Lord ! 

One past, ere Man’s or Angel’s had begun ; 665 

Aid I while I rescue from the foe’s assault 
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Emblems of il/iin, who passes, not expires. 

Thy glorious immortality in Man : 

A theme for ever, and for all, of weight. 

Of moment infinite ! but relish’d most 
By those who love Thee most, who most adore. 670 
Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 
Of Thee, the great Immutable, to Man 
Speaks wisdom ; is his oracle supreme; 

And he who most consults her, is most wise. 

Lorenzo, to this heav’nly Delphos haste? 67.5 

And come back all-immortal ; all-divine: 

Look Nature through, ’ti*s revolution all ; 

All change, no death. Day follows uiglit; and night 
The dying day; stars rise, and set, and rise; 

Earth takes th’ example. Seethe Summer gay, 680 
With her green chaplet, and ambrosial flow’rs. 

Droops into pallid Autumn: Winter gray. 

Horrid with frost, and turbulent with storm, 

Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits, away : 

Then melts into the Spring : Soft Spring, with breath 
Favonian, from warm chambers of the south, 686 
Becalls the first. All, to reflourish, fades ; 

As in a wheel, all sinks to re-ascend ; 

Emblems of Man, who passes, not expires. 

With this minute distinction, emblems just, 690 
Nature revolves, but Man advances; both 
Eternal ; that a circle, this a line ; 

That gravitates, this soars. Th’ aspiring soul 
Ardent, and tremulous, like flame, ascends ; 

Zeal and humility, her wings to Heav’n. 695 

The world of matter, with its various forms. 

All dies into new life. Life born from Death 
Rolls the vast mass, and shall for ever roll. 

No single atom, once in being, lost. 

With ch^ge of counsel charges the Most High. 700 
What hence infers Lorenzo? Can it be? 

Matter immortal? And shall spirit die? 

Above the nobler, shall less noble rise ? 

Shall Man alone, for whom all else revives. 

No resurrection know ? Shall Man alone, 

Imperial Man, be sown in barren ground, 


705 
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lAiok NtUure through^ *iu neat gradation all. 

Less privileg’d than grain, on which he feeds? 

Is Man, in whom alone is pow’r to prize 
Tlie bliss of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its j)erio<l, by the spleen of Rate, 710 

Severely doom’d Death’s single iinredeeni’d ? 

If Nature’s revolution speaks aloud, 

In her gradation, hear her louder still. 

Look Nature through, ’tis neat gradation all. 

By what minute degrees her scale ascends ! 715 

Each middle nature join’d at each extreme. 

To that above it join’d, to that beneath. 

Parts into parts reciprocally shot. 

Abhor divorce: What love of union reigns? 

Here, dormant matter waits a call to life ; 720 

Half-life, half-death, join there; here. Life and Sense; 
There, Sense from Reason steals a gliimn'ring ray ; 
Reason shines out in Man. But how preserv’d 
The chain uidiroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life ? those realms of bliss, 725 

Where Death hath no dominion ? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half-immortal ; earthy, part ; 

And part, ethereal ; grant the soul of Man 
Eternal ; or in Man the series ends. 

Wide yawns the gap; connexion is no more; 730 
Check’d Reason halts ; her next step wants support ; 
Striving to climb, she tumbles from her scheme ; 

A scheme, analogy pronounc’d so true ; 

Analogy, Man’s surest gui<le below. 

Thus far, all Nature calls on thy belief. 735 

And will Lorenzo, careless of the call, 

False attestation on all Nature charge. 

Rather than violate his league with Death? 

Renounce his reason, rather than renounce 

The dust belov’d, and run tlie risk of Heav’n^ 740 

O what indignity to deathless souls ! 

What treason to the majesty of Man ! 

Of Man immortal! Hear the lofty style: 

« If 

so <lecreed, th’ almighty will be done. 

Let earth dissolve, yon pond’rous orbs descend, • 745 
And grind us into dust: The soul is safe ; 
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fyhat ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 

The Mali emerges ; mounts above the wreck, 

As tow’riiig Haiiie troin Nature’s f'liirral pyre; 

O’er rlevastation, as a gainer, smiles ; 

His charter, his inviolable rights, 7.50 

Well-pleas’tl to learn I’roin thmuler’s impotence, 

Heatli’s pointl(;ss ilarts, ajul Hell’s defeale<l storms.” 

But these chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo! 

The glories of the world, thy sev’nfolcl shield. 

Other ambition than of crowns in air, 755 

Ami superlunary felicities. 

Thy bosom warm. I’ll* cool it, if 1 can ; 

And turn those glories that enchant, against thee. 

What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 

If wise, the cause that wouml^ thee is thy cure. 760 
Come, my ambitious! let us mount together, 

(To mount Lorenzo never can refuse;) 

Ami from the clouds, where Bride delights to dwell, 
Look down on Earth. — What seest thou? Wond’rous 
things ! 

Terrestrial wonders, that eclipse the skies. 765 

What length.s of labour’d lands ! what loaded seas ! 
Loaded by men, fur pleasure, wealth, or war! 

Sea.s, winds, and planets, into service brought. 

His art acknowledge, ami promote his ends 

Nor can th’ eternal rocks his will withstand; 770 

What levell’d nK>mitaiu.s, and what lifted vales! 

O’er vales ami mountains sumptuous cities swell. 

And gild our landscape with their glitt’ring spires. 
Some ’mid the wand’ring waves majestic rise ; 

And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 775 
Far greater still! (what cannot moidal might.?) 

See, wide dominions ravish’d from the deep ! 

The narrow’<l deejj with indignation foams. 

Or southward turn, to delicate, and grand ; 

The finer arts there ripen in the sun. 780 

How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 

Ascend the skie.s! the proud triumphal arch 
Shews us half Heav’n beneath its ample bend. 

High through mid air, here, streams are taught to flow ; 
Whole rivers, there, laid by in basons, sleep. 785 
8 T 
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JVhose footsteps these? — Immortals have fteen here, 

Htre, plains turn oceans ; there vast oceans join 
Through kingdoms cliannerd deep from shore to shore; 
Aiid eliang'd creation takes its face from Man. 

Eeats thy brave breast fur formidable scenes, 

Wliere fame and emj)ire wait upon the sword r 790 
See fields in blood ; hear naval thunders rise; 
Britannia’s voice ! that awes the world to pepce. 

How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 
Tlie mid-sea furious waves ! their roar amidst, 
Out-speaks the Deity, and says, “ O main ! 795 

Thus far, nor favtiier ; new reittraints obey.” 

Barth's disembowell'd ! measur’d are the skies! 

Stars are detected in their deep recess I 
Creation widens ! vancpiish’d Nature, yields! 

Her secrets are extorted ! Art prevails ! 800 

What monument of genius, spirit, pow’r ! 

Aiul now, Lorenzo, raptur’d at this scene. 

Whose glories render Ileav’n supertluous ! say. 

Whose footsteps these? — Immortals Jiave been here. 
Could less than souls immortal this have done? 805 
Earth’s cover’d o’er with proofs of souls immortal ; 
And proofs of immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand foible, 1 confess, 

These are Ambition’s works : And these are great : 
But this, the least immortal souls can do; 810 

Transcend them all. — But what can these transcend ? 
Dost ask me, what? One sigh for the distrust. 

What then for infidels ? A deeper sigh. 

’Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty Man : 

How little they, who think aught great below I 815 
All our ambitions Death defeats, but one ; 

And that it crowns. — Here cease we: But, ere long. 
More pow’rful [)roof shall take the field against thee. 
(Stronger than death, and smiling at the tomb. 
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NIGHT THE SIXTH. 

V. 148. “Ye born of earth ! on what can you confer 
With half the dignity,” &c, 

“ Is all this raplnrmis? Yes, such a rapture, as 
nothing gross ignorance, or more fatal infidelity, 
can forbear. Is not rapture due for felicities inex- 
pressible? And what felicity is so much as second to 
this? It is the close, frequent, and feeling insjicction, 
of these interiom of mtin’s sublime condition, as im- 
mortal, ami redeemed, which is the highest cordial of 
human joy, and richest mine of human thought. A 
mine deep dug by few! Andjyet, \vith<*nt it, a man is 
not more a stranger to the natives of Saturn, than to 
himself. Without it, ho must want the true, genuine, 
vital spirit of a (Christian.” 

V. 213, &c. “ The momentary buz of vain renown! 

A name !” See. 

“ For what so foolish, as the chase ot fame? 
How vain the prize! how impotent our aim ? 

For what arc men, who grasp at praise sublime. 
But bubbles on the rapid stream of time ! 

That rise, and fall, that swell, and are no more, 
JBorn, anti forgot, ten thousand in an hour?*' 

V. 262, &c. “ Fame’s flight is (ilory’s fall — 
Heart-merit wanting,'' &c. 

“ But own we must, in this perverted age. 

Who most deserve, can’t always most engage. 

So far is ivorth from making glory sure. 

It often hinders what it should procure. 

Whom praise we most? The virtuous, bmve, and 
No; wretches, whom in secret we despise, [wise? 

V. 277. “ Great ill, is an achievement of great 

power.” — Great men, in the wrong, are powerful en- 
gines of mischief; and, like bursting bombs, destroy 
themselves, and all around them. 

V. ,39.3. &c. “ When blind ambition,” &c, — It is 

difficult to say, which is more to be admired, in these 
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Notes to Niffht the. Sixth, 


few lines — the beauty of the composition and iniaffery, 
or the utility of the sentiment: Properly regarded, it 
would make the proudest son of vanity sicken at the 
thought of his own egregious folly. 

V. 573, &c. “ ’1’is immortality, ’tis that alone. 

Amid life’s pains,” &c. 

If such be the astonishing inspiration of a becoming 
sense of its inunortalily upon the hiiiunn soul, how 
very pitiable u as the comparative ignorance of tlie un- 
enlightened heathens, in this r<!,spect! and what inlinite 
obligations are we under to liim, “ who hath abolished 
death, and brought life and immortality to light by 
the Gospel ?” 

V. 603, &c. “ Knthns‘iastic this? Then all are weak 
But rank entlinsiasts,” &c. 

I cannot forbear this opportunity to observe, that it 
is a great abuse of language, to call none but religious 
persons enthusiasts. “ Enthusiasm is found in every 
form and opinion of life. The orator and the poet, the 
hero and the politician, may all be enthusiasts. En- 
thusiasm, in the very nature of things, must be of as 
many kinds as those objects are, which can kindle and 
inflame the imaginations, desires, ami wills, of men. 
And to appropriate enthn.siasin to religion, is the same 
ignorance, as to apjiropriatc love to religion: For en- 
thusiasm, or a kindled, inflamed, spirit of life, is as 
common, as universal, as love is. I'he grammarian, 
the critic, the connoisseur, the antiquary, the philo- 
sopher, and the virtuoso, arc all of them enthusiasts, 
though their heat is only a flame from a straw. 

V. 622, &c. 

“ Are there, w ho wrap the world so close about them. 
They see no farther,” &c. 

Mirth at a funeral is scarce more indecent, and un- 
natural, than a perpetual flight of gaiety, and burst 
of exultation, in a world like this: A world, which 
may seem a paradise to fools, but is an hospital with 
the wise: A world, in which bare escape is a prime 
felicity. lyfugere, est triumphus. 
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“ Go then, forgetful of its toil and strife. 

Pursue the joys of this fallacious life ; 

Like some poor ily, who lives but for a day, ’•% 
Sip the fresh (lews, and in the sunshine play, > 
And info nothing then dissolve away. — J 
Are these our great pursuits? is this to live? 
These all thehopes t his innch-lov’d w'orld can give?” 

V. (560, &c. “ Tiiou, whose all-providential eye sur- 
VVhoso hand directs,” &c. [veys. 

This is that genuine spirit of true devotion, w'hich in 
all iis enbrts for the good of inaukind, and for personal 
exeelh'iioe and felicity, lifts the soul to heaven, for 
that supernatural assistance, of which its own intel- 
lect'. " eakness, and its iiniootent exertions, always 
stJMKt in need. 

V. 704, See. “ Shall man alone,” &c.— See this idea 
most subliniely argued in another view, by an in- 
sjjirt'd writer, in 1 Cor. xv. 

V. 7.‘54. “ Analogy! Man’s surest guide below.” 

Consult the learned and pious Bishop Butler’s ad- 
mirable illustration of this truth ; which every man 
of science and imjuiry should blush not to have read. 

V. 014, See. “ ’Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty 
How little they,” &c. [man. 

“ No man is really great, till he sees that every thing 
in this world is little. Great is he, and he alone, who 
inake.s the whole creation, and its amazing Cause, the 
circumference; and his own true interest, the centre, 
of his thought.s: who has strength and steadiness to 
weigh, in perpetual and in equal balance, right and 
wrong, bo<iy and soul, time and eternity, nature and 
God ; and so weighing, to disdain any very anxious 
thought, for less than the greatest good his limited 
nature admits, and his all-powerful God has promised 
to bestow.” 


THE PREFACE. 


As we are at war with the power, it were well if we 
were at war with the uiaiuiers, of France. A land of 
levity is a land of guilt.' A serious mind is the native 
soil of every virtue, and the single character that does 
true honour to'iiiankind. The soul’s iiumortality has 
been the favourite theme with the serious of all ages. 
Nor is it strange ; it is a subject by far the most in- 
teresting, and important, that can enter the mind of 
Man. Of highest moment this subject always was, 
and always will be. Yet this its highest moment 
seems to admit of increase, at this day ; a sort of occa- 
sional importance is superadded to the natural weight 
of it; if that opinion, which is advanced in the preface 
to the preceding Night, be just. It is there supposed, 
that all our infidels, whatever scheme, for argument’s 
sake, and to keep themselves in countenance, they 
patronize, are betrayed into their deplorable error, by 
some doubt of their immortality, at tlie bottom. And 
the more I consider this point, the more I am per- 
suaded of the truth of that opinion. Though the dis- 
trust of a futurity is a strange error; yet it is an error 
into w’hich bad men may naturally be distressed. For 
it is impossible to bid defiance to final ruhi, without 
some refuge in imagination, some presumption of es- 
cape. And what presumption is there? There are but 
two in nature ; but two within the compass of lunnau 
thought. And these are — That either God will not, 
or can not, punish. Considering the divine atlribute.s, 
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Preface te Night the Seventh, 


tlie first is too gross to be tligested by our strongest 
wishes. And, since Omnipotence is as much a divine 
attribute as Holiness, that Goo cannot punrsh, is as 
absurd a supposition as the former. Gon certainly 
can punish, as long as wicked men exist. In non.- 
existence, therefore, is their only refuge; and, conse- 
quently, .non-existence is their stronger wish. And 
strong wishes have a strange intluciiceon our opinions; 
they bias the judgment in a manner almost incredible. 
And since on this member of their alternative, there 
are some very small app’earances in their favour, and 
none at ail on the other, they catch at this reed, tliey 
lay hold on this chiimira, to save themselves from the 
shock and horror of an hy mediate and absolute 
despair. 

On reviewing my subject, by the light which this 
argument, and others of like tendency, throw upon it, 
[ was tnore inclined than ever to pursue it, as it ap- 
peared to me to strike directly at the main root of all 
our infidelity. In the following pages, it is, accord- 
ingly, pursued at large ; and some arguments for im- 
mortality, new, at least to me, are ventured on in them. 
There also the writer has made an attempt to set the 
gross absurditie-s and horrors of annihilation in a fuller 
and more a/fectiug view, than is (I think) to be met 
with elsewhere. 

The gentlemen, for whose sake this attempt was 
chiefly made, profess great admiration for the wisdom 
of heathen antiquity : What pity ’tis they are not sin- 
cere! If they were sincere, how would it mortify them 
to consider, with what contempt and abhorrence their 
notions would have been received by those whom they 
so much admire ? What degree of contempt and ab- 
horrence would fall to their share, may be conjectured 
by the following matter of feet (in my opinion) ex- 
tremely m^norable. Qf all their heathen worthies, 
Socrates (’tis well known) was the most guarded, dis- 
passionate, and composed : Yet this great master of 
temper was angry; and ai^ry at his last hour; and 
angry with his Iri^d; and angry for what deserved 
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Heav*n the nci dfuly hut nefflected, call, 

acknowledgment; angry, for a right and tender in- 
stance of true friendship towards him. Is not (his 
surprising.? What could he the cause? The cause was' 
for his honour; it was, a truly noble, though, perhaps, 
a too punctilious, regard for immortality : For liis 
friend asked him, with such an affectionale concern as 
became a friend, “ Where he should deposit Ins re- 
mains?” — it was resented by Socratt^s, as implying a 
dishonourable supposition, that he could be so mean, 
as to have regard for any thing, even in himself, that 
was not immortal. 

This fact, M'ell considered, would make our intidels 
withdraw their admiration from Socrates; or make 
them endeavour, by th,eir imitation of this illustrious 
example, to share his glory : And, couse(|ueutly, it 
would incline them to peruse the following pages with 
candour and impartiality: Which is all 1 desire; and 
that, for their sakes. h'or 1 am persuatUul, that an un- 
prejudiced intidel must necessarily receive some advan- 
tageous impressions from them. 

July 7, 1744. 
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THE SECOND PART. 


Heav ’N gives the needful, but neglected, -call. 
What day, what hour, but knocks at human hearts, 
To wake the soid to sense of future scenes ? 

Deaths stand, like Mercuries, in ev’ry way ; 

And kindly point us to our journey’s end. > 

Pope, who couldst make immortals ; art thou dead? 
I give thee joy : Nor will I take my leave ; 

So soon to follow. Man but dives in death; 
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The worltTs a prophecy of worlds to come, 

j Dives from the sun, in fairer day to rise; 

I The grave, his subterranean road to bliss. 10 

» Yes, infinite indulgence pliuin’d it so : • 

Through various jjarts our glorious story runs ; 

Time gives the preface, endless age unrolls 
Tim vohnne (ne’er unrollVl) of human fate. 

This, e.arth and skies already have proclaim’d. 15 
The world’s a prophecy of worlds to come ; 

And who, w'liat God foretells (who speaks in things, 
Still lomler than in words) shall dure deny ? 

If jNature’s arguments a^jpear too weak, 

Turn a new leaf, and stronger read in Man. 20 

If Man sleeps on, untaught by what he sees, 

Can he prove infidel to what he feels? 

He, w'hose blind thought Futurity tlenies, 

Unconscious bears, ,Belleroj)hon ! like thee. 

His own indictment; he condemns himself: 25 

Who reads his bosom, reads immortal life; 

Or, Nature, there, imposijig on Inn- sons, 

Has written fables; Man was made a be. 

Why discontent for ever harbour’d tin 
Incurabh; consumption of our peace! 30 

Resolve me, why the cottager and king, 

He w hom soa-sever’d realms obey, and he 
Who steals his wliole dominion h'om the waste. 
Repelling winter blasts with mud and strawy 
Disquieted alike, tiraw sigli for sigh, 35 

In fate so distant, in (•ouqdaint so near? 

Is it, that things terrestrial can’t content ? 

Deep in rich pasture, will thy flocks cuui[>laln? 

Not so; but to their master is deny’d 

To share their sweet .serene. Man, ill at case, 40 

In this, not lus own place, this foreign field, 

W'here Nature fodders him with other food < 

Than was ordain’d his cravings to suffice, J 
Poor in abuudauce, famish’d at a feast. 

Sighs on for something more, when most enjoy’d. 45 
Is Heav’u then kinder to thy flocks than thee? 

Not so ; thy pasture richer, but remote ; 

In part, remote; for that remoter part 

6'. U 
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iSiiprcrne? Because he could no higher fly ; 

His riot was atubilion in despair. 130 

Old Rome consulted birds; Lokenzo! thou, 

With more success, the lliglit of Hope survey ; 

Of rcsth'ss Hope, for ever on the wing, 

Iligh-perchM o’er e-v’ry tiiought that falcon sits, 

To fly at all that rises in her sight; 135 

And, never stooping, but to inoiint again 
INext moment, she betrays her aim’s mistake, 

And owns her quarry lodg’d beyond the grave. 

There should it feil us (it must fail us there. 

If being fails,) more mournful riddles rise, 140 

And Virtue vies with Hope in mystery. 

Why Virtue? WHsere its praise, its being, fled? 

Virtue is true self-interest pursu’d : 

What (me self-interest of (|uite-inortal Man? 

<'h)se with ail that makes him laippy here, 145 
if Vice (as sojuetiuies) i.-. our t'rieml on earth, 

‘^riieu Vie(! is Virtue; ’(is our sov’reign good. 

In s<;!r-a{>piaus(:' is Virfm.’s golih'u prize? 
iNo seii'-appiausc alieuds it on thy scheme: 

in nee .^eit'-.iuplauso ? Trout conscienee of the right. 
A’utl wi::it is i but im ans ef hapjtiness ? 151 

rSo means of liappines.s when Virtue yields; 

That ba^-is failing, falls the building loo, 

And lays in ruin every virtuous joy. 

The rigid guardian of a blameless heart, 155 

So long rev'. r\l, so long reputed wise, 

Js weak ; with rank knight-errantries o’er-ruu. 

Why beats tliy bosom with illustrious dreams 
Of self-exposure, laudable and great? 

Of gallant eiiterjtrisc, and glorious death? 160 

for thy country ? — thou romantic fool ! 

I Seize, seize the plank thyself, and let her sink: 

Thy cttuntry ! what to thee? — the Go<lhead, what, 

(1 speak with awe!) though He should bid thee bleed. 
If, with thy blood, thy filial hope is spilt, 165 

Nor (vaa Omnipotence reward the blow : 

Be deaf; preserve thy being ; disobey. 

Nor is it disobedience : Know, Lorenzo! 
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Whif is Man suffered to be good m voiti7 

^What<-’(T lli’ Almighty’s subsequent command, 
ills lirst (^ouiinand is this ; — “ Man, love thyself.” 170 
111 this alone, free-asents are not free. 

Kxi^t♦■llc•«.' is tlie basis, bliss the prize : 

If Virtue <!osts existence, ’tis a crime ; 
liohl violation of our law supreme. 

Black suicide ; though nations, which consult 176 
Their gaiil at thy expence, resound applause. 

SiiKte Virtue’s recoiiipenee is doubtful, here. 

If Man dies v, luilly, well may we demand, 

Why is Mail sutl'er’d to good in vain ? 

WMiy to lie good in vain, is Man enjoin’d ? 180 

Why to be good in vain, is Man betray’d? 

Betray'd by traitors lodg’d in his own breast, 

By sweet complacencies from Virtue felt? 

Why whispers iSature lies on V^irtue's part? 

Or if blind Instinct (which assumes the name 185 
Of sacred (.'uiiscieiice) plays the fool in Man, 

Why Reason made accomplice in tJio cheat? 

Why are the wisest loudiist in her praise? 

('an Mail by Reason’s beam be led astray? 

(,)r, at his peril, imitate his (aod? 190 

Since Virtue sometimes ruins ns on earth. 

Or both are true; or Man survives the grave. 

Or Man survives the grave, or owai, Lorenzo, 

Thy boast supreme, a wild absurdity. 

Bauntless thy spirit; covvard.s are tiiy scorn. 195 
Grant Man immortal, and thy scorn is just. 

The Mau immortai, rationally brave, ' ' \ 

Dares rush on Death — hecaiise he cannot die.,' 

But if Man loses all when life is lost. 

He lives a coward, or a fool expires. MO 

A daring infidel, (and such there are. 

From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge. 

Or pure heroical (lefect of thought,) 

Of all Earth’s madmen, most deserves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the renown’d 205 
For valour, virtue, science, all we love, 

And all we praise; for worth, whose noontide beam, 
Enabling us to think in higher style, 
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Mentis our ideas of ethereal powVs ; I 

Preain we, that lustre of the moral world 210 

Gees out in stench, and rottenriness the close? 

Why was he wise to know, and warm to praise, 

Anti strenuous lo iranscrihe in human life, 

The Mind Almighty? Ooidd it be, that Fate, 

Just when tlie lim.-anicnts began to shine, 215 

And dawn l!te Deity, should snatch the draught. 

With nigid eternal blot if out, and give 
The skitv alarcn, lest angels too inia;ht die? 

If hi! man souls, why not aifgehc too 
JSxtiuguisli'ti? and a solitary God, 220 

O’er ghastly ruin, frowning from his throne? 

Shall \v('. this moment gaze on God in Man? ''j 
The next, lose Man for ever in the dust! V 
From dust we iliscngage, or Man mistakes ; 

And there, w here least his judgment fears a flaw. 225 
Wisdom and worth, how boldly he commends ! 
Wisdom and worth, are sacred names ; rever’d, 

Wdiere not embrac'd ; applauded! deify’d! 

Why not compassiou’d too? If spirits die. 

Both are calamities, inflicted both 230 

To make us but more wretched. Wisdom’s eye 
Acute, for what? To spy more miseries; 

And worlii so recompens’d iiew-points their stings. 

Or Man surmounts the grave, or gain is loss. 

And worth exalted humbles us the more. 235 

Thou wilt not patronize a scheme that makes 
Weakness, and V'^iee, the refuge of mankind. 

“ Has Virtue then no joys?” — Yes, joys dear-bought; 
Talk ni'-'er so long, in this imperfect state 
Virtue and Vice are at eternal war. 240 

Virtue’s a combat; and who flglits for nought? 

Or for precarious, or for small rew'ard ? 

Who Virttie’s self-reward so loud resound, 

Would take degrees angelic here below, 

Aud Virtue, while they compliment, betray, 245 
By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 

The crown, th’ unfading crown, her soul inspires : 

’Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 
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The body’s treacli’ries, and the world’s assaults. 

'Oil Earth’s poor pay our famish’d Virtue dies : 250 

Trpth incontestable ! in spite of all 
A Bayle has preach’d, or a Voltaire believ’d. 

In Man the more we dive, tlie more we see 
Heav’n’s signet stamping an immortal make. 

Dive to the bottom of his soul, the base 255 

Sustaining all ; what find we? Knowledge, Love. 

As light and heat, essential to the sun. 

These to the soul. And why, if souls expire? 

How' little lovely here ? how little known? 

Small knowledge we dig up with endless toil! 200 
And love unfeign’d may purchase perfect hate. 

Why starv’il on earth, our angel-appetites, 

While brutal are indi^Vl their fulsome till? 

Were then capacities divine conferr’d 

As a inock-diailem, in savage sport, 265 

Rank insult of our pompous poverty. 

Which reai)s but pain, from seeming claims so fair ? 

In future age lies no redress ? And shuts 
Eternity the door on our complaint? 

If so, for what strange ends were mortals made! 270 
The worst to wallow, and the best to weep; 

The man who merits most, must most complain. 

Can we conceive a disregard in Heav’n, 

What the worst perpetrate, or best endure ? 

This cannot be. To love, and know, in Man 275 
Is boundless appetite, and boundless pow’r; 

And these demonstrate boundless objects too. 
Objects, pow’rs, appetites, Heav’n suits in all ; 

Nor, Nature through, e’er violates this sweet 
Eternal concord, on lier tuneful string. 280 

Is man the sole exception from her laws? 

Eternity struck off from human hope, 

(I speak with truth, but veneration too,) 

Man is a monster, the reproach of Heav’n, 

A stain, a dark impenetrable cloud 285 

On Nature’s beauteous aspect; and deforms, 
(Amazing blot!) deforms her with her lord. 

If such is Man’s allotment, what is Heav’n ? 
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Account for this prerogative m hruU^» 

Of own the soul immortal, or blaspheme. , 

Or own the soul immortal, or invert 290 

AH ordfr. Go, mock-majesty! go, Man! 

And bow to thy superiors of the stall ; 

Through every scene of Sense superior far : 

They graze the turf untill’d ; they drink the stream 
XJnbrew’d, and over full, and imembitter’d 295 

With doubts, fears, fruitless hopes, regrets, despairs 
Mankind’s peculiar! Ileason's precious dow’r! 

No foreign clime they ransack, for their robes ; 

Nor broiliers cite to the liligioi|s bar; 

Their good is good entire, nnnux'd, unmarr’d; 300 
They lind a paradise in ev’ry field. 

On boughs forbidden w'here no curses hang : 

Their ill, no more than^jtrikes the sense; iinstretch’d 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear: 

When the worst comes, it comes unfear’d ; one stroke 
Begins, and ends, their woe: They die hut once; 306 
Blest, incommunicable privilege! for whicli 
Proud Man, w ho rules the globe, and reads the stars, 
Pliilosopher, or hero, sighs in vain. 

Account for this prerogative in brutes. 3t0 

No day, no glimpse of day, to solve the knot. 

But w’hat beams on it from Bternity. 

O sole and .sweet .solution ! that unties 
The difficult, and softens the severe ; 

The cloud on Nature’s beauteous face dispels; 315 
Restores bright order ; ca.st8 the brute beneath ; 

And re-enthfones us in supremacy 
Of joy, ev’ii here. Admit immortal life. 

And Virtue is knight-errantry no more ; 

Cach Virtue brings in hand a golden dow’r, 320 

Far richer in reversion : Hope exults ; 

And though much bitter in our cup is thrown. 
Predominates, and gives the taste of Heav’n. 

O wherefore is the Deity so kind ? 

Astonishing beyond astonishment ! 325 

Heav’n our reward — for fieav’n enjoy’d below. 

Still unsubdu’d thy stubborn heart? — For there 
The traitor lurks, who doubts the truth I sing 
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We wish our names eietitally to live* 

Reason is guiltless ; Will alone rebels. 

What, in that stubborn heart, if I should find .330 
New unexpected witnesses against thee? * 
Ambition, Pleasure, and the Love of Gain ! 

Canst thou suspect that these, which make the soul 
Tlie slave of Earth, should own her heir of Heav'n ? 
Canst thpu suspect what makes ns disbelieve 335 
Our immortality, should prove it sure ? 

First, then. Ambition summon to the bar. 

Ambition's shame, extravagance,- disgust, 

And inextinguishable na'ture, speak. 

Each much deposes : hear them in their turn. 340 
Thy soul how passionately fond of fame f 
How anxious that fond passiop to conceal I 
We blush, tietccted in designs on praise. 

Though for best deeds, and from the best of men 
And why ? Rccause immortal. Art divine 345 

Has made the body tutor to the soul : 

Heav’n kindly gives o.ur blood a mural flow; 

Bids it ascend the glowing cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little lieart’s inglorious aim. 

Which stoops to court a character from Man; 350 

While o’er us, in tremendous judgment, sit 

Far more than Man, with endless praise, and blame. 

Am]>ition’s boundless appetite out-speaks 
The verdict of its shame. VVhen souls take fire 
At high presumptions of their own desert, 355 

One age is poor applause: the mighty shout, 

The thunder by the living few begun. 

Late time must echo ; worlds unborn, resound. 

W e wish our names eternally to live : 

Wild dream which ne’er had haunted human thought, 
Had not our natures been eternal too. 360 

Instinct points out an int’rest in hereafiter; 

But our blind Reason sees not where it lies; 

Or, seeing, gives the substance for the shade. 

Fame is die shade of immortality, 36£ 

Aud in itself a shadow. Soon as caught. 

Contemn’d ; it shrinks to nothing in the grasp. 

Consult th’ ambitious, ’tis ambition’s cure, 

e. X 
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>> 

Andean Ambition a/ourih proof supply? 


“ And is this all?” cry’d Caesar, at Ids height, ^ 

Disgusted. This third proof Atnbitioii brings 370 
Of InuiKvtality. The first in fame, 

Observe Idin near, your envy will abate : 

Sham’d at the disproportion vast, between 

The passion and the purchase, he a ill sigh 

At suel> snc('ess, and lilush at his renown. ^ 375 

And why? Jhieaiise far richer prize invites 

His heart; far more illustrious glory calls; 

It calls in wldspers, yet the deafest hear. 

Ami can Ambition a foiirth'proof supply ? 

It can, and strong<-r than the f(»rmer three; 380 

Yet ({iiile o'erlook’d by some reputed wise. 

Though disappointments in ambition pain. 

And though success (lis^gnsts; yet still, Lorenzo! 
in vain we slri\<; to j)lnck it frtnn our hearts ; 

8y Nature planted for the noblest ends. 385 

Absurd the lam’d advice to Pyrrhus giv'n, 

More jnais’d than ponder’d; specious, but unsound: 
Sooner that hero’s sword the w orld had (piell’d, 

Than reason his ambition. Man must soar. 

An obstinate activity within, 390 

An insnp]n essive spring, will toss him up 
In spite of fortune’s load. Not kings alone. 

Each villager has his ambition too. 

No sultan prouder than his fetter’d slave: 

Slaves build their little Babylons of straw, 395 

Echo the proud Assyrian, in their hearts, 

And cry — “ Behold the wonders of my might!” 

And why ? Because immortal as their lord ; 

And souls immortal must for ever heave 
At something great; the glitter, or the gold ; 400 

The praise of mortals, Or the praise of Ileav’n. 

Nor absolutely vain is human praise, 

IVhen human is supported by divine. 

LIl introduce Lorenzo to himself: 

Pleasure and Pride (bad masters!) share our hearts': 

I As’ love of pleasure is ordain’d to guard 406 

: And feed our bodies, and extend our race ; 

The love of praise is planted to protect 
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Thus far /Imhitim, What sayx Avarice ? 

And propafifate tlio glories of the mind. 

What is it, Imt the love of praise, inspires, .410 

Matures, r»‘iiiies, eiuhollislies, exalts, * 

Karth’s happiness? I’roiii that, the delicate. 

The grand, the niarvellons, of civil life. 

Want and Convenience, niidcr-vvorkers, lay 
The basis, on which love of glory builds. 415 

Nor is (li\ life, O Virtue! less in debt 
To Praise, thy sccr<‘t stimulating friend, 

\Ver<' men not jn’ond, \yhat merit should wo miss! 
Pride made tlie virtm.-s of the Pagan world. 

Praise is the s;dt that seasoJis riglit to man, 420 

And whols his a[>petite for moral good. 

Thirst of applause is Virtue’s .second guard ; 

Reason, her lirst ; hut Reason wants an aid ; 

Our privale n'ason is a tlattcrer; 

'i’liirst of applause calls public judgment in, 425 
To pois(^ our own, to keep an even scale. 

And give endanger'd Virtue fairer play. 

Her(; a fifth proof arises, stronger still : 

Why this so nice eonslrnction of our hearts? 

Thesis delicate moralities of Sense ; 430 

This constitutional reserve of aid 
To succour Virtue, when our reason fails; 

If Virtue, kept alive by care and toil. 

And oft the mark of injuries on earth, 

When labour’d to maturity (its bill 435 

Of discij)lines, ami paiu, unpaid) must die? 

Wliv freighted rich to dash against a rock? 

Were man to perish when most lit to live, 

O how mis-spent were all these stratagems. 

By skill divine inwoven in our frame! 440 

Where are lieav’u’s holiness and mercy fled ? 

Laughs Heav’n, at once, at Virtue and at Man ? 

If not, why that discourag’d, this destroy’d ? 

Tims far Ambition. What says Avarice? 

This her chief maxim, which has long been thine: 445 
“The wise and wealthy are the same.” — I grant it. 

To store up treasure, with incessant toil. 

This is man’s province, this his highest praise. 
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IVlance inextinguiMhable thirst of gain ? 

To this great end keen Instinct stings him on. 

To guide that Instinct, Reason, is thy cliarge. 450 
*Ti!^ thine to tell us where true treasure lies : 

But, Reason failing to discharge her trust, 

Or to the deaf «liscliargiiig it in vain, 

A blunder follows ; and blind Industry, 

Gall’d by the spur, but stranger to the course, 455 

8 The course where stakes of more than gold are won,) 
’erloading, with the cares of distant age, 

The jaded spirits of the present hour. 

Provides for an eternity belo^v^ 

“ Thou shalt not covet,” is a wise command ; 460 

But bounded to the wealth the sun surveys. 

Look farther, Ihe cominand stands quite revers’d. 

And A v’rice is a virtue most divine. 

Is Faith a refuge for our ha]>piness ? 

Most sure : And is it not for Reason too ? 465 

Nothing this w'orld unriddles, but the next 
Whence inextinguishable thirst of gain ? 

From inextinguishable life in Man : 

Man, if not meant, hy worth, to reach the skies, 

Had wanted wing to fly so far in guilt. 470 

Sour grapes, I grant, Ambition, Avarice: 

Yet still their root is immortality. 

These its wild growths, so bitter, and so base, 

(Pain, and reproach !) IJeligioii can reclaim. 

Refine, exalt, throw down tlicir pois’nous Ice, 475 
And make them sparkle in the bowl of bliss. 

See, the third witness laughs at bliss remote. 

And falsely promises an £dcn here : 

Truth she shall speak for once, though ])rone to lie, 

A common cheat, and Pleasure is her name. 480 
To Pleasure never was Lorenzo deaf; 

Then hear her now, now first thy real friend. 

Since Nature made ns not more fond than proud 
Of happiness, (whence hypocrites in joy. 

Makers of mirth, artificers of smiles,) 485 

Why should the joy most poignant .Sense affords, 
Bum us with blushes, and rel>ukc our pride? — 
Those heav’nd>orii blushes tell us Man descends, 
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The Man that blushes is not quite a hrute? 

£v’n in the zenith of his earthly bliss; 

Should Reason take her intidel repose, 490 

This honest Instinct speaks our lineage high y 
This Instinct calls on darkness to conceal 
Our rapturous relation <o the stalls. 

Our glory covers us with noble shame. 

And he tjiat’s unconfounded, is untnann’d. 495 

The Man that blushes is not quite a brute. 

Thus far with thee, Lokenzo! will I close; 

Pleasure is good, and Man for pleasure made ; 

But pleasure full of gloi’y, as of joy ; 

Pleasure, which neither blushes nor expires. 500 
The witnesses are heard ; the cause is o’er ; 

Let Conscience fdc the sentence in her court, 

Dearer than deeds that half a realm convey ; 

Thus, seal’d by Truth, th’ authentic record runs : 

“ Know, all ! know, iniideks — unapt to know' ' 605 

Tis Immortality your nature solves ; 

'Tis Immortality deciphers Man, 

And opens all the myst’ries of his make. 

Without it, half his instincts are a riddle; 

Without it, all his virtues are a dream. 510 

His very crimes attest his dignity ; 

His sateless thirst of pleasure, gold, and fame, 
Declares him born for blessings infinite: 

What le.ss than infinite makes unabsurd 
Passions, which all on earth but more inflames? 515 
Fierce passions, so inis-measur'd to this scene, 
Stretch’d out, like eagles’ wings, beyond our nest, 

Far, far beyond the worth of all below. 

For Earth too large, presage a nobler flight. 

And evidence our title to the skies.” 520 

Ye gentle theologues, of calmer kind ! 

Who.se constitution dictates to your pen, 

Who, cold yourselves, think ardour comes from hell ! 
Think not our passions from corruption sprung, 
Though to corruption now they lend their wings ; 525 
That is their mistress, not their mother. All 
(And justly) reason deem divine : I see, 

I feel a grandeur in the passion.^ too. 
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Eternal day ! *TU that enlightens all. 

Which speaks their high tJescent, and glorious end ; 
W^hich speaks them rays of an eternal lire. 530 

In paradise itself they burnt as strong, 
lire Adam fell ; though wiser in their aim. 

Like the proii«l liastern, struck by Providence, 

What though o«ir passions are run mad, and stoop. 
With Ion terrestrial appetih;, to graze - 535 

On trash, on toys, dethron’d from high desire? 

Yet still, through their tlisgrace, no feeble ray 
Of greatness shines, and ttdls us when<-e they fell: 

Bui these (like that fall’n monarch when reclaim’d,) 
When Keasou mode'iates the rein aright, 540 

Shall rc-aseeiicl, reuiouiit their former sphere, 

Where once they soar’djllustrious ; ere seduc'd 
By wanton liv(,’.s <iehauch, to stroll on earth. 

And s(‘t the sublunary world on fire. 

But grant their frenzy lasts; their frenzy fails 645 
To disapp<uut one providential end, 

Por which Jli-av'ii blew up ardour in our hearts; 
Were Keasou silent, boumlless Passion speaks 
A future scene of boiitullcss objects too, 

And brings glad tidings of eternal day, 550 

Eternal day! ’’Pis that enlightens all ; 

And all, by that enlighten’d, proves it sure^ 
Consider Man as an iinmortui being, 

Intelligible all; an<l all is great; 

A crystalline transparency prevails, 556 

And strikes full lustre through the human sjdiere; 
Consider Man as mortal, all is dark, ' 

And wretched ; Reason weeps at the survey. 

The learn’d Lorenzo cries, “ And let her weep; 
Weak, modern Reason : Ancient times were wise. 560 
Authority, that venerable guide, 

Stands on iny part; the fam’d Athenian Porch 
(And who for wisdom so renown’d as they ?) 

Leiiy’d this immortality to Man.” 

I grant it ; hut afiirm, they prov’d it too. 565 

A riddle this ! — Have patience ; I’ll explain. 

What noble vanities, what moral tliglits, 

GJittViiig through their romantic wisdom’s page. 
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Pleased Pride jtroclaim*d what liettson disbelieved. 

Make us, at once, despise tliein, and admire ! 

Fable is flat to these Ingli-scason’d sires ; 570 

They leave th’ extravagauct; of song below. 

“ Flesh shall not feci ; or, feeling, shall enjoy 
Tl»e dagger or the rack ; to them, alike 
A bed of roses, or the burning bull.” 

In men exploding all beyond the grave, 575 

Strange dbetrine, this! — As doctrine, it was strange; 
But not, as prophecy; for such it pvov’d. 

And, to their own amazemenL was fulfill’d : 

TJiev feien’d a firinness (.Christians need not feign. 

'rhe Christian truly triumph'd in the flame: 580 

The Stoick saw, in double wonder lost, 

Woiuhir at them, and wonder at himself. 

To tind the bold adventures of'his thought 
Aot bold, and that he strove to lie in vain. 

Whence, then, those thoughts? those towVing 
thouglits, that flew 585 

Such monstrous heights? — From Instinct, and from 
Fridc. 

The glorious instinct of a deathless soul, 

Confus’dly conscious of her dignity. 

Suggested truths they could not understand. 

In ljust's dominion, and in Passion’s storm, 590 
Truth’s system broken, scatter’d fragments lay, 

(As light in chaos, giimm’ring through the gloom:) 
Smit with the pomp of lofty sentiments. 

Pleas’d Pride {U'oclaim’d what Reason disbeliev’d. 
Pride, like the Delphic priestess, with a swell, 595 
Rav’d nonsense, destin’d to be future sense. 

When life immortal in full day should shine; 

And Death’s dark shadows fly the Chispel sun. 

They spoke what nothing Imt immortal souls 
Could speak ; and thus the truth they ipieslion d, 
prov’d. 600 

Can then absurdities, as well a.s crime.s. 

Speak Man immortal? All things speak him so. 

Much has been urg’d; and dost thou call for more? 
Call ; and with endless questions be distrest, 

All unrcsolvable, if earth is all. 605 





THE COMPLAINT. 


[night 


184 

» 

fPlty happiness pursu*dy though never found? 


610 


615 


620 


625 

Why sense of guilt ? W'hy Cotiscienec up in arnis^’ 
Coiiseiimce of guilt is prophecy of pain, 

And hosoin counsel to decline the blow. 

Jlenson with iiiclination ne’er had jarr’d, 630 

If nothing future pviid forbearance hero, 

'Fhiis on — these, and a Ihoiisanil pleas uncali'd, 

All promise, some ensure, a second scene; 

Whi(.‘ii, were it doubtful, would be dearer far 
Than all things else most certain; were it false, 635 
What truth on earth so precious as the lie? 

'J’his world it gives us, let what will ensue ; 

'J’his world it gives, in that high cordial, Hope: 

The future of the present is the soul : f 

How this life groans, when sever’d from the next! 640 

Poor mutilated wretch, that disbelieves ! 

By dark distrust his being cut in two. 

In both parts perishes; life void of joy, 

Sad j)relude of eternity in pain! j 

Oouldst thou persuade me, the ngxt life could fhil 641^ 


“ Why life, a moment? infinite, desire? 

Our wish, eternity? Our home, the grave? 
Heav’n’s^ promise dormant lies in human hope ; 
Who wishes life immortal, proves it too. 

Why happiness pursu’d, though never found? 
Man’s thirst of happiness declares it is, 

(For INatiiro never gravitates to nought;) 

That thirst mupiench’d declares it is not here. 
My Lucia, thy (Jlarissa, call to thought: 

Why «‘onlial friendship rivetted so deep. 

As iiearls lo ))ir'rce at first, at'parting, rend. 

If fri(‘M(l, anti friendship, vanish in an hour? 

Is not this lornient in the mask of joy ? 

B’hy l)y reflection marr’d the joys of sense? 
M’hy past, and future, pVeying on our hearts. 
And putting all our jiresent joys to death? 

Why labours Reason ? Instinct were as well ; 
Instinct, far Ix'tter ; what can choose, can err: 
O how infallible the thonghth'ss brute f 
’Twere well his Holiness were iialf as sure. 
Reason with inclination why at war? 
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» 

Whif stnse uf better} It eti^tiUent worse » 

Our ardent wishes ; how should I pour out 
My l)lecdiiii>- heart in angnisii, n('w as deep ! 

Ol» ! with what thoughts, tliy hope, and iny despsfir, 
Ahhorr'd Annihilation, hlasls tin; soul. 

Ami wide-<‘xt:;nds the hounds of hnniun woe! 650 
Could 1 believe lA)UENZt)'s system true. 

In this black channel wouhi my ravings run. 

*' Cri<‘f from the future borrow’d peace, ere-while. 
The future vanish’d! and the present pain’d! 

Strange import t>f miprece<lented ill ! 655 

I'ail, how profoumi ! like liiicifer’s, the fall! 

Une<jnal fate! his fall, w itlunit his guilt ! 

From where fond IJope built, her pavilion high, 

'I’he gods among, hml'd headlong, hurl’d at once 
Tonight! to nothing! tlarkei^ still than night. 660 
Jf'twas a dream, why wake me, my worst foe? 
Lokenzo ! boastful of the uaim? of friend ! 

O for delusion! O for error still! 

Could vengeance strike much stronger, than to plant 
A tiiinkiijg being in a world like this, 665 

Not ov»;r-rich before, now beggar’d quite ; 

More curst than at the fall? — The sun goes out! 

"The thorns shoot up ! What thorns in- every thought! 
Why sense of better? It embitters worse. 

Why sense? why life? If hut to sigh, then sink 670 
To what 1 was? Twice nothing! and much woe! 

Wot‘, from Ileav’n’s bounties! woe, from what was wont 
To Halter most, high intellectual pow’rs ! 

“ Thought, virtue, knowledge ! blessings, by thy 
scheme. 

All poisonM into pains. First, knowledge, once 675 
My soul’s ambition, now her greatest dread. 

To know myself, tr«ie wisdom? — JNo, to slum 
That shocking science. Parent of despair ! 

Avert thy iniiTor: If I see, 1 die. 

“ Know my Creator? Climb his blest abode 680 
By painful speculation, pierce the vail, 

Hive in his uattire, read his attributes, 

And gaze in admiration — :on a foe. 

Obtruding life, withholding happiness ! 
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Duty ! — There's nowp, but to repel the cheat. 

From the full rivers that surround his throne, 685 
Not letting fall one drop of joy on Man; 

(Ma'n gas 5 )ing for one drop, that he might cease 
To curse his birth, nor envy reptiles more!) 

Ye sable clouds! ye darkest shades of night! 

Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thought, 690 
Once all rny comfort; source and soul of joy J 
Now leagu’d with furies, and with thee, against me. 

“ Know his acliieveinents ? study his renown? 
Contemplate this amazing universe, 

Hropt front his hatnl, w'ith iniracles replete ! 695 

For what? ’Mid miracles of nobler name 
To find one miracle of misery ? 

To find the being, which alone can know 
And praise his works, a 'blemish on his praise? 
Through Nature's amide range, in thought, to stroll. 
And start at Man, the single mourner there, 701 
Breathing iiigh hope! chain’d down to pangs and death ? 

“ Knowing is suff’ring: And shall Virtue share 
The sigh of Knowledge? — Virtue shares the sigh. 

By straining up tite steep of excellent, 705 

By battles fought, and, from temptation, won. 

What gains she, but the pang of seeing worth. 

Angelic worth, soon shutiled in the dark 
With ev’ry vice, and swejit to brutal dust? 

Merit is madness ; virtue is a crime ; 710 

A crime to Reason, if it costs us pain 
Unpaid : What pain, amidst a thousand more. 

To think the most abandon’d, after days 
Of triumph o’er their betters, find in death 
As soft a pillow, nor make fouler clay! 715 

“ Duty ! Religion ! — ^These, our duty done, 

Imply reward. Religion is mistake. 

Duty ! — There’s none, but to repel the cheat. 

Ye cheats ! away ! ye daughters of my pride 1 
Who feign yourselves the fov’rites of the skies : 720 

Ye tow’ring hopes! abortive energies ! 

That toss, and struggle, in my lying breast. 

To scale the skies, and build presumptions there, 

As 1 were heir of an eternity ; 
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*Tis Man alone expostulates with Heaven* 


m 


Vain, vain ambitions! trouble me no more. 725 

Why travel far in quest of sure defeat? 

As bounded as my being, be iiiy wish. 

All is inverted, Wisdom is a fool. 

Sense, take the rein ; blind Passion, drive us on ; 

And, Ignorance, befriend us on our way; 730 

Ye new, but truest patrons, of our peace! 

Yes; give the pulse full empire; live the brute. 

Since, as the brute, we die. The sum of Man, 

Of godlike Man ! to revel, and to rot. 

“ But not on equal terms with other brutes: 735 
Their revels a more poignant relish yield, 

And safer too; they never poisons choose. 

Instinct, than llcasoii, makes more wholesome meals, 
And sends all-marring murmflr far away. 

For sensual life they best philosophize ; 740 

Theirs that serene the sages sought in vain : 

’Tis Man alone expostulates with Heav’n ; 

His, all the pow’r, and all the cause to mourn. 

Shall human eyes alone dissolve in tears ? 

And bleed, in anguish, none but human hearts ? 745 

The wide-stretch’d realm of intellectual woe, 
Surpassing sensual far, is all our own. 

In life so fatally distinguish’d, why 

Cast in one lot, confounded, lump’d in death ? 

“ Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt? 750 
Why thunder’d this peculiar clause against us? 
All-mortal, and all-wretched ! — Have the skies 
Reasons of state, their subjects may not scan, 

Nor humbly reason when they sorely sigh? 
All-mortal, and all-wretched ! — ’Tis too much 755^ 
Unparallel’d in nature: ’Tis too much 
On being unrequested at thy hands. 

Omnipotent ! for I see nought but pow’r. 

“ And why see that? Why thought? To toil, and eat. 
Then make our bed in darkness, needs no thought. 760 
What superfluities are reasoning souls 1 
Oh give eternity ! or thought destroy. 

Rut without thought our curse were half-unfelt ; 

Its blunted edge would spare the throbbing heart ; 


1 ^ 


THF, COMPLAINT. 


[night 


Wretched preferment to thin round of pains! 

And, therefore, ’tis bestowM. 1 thank thee, Keason I 
For aiding' life’s too small ealamities, 766 

And givkig being to the drea<l of death. 

Such are thy bounties! — Was it then too much 
For me, to tres))ass on the brutal riglus? 

Too much for li< av’u to make one emmet more? 770 
Tl’oo much for chaos to |)ermil juy mass 
A longer stay Avith essences nnurotight, 

Unfasluon’d, mjtern enled into Man? 

Wretched pref. Tteiii to this nmnd of pains! 

Wretched c'apiu.'iiy of frenzy. Thought ! 775 

Wretched capacity of <lyiug, Life! 

Life, Thought, Worth, Wisilom, all (O foul revolt!) 
Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 

“ Death, then, has chang’d its nature too : O death! 
Come to my bosom, thou best gift of Heav’n! 7B0 
Best friend of Man! sin<‘e Man is Man no more. 

Why in this thorny wilderness so long. 

Since there’.s no proinis’tl land’s ambrosial bow’r, 

To pay me with its honey for my stings ? 

If needful to the selfish schemes of Ueav’n 785 

To sting us sore, why mock’il our misery ? 

W hy this so sum[)tuoiis insult o’er our heads? 

Why this illustrious canopy display’d ? 

Why so magnificently lodg’d Despair? 

At stated periods, sure-returning, roll 790 

These glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 
Their length of labours, and of pains ; nor lose 
Their misery’s full measure? — Smiles with llow’rs. 
And fruits, promiscuous, ever-teeming earth, 

That Man may languish in lu.xnrious scenes, 795 
And in an Eden mourn his wither’d joys? 

Claim earth and skies Man’s admiration, due 
For such delights? blest animals! too wise 
To wonder; and too happy to complain ! 

“ Our doom decreed demands a mournful scene: 
Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemn’d? 80! 
Why not the dragon’s subterraneous den. 

For Man to howl in ? Why not his abode 
Of the same dismal colour with his fate ? 
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A 'Ihehes, a Babylon, at %'ast expetioo 805 

Of time, toil, treasure, art, for owls atul adders?, 

As ccmgTuons, as, for Man, this lofty dome, • * 

Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high desire; 
If, from her humble chamber in the dust. 

While proud thought swells, and high ‘lesire inllames. 
The poor,\vorni calls us for her inmates there; 811 
Ami, round us. Death's im;xorable hand 
Draws the <lark curtain close; undrawn no more. 

“ Undrawn no more! — Behind the cloud of Death, 
Once i beheld a sun; a*sun which gilt 815 

Tlial sabie cloud, and turn’d it all to gold : 

How the grave’s alter'd ! fathomless, as hell ! 

A real lieli to those who dreamt of heav’n. 
Annihilation! how it yawms b*efore me! 

Next moment I may <lrop from thought, from sense. 
The privilege of angels, and of worms, 821 

An outcast from existence! and this spirit. 

This all-pervading, this all-conscious .soul, 

This parti(;le of energy divine, 

Whicli travels Nature, dies from star to star, 825 
And visits gods, and emulates their pow’rs, 
l'.*r »^ver is extinguis h’d. Iloi Tor ! Death ! 

D uili i;; at death 1 tearless once siii*veyVl! — 
uuivei'r a! shall deseeiid, 

And fleav'irs dark concave urn al! luinian race, 830 
On tliat enormous nnreruuding tomb, 

How just tills verse! this monumental sigh! 

“ Beneath the I uni her of ciciiiolisli’d worlds. 

Deep ill the nihhish of the gon'ral wreck. 

Swept igiioniiiiious to the conimoii mass 835 

- .Of matter, never jji^nifv’d with life. 

Here lie proud ratidnals; the sons of heav'n! 

‘I'lie lords of earth ! the property of worms ! 

Beings of \estcidiiy, and not to-iiiorrow ! 

Who liv'd ill terror, ami in pangs e.xpir'd! S40 

All gone to rot in chans; or, to make 
Their happy transit into blocks or brutes ; 

Nor longer sully their Creatou^s name/' 

Lorenzo! hear, pause, ponder, and pronounce. 
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Heaven is att love; all joy in giving joy. 


Just is this history ? If such is Man, 845 

Mankind’s historian, tlioiigli divine, might weep, 

Aifd dares Lorenzo smile? — I know thee proud ; 

For once let pride befriend thee : Pride looks pale 
At such a scene, and sighs for something more. 

Amid thy boasts, presumptions, and displays, 850 
And art thou then a shadow? less than shade? 

A nothing? less than nothing? To have been, 

And not to he, is lower than unborn. J 

Art thou ambitious? Why then make the worm 
Thine equal? Ituns thy taste of pleasure high? 855 
Why patronize sure death of ev’ry joy ? 

Charm riches? Why choose begg’ry in the grave,-*— 
Of ev’ry hope a bankrupt! and for ever? 

Ambition, Pleasure, A'varice, persuade thee 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 860 
They lately prov’d, thy soul’s supreme desire. 

What art thou made of? rather, how unmade? 
Great Nature’s master-appetite destroy’d ! 

Is endless life, and happiness, despis’d ? 

Or both wish’d, here, w'here neither can be found ? 865 
Such Man’s perverse eternal war with Heav’n ! 

Dar’st thou persist? Arnl is there naught on earth. 
But a long train of tmiisitory forms. 

Rising, and breaking, millions in an hour! 

Bubbles of a fantastic Deity, blown up 870 

In sport, and then in cruelty de.stroy’d ? 

Oh! for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo! 

Destroys thy scheme the whole of human race? 

Kind is fell Lucifer, compai*’d to thee: 

Oh! spare this waste of being half-divine; 875 

And vindicate the oeconomy of Heav’n. , 

Heav’n is all love; all joy in giving joy: ) 

It never had created but to' bless: 'y'.. ? 

And shall it, then, strike oft' the list of life ’ 

A being blest, or worthy so to be ? ■ 880 

Heav’n starts at an annihilating God. 

Is that all Nature starts at, thy desire? 

Art such a clod to wish thyself all clay ? 

What is that xlreadful wish ? — ^The dviner srroan 
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Natur€^t first wish is endtm Aappikess* 

Of Nature, murder’d by the blackest guilt. 885 

What deadly poivson has thy nature drank ? 

To Nature, undebauch’d, no shock so great; • 

Nature’s first wish is endless happiness ; 

Annihilation is an after-thought, 

A monstrous wish, unborn till Virtue dies. 890 

And, oh ! what depth of horror lies inclos’d ! 

For non-existence no man ever wish’d. 

But, first, he wish’d the Deity destroy’d. 

If so; what words are dark enough to draw 
Thy picture true.^ The darkest are too fair. 895 

Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of desperation, by what fury’s aid, 

In what infernal posture of the soul. 

All hell invited, and all hell in joy 
At such a birth, a birth so near of kin, 900 

Did thy foul fancy whelp so black a scheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown, 

And deities begun, reduc’d to dust? 

There’s nought (thou say’sl) but one eternal flux 
Of feeble essences, tumultuous driv’n 905 

Through Time’s rough billows into Night’s abyss. 

Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin. 

Is there no rock, on which Man’s tossing thought 
Can rest from terror, dare his fate survey, 

And boldly think it something to be born? 910 

Amid such hourly wrecks of being fair. 

Is there no central, all-sustaining base. 

All-realizing, all-connecting Pow’r, 

Which, as it call’d forth all things, can recall. 

And force Destruction to refund her spoil ? 915 

Command the grave restore her taken prey ? , 

Bid Death’s dark vale its human harvest yield. 

And earth, and ocean, pay their debt of Man, ; 

True to thegmud deposit trusted there? 

Is there no potentate, whose out-stretch’d arm,- 920 
When rip’iiing time calls forth th’ appointed hour. 
Pluck’d from foul Devastation’s famish’d maw, 

Binds present, past, and future, to his throne ? 

«is throne, how glorious! thus divinely grac’d, 
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How bright my prospect shines I how gloomy thine f 


By germinating beings clust’riug round! 925 

A garland worthy the Divinity ! 

A throu/j, by HeavVs omnipotence in smiles, 

Built (like a Pharos tow’ring in the waves) 

Amidst immense effusions of his love! 

An ocean of communicated bliss ! 930 

An all-i)rolific, all-preserving God ! 

This were a God indeed. — And such is Man, 

As here presum’d : He risc.s from his fall. 

Think’st thou omnipotence a naked root, 

Bach blossom fair of Deity tlestroy’d ? 935 

Nothing is dead; nay, nothing sleeps; each soul,"""^ 
That ever animated human clay. 

Now wakes; is on the wing: And where, O where,: ‘ 
Will the swarm settle?* — When the triunpi't’s call, 

As sounding brass, collects us, round Meav’n’s throne 

Conglob’d, we bask in everlasting day, 941 

(Paternal splendour!) and adhere forever. / 

Had not the soul this mitlet to the skies, 

In this vast vessel of tl)e universe 

How should we gasf), as in an empty void ! 945 

How in the pangs of famish’d hope expire ! 

How bright my prospect shines! how gloomy thiiu*' 
A trembling world ! and a devouring God 1 
Barth but the shambles of Omnipotence 1 
Heav’n’s face all stain'd w'ith causciless massacres 950 
Of countless millions, born to f«;el the pang 
Of being lost. Lorenzo ! can it be? 

This bids us shudder at the thoughts of life. 

Who would be born to such a ])hantom world, 

Where nought subs'tantial, but our misery? 955 

Where joy (if joy) but heightens our distress. 

So soon to perish, and revive no more? 

The greater such a joy, the more it pains. 

A world, so far from great, (and yet how great 
It shines to thee!) there’s nothing real in it; 960 
Being, a shadow ! Consciousness, a dream ! 

A dream, how dreadful! ’Universal blank 
Before it, and behind ! Poor Man, a spark 
l^rom lion-exiiitence struck by wrath divine, 
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Know*9t thou th* importance of a soul immortnl ? 


Glitt’ring a luonient, nor tliat inoiiient sure, 905 

i.pper, nether, and surrounding night. 

His sad, sure, sudden, ainl eternal tonih ! * 

Lorenzo! dost thou feel these arguments ? 

Or is there nought hut vengeance can he felt? 

How hast tliou dar’d the Ueitv detlirone? 970 

How dau’d indict him of a world liiethis? 

If such the world, creation was a crime; 

Lor what is crime, hut cause of misery ?• 

Retract, hlasphemer! and unriddle this. 

Of endless arguments, a*l)ove, below, 975 

Without us, ami w ithin, the slu)rt result — 

“ If Man’s immortal, there’s a (»oi> in lieav'u.”^,. 

But w herefon^ such redundymcy ? such waste 
Of argument? One sets my soul at rest; 

One obvious, and athaml, ami, oh! — at heart. 980 

So just the skies, PuiLAsnKR’s life so pain’d. 

His heart so pure, tluitor su<-C(?eding scenes 
Have palms to give, or ne’er had he been born. 

“ What an old tale- is this!” Lorenzo cries. — 

1 grant this argument is old ; but truth 985 

No years impair; and had not this been- true. 

Thou never hadst despis’d it lior its age; 

Truth is iminortal as thy soul; and fable 
As Heeling as thy joys. Be wise, tmr make 
Heav’n’s highest blessing, vengeance: O be wise! 990 
Nor make a curse of iiinnoctality.. 

Say, know’st thou what it is?- or wlrat thou art? 
Know’st thou th’ importance of a soul iminortal ? 
Behold this midnight glory : Worhls on. worlds! 
Amazing pomp ! Kedouhie this amaze ; .095 

Ten thousaml add; a<ld twice ten thousand more; 
Then w’cigli the whole; one soul outweigbe them all. 
And calls th’ astonishing magnificence 
Of unintelligent creation poor. 

For this, believe not me; no man- beHeve;; 1000 
Trust not in words, but ileeds ; and deeds no less 
Thau those of the Supreme-; nor his, a few; 

Consult them all ; consulted, all pi-oclaim 
Thy soul’s importance. Tremble M thyself; 

7 . 7 
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TAe wofld was fnade; tras ruin'd; was restor'd. 


For whom Omnipotence has wakM so Fong: 1005 

lias waiv'd, and workM, for ages ; from the birth 
OriVatitrc to tliis unbelieving hour. 

In this small provinee of his vast domain 
(All ISatnre bow, while 1 pronounce his name!) 

What has (Jod done, and not for this sole end, 1010 
To rescue souls from death? The soul’s high price 
Is w rit in all the c«mduct of (he skies. 

The soid's high j)rice is the creation’s key, 

Unlocks its mysteries, and naked lays 

The genuine catise of cv’ry deed divine ; 1015 

That is the chain of ages, which maintains 

I’lieir obvious correspoinlenee, and unites 

Most distant periods ii^, one blest design: 

That is the mighty hinge, on which have turn'd 

All revrdutious, wln'ther we regard 1020 

The nat’ral, civil, or rtligious, world ; 

The former two, but servants to the thir<l : 

To (Iiat their duty done, they both expire. 

Their mass new -east, forgot their d«!eds renown’d ; 
And angels ask, “ Where once they shone so fair?” 

To lift us from this abject, to sublime; 1020 

This flux, to permanent ; this dark, to day ; 

This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to serene ; 

This mean, to mighty ! — for this glorious end 
Th’ Almighty, rising, his long sabbath broke; 10-30 
The world was made; was ruin’d; was restor’d;*^ 
Laws from the skies were publish'd ; w«n'o ri'pc^al’d; 
On earth, kings, kingdoms, rose; kings, kingdoms, fell; 
Fam’d sages lighted up the Pagan world; 

Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 1035 

Through distant age; saints travell'd; martyrs bled; 
By wonders sacred Nature stood controH'd; 

The living were translated ; dead were rais’d ; 

Angels, and more than angels, came from lieav’n; 
And, oh !• for this, descended lower still ; 1040 

Gilt was hell's gloom ; astonish’d at his guest. 

For one short moment Lucifer ador’d : 
liOKENZo! and wilt thou do less? — For this. 

That hallow’d page, fools scoft' at, was inspir’d, 
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TutnuUuous im'armif fieiiits in arms ! 


Of all 11 iese truths, tl»rice*-veiierahle code! 104»» 

Deists ! perform your (juaraiitiiie ; and then 

I’all prostrate ere you touc h it, lest you die. , 

Nor less intensely bent infernal pow’rs 
To mar, than those of light this end to gain. 

O what a scene is here! — Lorenzo! wake, 1050 

Rise; to the thought ; exert, expand thy soul 

To lake die vast idea: It tlcnies 

All else the name of great. Two warring worhls. 

Not Kurope against Afrio; warring worlds, 

Of more than mortal! npmnled on the wing! 1055 
On ardent wings of energy, aitd zeal, 
ltigli-ho\ ’ring- oVr this little brand of strife! 

'I his sublunary ball. — Rut strife, for what? 

Jn their own eatisi! (tontlieting*? No; in thine, 
in Man’s. Jlis single int’rest blows the Itanie; 1060 
llis the sole stake; his fate the Irunipet sounds, 

\\ hieh kindles war inunortal. How it burns! 
‘^ruuiultnous swarms of deities in arms! 
l’ore«‘, Ibrec! oppcfsing, fill the waves rim high, 

And tem|)est Nature's universal sphere. 1065 

iSiudi opposites eternal, stedfast, stern, 

Stu b foes iinpiaeablo, are (lood and 111; 

N et Man, vain Man, wonld medi.ite peace between tliem. 

Think not this tiction. “ There was war in lieav’u.” 
From heav’n’s high crystal mountain, jivbere it hung, 
Tir Almighty’s out-stivtcht arm took down his bow'. 
And shot his iudignatiou at the deep: I07i 

Re-thnnder’d Hell, and darted all her lires. — 

And seems the slake of little moment still ? 

And slumbers Man, w ho singly caus’d thestorniF 1075 
Ho sleeps. — And art thou shock’d at mysteries? 

The grcuitest, thou. How dreadful to relied, 

M’hat ardour, care, and counsel, mortals cause 
In breasts divine! How little in their own ! 

Where’er I turn, how new proofs pour upon me! 
How happily this woiid’rous view supports ’ 1081 

My forima- argument! How strongly strikes 
Immortal life’s full demonstration, here! 

W'liy this exertion ? why this strange regard 
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Hence^ clajfy vile clay ! htu angeU for its guarfL 

From heav’u’s Omnipotent indulg’d to Man ? 1085 

Because, in Man, tlie glorious, dreadful pow’r. 
Extremely to be pain'd, or blest, for ever. 

Duration gives importance; swells the price. 

An angel, if a creature of a day, 

What would he be? A trifle of no weight; 1090 
Or stand, or fall ; no matter which ; he’s gone. 
Because immortal, therefore is indulg’d 
This strange regard of deities to dust. 

Heme, Heav’n looks down on Earth with all her eyes: 
Hence, the soul’s mighty moment in her sight : 1095 

Hence, ev’ry soul has partizans above, 

And ev’ry thought a critic in the skies: J 
Hence, clay, vile clay ! has angels for its guard,#'^ 

And ev’ry guard a passion tor his charge : 

Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine 1100 

Has held high counsel o’er the fate of Man. ; 

Nor have the cloutls those gracious counsels hid. 
Angels mulrew the curtain of the tlirone. 

And Pkovjdcncc came forth to meet mankind : 

In various modes of emphasis and awe, 1105 

He spoke his will, and treinbliug Nature heard ; 

He spoke it loud, in thunder, and in storm. 

Witness, thou Sinai! whose cloud-cover’d height. 

And shaken basis, own’d the present Gon ; 

Witness, ye bill( 4 ws ! whose returning tide, 1110 

Breaking the (diain that fasten’d it in air. 

Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell : 

Wilness, ye flames th’ Assyrian tyrant blew 
To sov’n-fold rage, as iiupotcmt as strong: 

And thou, Eartli! witness, whose exjiamling jaws 1115 
Clos’d o’er Presumption's sacrilegious sons : 

Has not each element, in turn, subscrib’d 
The soul’s high price, and sworn it to the wise ? 

Has not flame, ocean, aether, earthquake, strove 
To strike'this truth through adamantine Man? 1120 
If not all adamant, Lorenzo! hear; 

All is delusion. Nature is wrapt up. 

In tenfold night, from Reason’s keenest eye; 

There’s no consistence, meaning, plan, or end. 
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In all beneath the sun, in all above, 1125 

(As far as Man can penetrate,) or heav’n 
Is an immense, inestimable prize; 

Or all is nothing, or that prize is all. — • 

And shall each toy be .still a match for heav’n? 

And full equivalent for groans below? ' ^ 130 

Who would not give a trirte to prevent 

What he would give a thousand worlds to cure?' 

Lorenzo! thou hast seen (if thine to see) 

All Watnre, and her (loo, (by .Nature’s course. 

And Nature’s course cootroH'd,) declare for me: 1 135 
The skies alwve proclaim “ lumiortal Man !’’ 

And “ Man immortal !” all below resounds. 

The world’s a system of theology, 

Head, by tin- greati^sl stranger!? to the schools; 

If honest, learn’«l ; and sages o’er a j)Iotigh. 1140 
ks not, Lorenzo! then, impos’d on thee 
’I’his hard alternative; or, to renounce 
Thy reason and thv sense; or, to believe? 

W hat then is uube!i»!f? ’Tis an exploit; 

A strenuous enterprize : To gain it, Man 1145 

Must burst through ev’ry bar of common sense, 

Of conunon shame, magnanimously wrong. 

And what rewar<ls the sttirdy combatant? 
liis prize, repentance ; infamy, his crown. ■ 

But w herellkre infamy ? — For want of faith, 11-50 
Down the sti-ej) precipice of wrong In; .slides; 

I'here’s nothing to support him in tl>e right. 

Faith in the future wanting, is, at least 
111 embryo, ev’ry w'cakness, ev’ry guilt ; 

And strong temptation ripens it to birth. 1155 

If this life’s gain invites him to the deed. 

Why not his country sold, his father slain? 

’Tis virtue to pursue our good supreme; 

And his supreme, his only good, is here. 

Ambition, Av’rice, by the wise ilisdaih’d, IICO 

Is perfect wisdom, while mankind are tools, 

And think a turf, or tombstone, covers all ; 

These find employment, and provide for sense 
A richer pasture, and a larger range ; 
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Hetcftrds and punishments ntuke (iod ador'd. 

And sense, by rij^bt tliviue, ascends fhe throne, 1165 
When Virtue’s prize and prospect are no more; 

Virtue lyo more we tl>ink the will of Ileav’n : 

Would Heuv’n quite beggar ^ irtin;, if belov’d ? 

“ Has VirJue eharins?” — I uraut licr heav’iily fair; 
But if nnportion’d, all will Inrrest we<l ; 1170 

Though that our admiration, this our choice. 

The Viriucs “row on Immortality ; 

'I’hat root destroy’tl, they wither and expire. 

A Dkity ijeliev (b will noiii'lit avail ; 

Rewards and punishments mpke <jtoi> ador'd 175 
And hopes and tears give (Jonscience all her powV^^ 
As in the dying parent dies the child. 

Virtue with luunortality expires. 

Who tells me he denies«his soul innnortai, 

Whate’er his boast, has told me, lui’s a knave. 1180 
His dutv’tis, to love himself alone; 

Nor care though mankind perish, if he smiles. _ 

W^ho thinks ere-long the man shall wholly die," \ 

Is dead already; nought but brute surviv<Ns. y' 

And are there such? — .Such candidates there are 
For more than tloath ; for utter loss of being. 1186 
Being, llie basis of the Ueity ! 

A.sk you the cause? Tin; cause they will not tell : 

Nor need they: t)h the sorceries of sense! 

They work this transformation on the sold, 11.90 
Dismount her like the ftcrpent at the fall. 

Dismount her from her native wing (which soar’d 
lire-while ethereal lu'iglits,) and throw her down, 

To lick the ilust. and crawl, in such a thought. 

Is it in words to paint von? O ve fall’n! 1190 

Fall’n from the wings of Reason, and of Hope! 
iirect in stature, prone in a|»petite! 

Fatrons of pleasure, {rusting into {rain! 
liovi.rs of argument, averse to scn.se! 

Boasters of liberty, fast-bound in chains! 1:290 

Lords of the wide creation, and the shame ! 
jVbrre senseless than th’ irrationals you scorn ! 

More base than those you rule! than those you {jif.y‘ 
Far more undone! O ye most infamous 
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Henounce St. Erreinont, and rnul St, Paul. 


Of beiii^u's, fi'oiii superior iligiiity ! 1205 

Deepest in vv(»e from iiK'aiis of boundless bliss! 

Ye <airst by blessings iidinile ! because • * 

Most liiglily favour’d, most profoundly lost! 

Ye motley mass of coiitratliclioti strong! 

And are yon, too, convinc’d your souls Hy off 1210, 
In cxlialation soft, and die in air, 

Fntni tlio’fnll flood of evidence against you? 

Jn the coarse drudgeries and sinks of sense, 

Your souls have quite worn out the make of heav’n, 

Hy vice new-cast, and cw?atures of your own: 1215 

But though you can tieform, you can’t destroy ; 

'J’o curse, not mu;n>ate, is all your pow’r. 

Lorenzo! this black brotherhood renounce; 
llf'nonnce St, Evremont, and rbad St. Paul. 

Ere rapt by miracle, hy reason wing’d, 1220 

liis mounting' mind made long abode in heav’n. 

'I’iiisis free-thinking, unconfm'd to parts, 

’!’() semi the soul, on curious travel bent, 


'riirongli all the provinces of human thought; 

'I'o dart her flight through the whole sphere of Man ; 
Of this vast universe to make the tour; 1226 

In each recess of space, and time,, at home; 

Panhiiar with their wondens; diving deep; 

Ami like a prince of boundless int’rcsts there, 

Still most aml)itious of the most remote; 1230 

’J'o look on truth unbroken, and entire ; 


JVuth in the system, the full orb ; where truths 
By truths enlighten’d, ami sustain’vl, afford 
An arch-like strong foundation, to support 
111’ incnmbenl weight of absolute, conqilete 12J 
Conviction : here, tlie more we press, we stand 
More Hrm ; who most examine, most believe. 

Pui'ts, like half-sentences, confound; the whole 
t-onveys the sense, and CIod is undvTstood ; 

^\ho not in fragments writes to human race: . 12- 

llead his whole volume, sceptic ! then rejdy. 

I his, this, is thinking free, a thought that grasps 
■Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour, 
f urn up thine eye, survey this midnight scene; 
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Twa kinds of life has double-natured Man, 


Wliat are earth’s kingdoms to yon boundless orbs. 

Of human souls one day the destin’d range? 1246 
And what yon boundless orbs to godlike Man? 

Those rmu’rous worlds that throng tin; Hnnanient, 

And ask more spaee in heav’n, can roll at large 
In Man’s eapaeious thought, and still leave room 1250 
For ampler orbs ; for new creations, there. . 

Can such a soul contract itself, to gripe 
A point of no dimension, of no weight? 

It can; it does; ’The world is such a point: 

And of that point, how small' a j)art enslaves! 1255 
How siiiall a part! — of nothing, shall 1 say? 

Why not? — Fi iends, our chief treasiire, how tinry drop! 
LtciA, INarcissa lair.^PHiLANOER, gone! 

The gra\e, like fabled Cerberus, has op’d 
A triple mouth; ami, in an awful voice, 12(30 

Loud calls my soul, and.utU'Vs all I sing. 

How the world falls to pieces round about us! 

And leaves us in a ruin of our joy! 

What says this transportation of my friends! 

It bids me love the jdace where now they dwell, 1265 
Ami scorn this wretched spot they leave so poor. 
Lternity’s vast ocean lies before thee ; 

There, tiiere, Lokicnzo! thy Clarissa sails. 

Give tliy mind sea-room; keep it wide of earth. 

That rock of souls immortal; cut thy cord; 1270 
AVeigh anchor ; spread thy .sails; call (w’ry wind;”"* 
Eye thy great Fole-star; make the land of life. 

Two kinds of life has double-natiir'd Man, 

And two of death ; the last far more severe. 

Life animal is nurtur’d by the .sun ; 127-3 

Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams. 

Life rational subsists on higher food, 

Triumphant in his beams, who made the day. 

When we leave that sun, and are left by this, 

(The fate of all who die in stubborn guilt,) i 1280 
’Tis utter darktiess; strictly double death. 1 
We sink by no judicial stroke of Ileav’n, 

But Mature’s course; assure as plummets fall. 

Since God, or Man, must alter, ere rtiey meet. 
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If, then, that double death should prove thy lot,. 
Blame not the bowels of the Dkxtv ; * 

Man shall be blest, as far as Man permits. 

Not Man alone, all rationals, Ileav’n arms 1290 

With an illustrious, but trenicndous pow’r. 

To counteract itfj own most gracious ends; 

And this, of strict necessity, not choice: 

That pow’r deny’ti, men, angels, were no more. 

But passive engines, void of praise, or blame. 1296 
A nature rational implies the j)0\v’r 
Of being blest, or wretched, as we please;/ 

Else idle Ileason woidd have nought to do; 

And he that would be barrd <;apaci!y 

Of pain, courts incapacity of bliss. 1300 

Heav’n wills our happiness, allows our doom ; * 

Invites us ardently, but not compels ; 

Heav’n but persuades, almighty Man decrees 
Man is the maker o^ iinniurtal fates. ^ 

Man falls by Man, if finally he fails; 1306 

And fall he must, who learns from Death alone 
The dreadful secret — that ho lives for ever. 

Why this to thee? — thee yet, jierhaps, in doubt 
Of second life! But wherefore doubtfiil still ? 

Eternal life is Nature’.s ardent wish; 1310 

What ardently we wish, we soon believe ; 

Thy tardy faith declares that wish dcstroj ’d ; 

What has dtsstroyed it? — Shall 1 tell thee what? 

When fear’d the future, ’tis no longer w ish'd; 

And, when unwish’d, we strive to disbelieve. 1315 
“ Thus Infidelity our guilt betrays.” 

Nor that the .sole detection ! Blu-sh, Lorcnzo* 

Blush for hypocrisy, if not for guilt. 

The futures fear’d? — An infidel ! and fear? 

Fear what? a dream? a fable? — How thy dread, 1320 
Unwilling evidence, and therefore strong. 

Affords my cause an tmdesign’d support! 

How disbelief afiirius what it denies ! 
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* Rtform thy mannerty and the truth enjoy. 

Surprising! Infidelity turns out 1325 

A creed and a confession of our sins : 

Apqstates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Lorenzo! with Lorenzo clash no more: 

Nor longer a transparent vizor wear. 

Thiuk’st thou, Religion only has the mask ? 1330 

Our infidels are Satan’s hypocrites, 

Pretend the worst, ami, at the bottom, fail. ' 

When visited by thought (thought will intrude,) 

Like him tliey serve, they tremble, and believe. 

Is tiiere hypocrisy so foul as tjiis ? 1335 

So fatal to the welfare of the world ? 

"What detestation, what contempt, their due! 

And, if unpaid, be thank’d for their escape 
That Christian candour dhey strive hard to scorn. 

If not for that asylum, they might find 1340 

A hell on earth ; nor ’scape a worse below. - — 

With insolence, and impotence of thought. 

Instead of racking fancy, to refute. 

Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy. — 

But shall 1 dare confess the dire result? 1345 

Can thy proud Reason brook so black a brand ? 

From pnnM’ manners, to subi inter faith, 

Is Nature’s unavoidable assent; 

An honest Deist, where the gospel shines. 

Matur’d to noliier, in the Christian ends. 1350 

When that blest change arrives, e’en cast aside 
This song superfluous ; life immortal strikes 
Conviction, in. a ilood of light divine. 

A Christian dwells, like Uriel, in the sun. 

Meridian evidence puts Doubt to flight; 1355 

And ardent Hope anticipates the skies. 

Of that bright sun, Lorenzo ! scale the sphere: 

’Tis easy ; it invites thee ; it descends 
From heav’n to woo, and waft thee whence it came ; 
Read and revere the sacred page; a page' 1360 

Where trhnnphs immortality ; a page 
\Vhi«;h not the whole creation could produce 
Which not the conflagration shall destroy ; 

In Nature’s mins not one letter lost: 
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How vicioHs hearis/unte frenzy to the brain! 

’Tis printed iu the mind of gods for e\er. 13(J!5 

In proud disdain of what eVn gods adore, 

Dost smile? — Poor wretch! thy guardian angel w<?eps. 
Angels, and Men, assent to w hat 1 sing ; 

Wits smile, and thank me for my midnight <lreaiu. 
How vicious hearts fume frenzy to the brain ! 1370 

Parts push us on to pride, and pride to shame ; 

Pert Infidelity is W^t’s cockade, 

To grace the brazen brow that braves tlie skies. 

By loss of being’, dreadfully st'cure. 

Lohenzo! if thy doctrine wins the day, 1375 

And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field ; 

If this is all, if earth’s the final scene. 

Take heed ; stand fast ; be sure, to be a knave ; 

A knave in grain ! ne’er deviate to the right : 

Shouldst thou be good — how infinite thy loss! 1380 
Guilt only makes annihilation gain. '■?- 
Blest scheme! which life deprives of comfort, death 
Of hope; and w'hich Vice only recommends. 

If so; where, infidels! your bait thrown out 
To catch weak converts? Where your lofty boast 1385 
Of zeal for Virtue, and of love to AJan ? 

Annihilation! I confess, in these. 

What can reclaim you? Dare I hope profound 
Philosophers the cmiverts of a song? 

Vet know, its title Hatters you, not me; 1390 

Yours be the praise to make my title good ; 

Mine, to bles.s Heav’n, and triumph in your praise. 
But since so pestilential your disease. 

Though sov’ reign is the med’idne I prescribe. 

As yet, rU neither triumph, nor despair; 1395 

But hope, ere long, my midnigiit dream will wake 
Your hearts, and teach your wisdom — to be wise : 
For why should souls immortal, made for bliss. 

E’er wish (and wish in vain!) that souls could die? • 
What ne’er can die, oh ! grant to live; and crown 
The wish, and aim, and labour, of the skies ; 1401 

lucrease, and enter on the joys of heav’n : 

I'hus shall my title pass a sacred seal, 

Heceive an imprimatur from abov^e* 
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jyeny thou art ; then doubt if thou shalt be. 

While angels shout — An Infidel reclaim’d! 1405 
To close, Lorenzo! — Spite of all my ])ains. 

Still sectTis it strange, that thon siionldst live forever? 
Is it less strange that thou shouldst live at all ? 

This is a miracle; and that no more. 

Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. 1410 

Deny thou art; then doubt if thou shalt be.. 

A niiiaole with miracles inclos’d, 

Is Man: And starts his faith at what is strange? 
What It •ss than wonders from the Wonderful? 

What less than miracles from'Goo can flo^v_? 1415 
Admit a (ion — that mystery supreme! '\ 

That Cause uncaus’d ! all other wonders cease ; , 

iVothing is marvellous for him to do: 

Deny him — all is mystery besides; 

Millions of mysteries! each tlarker far 1420 

Than that thy wisdom would, unwisely, shun. - — 

If weak thy faith, why choose the harder side? 

We nothing know but what is marvellous; 

Yet what is marvellous we can’t believe. 

So weak our reason, and so great our God, 1425 
What most surprises in the sacred page, 

Or full as strange, or stranger, must be true. 

Faith is not Ileason’s labour, but repose. 

To Faith, and Virtue, why so backward Man? 
From hence: the present strongly strikes us all; 1430 
The future, faintly : Can we, then, be Men ? 

If Men, L OHENZo! the reverse is right. 

Reason la Man s peculiar; Sense, the brute’s. 

The present is the scant y realm of Sense; 

The future. Reason’s empire unconfin’d : 143S 

On that expending all her godlike pow’r. 

She plans, prt)vidcs, expatiatc.s, triumphs, there ; 
There builds her blessings ; there expects her praise ; 
And nothing asks of Fortune, or of Man. 

And what is Reason ? Be she thus defin’d : 1410 

Reason is upright stature in the soul. 

Oh ! be a Alan ! — and strii'e to bo a God. 

“ For what? (thou say’st:) To damp the joys of life?" 
No ; to give heart and substance to thy joys. 
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Jny has htr tears ; and TYanspart has her death. 

That tyrant, Hope, mark how she domineers : 1445 

She bids ns quit realities, for dreams; 

Safety and peace, for hazard and alarm ; 

That tyrant o’er the tyrants of the soul. 

She bids Ambition quit its taken prize. 

Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it sits, 1450 
Though hearing- crowns, to spring at distant game; 
And plnnge in toils and dangers — for repose. 

If h((pe precarious, and if things, when gain’d, 

Of liltle inomcut, and as little stay, 

Can sweeten toils and dangers into joys; ,..1465 
Wliat then, that hope, which nothing can defeat, 

Our leave unask’d? rich hope of bonudiess bliss! 
llliss, past Man’s pow'r to paint it; time’.s, to close!/ 
This lutpo is earth’s most estimable prize: 

This is Man’s portion, while no more than Man: 

Hope, of all [)assions, most befriends us here ; 1461 

l^assions of prouder name befriend us less. 

,loy has her tears; and Transj)ort has her deatli; -*1-' 
H(*pe, like a cordial, innocent, liioiigii strong, 

Man's heart, at once, inspirits and serenes ; 1465 

N«»r makes him pay his wisdom for his joys: 

’Tis all our present state can safely bear. 

Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind! 

A joy attemper'd ! a chastis’d <lclight! 

Like the fair summer-ev’uing, mild, and sweet! 1470 
’Tis Man’s full cup; his paradise below! 

A blest hereafter, then, or hop’d, or gain’d. 

Is dll ; our whole of happiness: Full proof, 

1 chose no trivial or inglorious theme. 

And know, ye foes to song! (w’cU-meaning Men, 1475 
Tliongh r[uite forgotten half your Bible’s praise!) 
Important truths, in spite of verse, may please : 

Crave minds you praise; nor cun you praise too much: 
If there is weight in an eternity. 

Let the grave listen ; and be graver still. 1480. 
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V. 109. “ Is scarcn a milder tyrant than Despair.” — 

“ The ample proposition that Hope makes 

In all designs begun on earth below, 

Fails in the promis’d largeness: Checks ahd disasters 

Grow in the veins of action, highest rear’d ; 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap. 

Infect the sound pine, an4 divert his grain 

Tortive and errant from his course of growth.” 

Shakespeare. 

V. 121, “ And makes his hope his sublunary joy.” 

“ The old story of ^Pandora's box (which many of 
the learned believe was formed aiiiong the Heathens 
upon the tradition of the fall of man) shews us, how 
deplorable a state they thoiigld this present life, with- 
out hope. To set forth the utmost condition of misery, 
they tell us, that our forefather, according to the Pagan 
theology, had a great vessel presented him by Pandora. 
Upon his lifting up the lid of it, says the fable, there 
flew out all the calamities and distem]>ers incident to 
men, from which, till then, they had been exempt. 
Hope, who had been inclosed in the cup with so much 
bad company, instead of flying oflT with the rest, stuck 
so close to the lid of it, that it was shut down upon 
her.” 

V. 131, &c. “ Then 

With more success the flight of hope survey, 

Of restless hope, for ever on the wing.” 

“ Rise, heavenly visions ! rise. 

And every vain delusive hope control ; 

Let real glory charm thine eyes, 

And real happiness enchant thy soul ! 

Hail glorious dawn of everlasting day. 

Though faintly seen!” 

V. 205, &c. “ When to the grave,” &c. — How a<l- 
inirably is this appeal introduced! and how much is it 
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Notes to Night the Seventh, 

calculated to strike the finest feelings of the human 
soul ! But infidels are as much hardened to every 
amiable sensibility, as they are lost to the siddime of 
piety and virtue. 

V. 290, &c. “ Or own the soul immortal,” &c. — 
Nothing to be found in human composition, ever ex- 
ceeded the spirit of these lines, either for pointed 
energy, or for manly satire. If Infidelity could be 
shamed out of its brutish affectation and vanity, this 
alone were sufficient for that benevolent purpose. 

V. 329. “ Reason is guiltless ; Will alone rebels.” 

Or, as a poet of less gravity has differently express- 
ed the same thing, it will be found universally true, 
that 

“ lie, that’s convinc'd, against his ivili. 

Is of the same opinion still.” 

V. 430. “ The.se delicate moralities of .sense.” — Is 

not this perfectly original, and exquisitely imagined? 

V. 404, &c. “ Is faith a refuge,” See . — If Faith be 

a refuge from the labyrinths in which our reason is 
involvinl, aiid from tlfe miseries with which our ex- 
istence is unavoidably embittered, can it be recom- 
mended with too much zeal, and enforced with too 
much ardour? 

V. 993, &c. “ Know’st thou th’ importance of a soul 
Behold,” &c. [immortal? 

“ The devastations of one dreadful hour 

Shall the Creator’s six days work devour. 

A mighty, mighty ruin ! yet one soul 

Has more to boast, and far outweighs the whole; 

ExaUetl in superior excellence. 

Casts down to nothing such a vast expence.” .. 

“ Think deeply then, O Man, how^ea^ thou art; 

Pay thyself homage with a trembling heart ; , 

What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 

Slighting thyself, aflront not God’s respect. 

Enter the sacred temple of thy breast, 

And gaze and wonder there a ravish’d guest ; 
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Gaze on those hidden treasures thou shalt find, 
Wander throug^h all the glories of thy mind.” 

And you wish for still more exalting views of the 
worth and importance of the human soul, go, study it 
in the whole economy of grace — in the grand scheme 
of redemption — in the sacrifice on mount Calvary ; 
ami tlien ask thyself, “ What shall it pr(>fit a man, 
though lie .should gain the w'hole world, and lose his 
own .soul 

V, 11.05, &c. “ Is it in words fo i)aiut you?” &c. — > 
With .such a portrait of liijuteiili/ before his eyes — and 
the filatures, so strictly just and true — who does not 
.start back with horror at the sight? 

V. &c. “ Thii>; is free-thinking,” &c. — A more 
ennobling idea of freedom of thought, U'as never yet 
conveyed through the iue<linm of language. It is 
nervous^ — comprehensive — grand. 

V. 1269, &c. “ Eternity’s vast ocean lies before thee ; 

Give thy mind sea-room,” &c. 

Such is the advice all heaven would give, were they 
permilted to address us on this most interesting of all 
subjects. 

V. 1349, &c. “ An honest Deist,” &c. — It is im- 
possible for one, who is aiming at the favour of God 
al)Ove all thing.s, to reject an olH.'red revelation, with- 
out imjuiring into its title to tht; high character it as- 
sumes; and it is as impossible for a reasonable man to 
reject the Christian revelation, if he does inquire. He, 
therefore, who continues a Deist, in a laud enlightened 
by the Gospel, must be wauling, either in goodness, 
or in reason; must either be criminal, or dull. None, 
therefore, can be more mistaken than they, who pro- 
fess Deism for the credit of superior understanding, or 
for the sake of exercising a niorejpure and perfect 
virtue. .Yet these are the only pretences, which they 
do, or dare, avow, for their fatal choice. 

V. 1360, &c. “ Read, and revere the sacred page,” 
&c, — Study the sacred Scriptures, said a celebrated 
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piiilosopher of our own country : They have God for 
their AntJior ; salvation for their end ; and truth, with- 
out any mixture of error, for their matter. 

V. 1441. “ Reason is ujiriglit stature in the souj.’’ 

A more elegant and judicious definition of Reason 
has never yet been pro|) 0 .se<l to tlu^ human understand- 
ing. Were it universally admitted, till a better can be 
found, w<J shoidd no inore he disgusted and tortured 
with such monstrous euorniitios as are continually ob- 
truded up<ui us, under the insinuating and prostituted 
sanction of Reason — falsely so called. 

V. 1404, i^(^. “ Hope, like a cordial, innocent,” &c. 
— Xo kind of life is so /lappif, as that which is full of 
hope; i'specially when the hope is well-grounded, and 
when the obji-ct of it is of an Exalted kind, anil in its 
nature [iroper to make the piM'son happy who enjoys 
it: and a life of true religion is that, which most 
abounds in a well-groundeil hope, and such an one as 
is fixed on objects that are capable of making ns 
entirely hapjjjf. 
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NIGHT THE EIGHTH. 


VIRTUE’S APOLOGY; 

OR, THE MAN OF THE WbRLD ANSWERED. 

¥ 

IN WHICH ARK CONBIDERED, 

THE LOVE OF THIS LIFE; THE AMBITION AND PLEASURE, 
WITH THE WIT AND WISDOM, OF THE WORLD, 

And 1)38 nil Nature, then, espous’d iny part? 

Have I brib’d lieav’n, and earth, to plead against thee? 
And is thy soul iiiiiriortal? — What remains? 

AH, all, Lorknzo! — make immortal blest. 

Uubicst immortals! what can sliock us more? 5 
And yet Lorenzo still affects the world ; 

There, stows his treasure ; thence, his title draws, 
IMfan of the World! (for such wouldst thou be call’d;) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious style? 

ProinJ of reproach ? for a reproach it was, 10 

In ancient days; and Christian — in an age, 

Wlien men were men, and not asham’d of heay’n — 
Fir’d their ambition, as it crown’d their joy. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Castaliairfont, 

Fain w'ould 1 re-baptize thee, and confer la 

A purer spirit, and a nobler name. 

Thy fond attachments, fatal and inflam’d. 

Point outiny path, and dictate to my sung: 

To thee, the world bow fair ! how strongly strikes 
Ambition ! and gay Pleasure stronger still! 20 

Tliy triple bane ! the triple bolt, that lays 
Thy virtue <lead! be these my triple theme; 

Nor .sliall thy wit or wisdom be forgot. 

Comiuop the theme; nut so the scuig; if she 
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And spreads us to the gaze of gods aiul men. 


My song invokes, Urania, deigns to smile. 25 

The charm that chains us to the world, iier foe, 

If she dissolves, tlie man of earth, at once, * 

Starts from his trance, and sighs for other scenes ; 
Scenes, where these sparks of night, these stars, shall 
shine 

Unniuubcr’<l suns (for all things, as they 30 

The blest behold ;) and, in one glory, pour';;^*^^ 

Theii' blended blaze on Man’s astonish’d sight; ] 

A blaze — the least illiistriuns object tliere. 

Lokenzo ! since eterna? is at hand. 

To swallow time’s ambitions ; as the vast 35 

Leviathan the bubbles vain that ride 
High on the foaming billow; what avail 
IJigh titles, high descent, attainments high. 

If nnattaiu'd our highest? O Lokenzo! 

M'hat lofty thoughts, these elements above, 40 

What tow’ring hopes, what sallies from the sun. 

What grand surveys of destiny divine. 

And pompous presage of unfathom’d fate. 

Should roll in bosoms, where a spirit burns, 

Bound for eternity ! in bosoms read 4*5 

By Him, who foibles in archangels sees ! 

On human hearts He bends a jealous eye. 

And marks, and in heav’n’s register enrolls. 

The rise, and progress, of each 0|>tion there ; 

Sacred to doomsday ! That the page unfolds, 50 
And spreads iis to the gaze of gods and men. 

And what an option, O Lorenzo! thine? 

This world! and this, unrivall’d by the skies! 

A world, where lust of pleasure, grandeur, gold, 
Three daemons that divide its realms between them, 53 
With strokes alternate bullet to and fro 
Man’s restless heart, their sport, their Hying ball ; 

with the giddy circle sick and tir’d. 

It pants for peace, and drops into despair. 

^uch is the world Lorenzo sets above GO 

I kat glorious promise angels were esteem’ll 
loo mean to bring ; a promise their Ador’d 
Ib'scended to conimimicate, and press, 
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ft'hat un/efffn'd travel, and what dreams of joy, 

liy counsel, miracle, life, death, on Man. 

Such is the world liOUKNZo’s Avisdoin woosy 65 

And on ’.ts tliorny pillow seeks rei>ose; 

A pillow, which, like opiates ill-prepar’tl, 

Intoxicates, hut not conn>oses; tills 
The visionary mind with gay chimeras. 

All the wild- trash of sleo[), without the res't ; 70 

What nnfeign’d travel, and what dreams of joy f 
frail, men-, things! how momentary both! 
Tantaslic chase, of shadows hunting shades! 

The gay, the busy, e<pial, though mdikc; 

Krpial in \\isdom, ditrorently wise! 75 

Through tlow'ry meadows, and through dreai'y wastes. 
One hustling, and one dancing, into death. 

There's not a day, hut, to the man of thought, 

J3elrays some secret, that throws now reproacli 
On life, and makes him sick of seeing more. 

The scenes <jf lujs'ness toll ns — “ what are men;” 

The scenes ofpleiisure — “ what is all heside:” 

7’li ere, others wedes])rse; and here, ourselves. 

Amid <lisgn.st eternal dwells delight ? 

T’is u()prohation strikes the sfritig of joy. 85 

W hat woiurrons prize has kindled this career. 

Stuns with the din, and chokes us with tlie dust, 

On lillfs gay stag*;, one inch above the grave? 

7'h(; proud run uj> and down in r/iiest of eyes ; 

The sensual, in ))nrsuit of something worse ; .00 

The grave, of gold; the politic, of pow’r; 

And all, of other InUtcrtlies as vain! 

As eddies <lraw things frivoiou.s, and light. 

How is Man’s heart by vanity drawn in ! 

On tlie swift <;ircle of returning toys 05 

Wliirl'd, straw-like, round and round, and then iu- 
gnlph’<l, 

W here gay delusion <larkens to despair! 

“ This is a beaten track.” — Is this a track 
Should not be beaten ? Never beat enough. 

Till enough'learnt the truths it would inspire. 100 
.Shall Truth be silent, because Folly frowns?. 

7’urn the world’s history ; what find wC there, 

•> 7 
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Man is the tale of murathe old Time. 


But Fortune’s sports, or Nature’s cruel claims. 

Or Womsui’s artifice, or Man’s revenge. 

And endless iulininauities on Man ? • *105 

Fame's trumpet seldom sounds, but, liketbe knell. 

It brings bad tidings! IJow it hourly l)lows 
Man’s misa<lventiires round the list'ning world! 

Man is tiie tale of narrative old Time; 

Sad tale! ’which high as Paradise begins; 110 

As if the toil of travel to delude, 

From stage to stag»*, in his (.'ternal round. 

The Days, his daughterfj, as they spin our hours 
On J’ortnne's wheel, w here accident unthouglit. 

Oft in a. moment sna|)s life’s strongest thread, 115 
Fac.h, in her turn, some tragic story tells, 

Mith, now and then, a w retched farce between ; 

And fills his chronicle w itli iiuinan woes, 

Tim«‘’s daughb’rs, true as those of men, deceive us ; 
Not one, but puls sonic cheat on all mankind: l’i( 

B hlle in their father's bosom, not vet ours, 

'Hu y tiatfei' our fond hopes; and promise much 
Of amiable; hut Jio/d him not o’envise, 

Who dares to trust t/ieui ; and /angh round the year. 
At still-eoiiliding, still-confound«?<l iVlan ; 125 

Confiding, though confoumle<l ; hoping on. 

Untaught by trial, uiiconviiic’d by proof. 

Ami <>ver looking for the never-seen. 

Life to the last, like harden ’tl felons, lies; 

Nor owns itself a cheat, till it expires. 1.30 

Its little joys go out by one and one. 

And h?ave jioor Man, at length, in perfect night; 
Night, darker than wliat, now, involves the pole. 

O I’kou, who <lost permit these ills to fall, 1.34 
Forgracious ends, and wouldstthat Mansliould mourn! 
O Thou, whose haml this goodly fabric fram’d, 
Whoknow'st itb(?st, and w oiildst that Man shouldknow! 
What is this sublunary world.? a vapour! 

A vapour all it holds ; itself a vapour, 

Im'Oiii the damp bed of chaos, by thy beam 
Kxliar<l, ordain’d to swim its destin’d hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and disappear. 


140 
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A wUdem£»i of perpteafd with doubts. 

Earth's days are number’d, nor remote her doom ; 

As mortal, though less transient, than her sons ; 

Yet thejf, doat on her, as the world and they 145 
Were both eternal, solid; Tiiou! a dream. 

They doat, on what? Iiniuortal views apart, 

A region of outsides ! a land of shadows ! 

A fruitful field of flow’ry promises ! 

A wihlerness of joys, perplex’d with doubts, 150 

And sharp with thorns ! a troubled ocean, spread 
With bold adventurers, their all on board ; 

-No second hope, if here their fortune frowns ; 

Frown soon it must. Of various rates they sail, 

Of ensigns various ; all alike in this, 155 

All restless, anxious ; tost with hopes and fears. 

In calmest skies ; obnoxious all to storm ! 

And stormy tlie most general blast of life : 

All bound for Happiness ; yet few proviile 

The chart of Knowledge, pointing whore it lies; 100 

Or Virtue’s helm, to shape the co»ir.se designM : 

All, more or less, capricious fate lament, 

Now lifted by the ti(le, and now re.sorl)’d. 

And farther from their wishes than before : 

All, more or less, agaiast each other dash, 105 

To mutual hurt, by gusts of passion driv’n. 

And suff’ring more from folly than from fate. 

Ocean! thou dreadful and tumidtiious home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with Man ! 

Death’s capital, where most he domineers, 170 

With all his chosen terrors frowning round 
(Though lately feasted high at Albion’s cost,) 
Wide-op’ning, and loud-roaring still for more! 

Too faithful mirror! how dost Ihou redect 

The melancholy face of human life ! 175 

The strong resemblance tempts me farther still ; 

And, haply, Britain may be deeper struck 
By mora) truth, in such a mirror seen. 

Which Nature holds for ever at her eye. 

Self-flatter’d, unexperienc’d, high in hope, 100 
When young, with sanguine cheer, and streamers gay, 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, 
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Ton low they huildy who build beneath the startr 

And fondly dream each wind and star our friend ; 

All, in some darling enterprise embark'd : 

But N’vhere is he can fathom its event? >185 

Amid a multitude of artless hands, 

Ruin’s sure perc|uisite, her lawful prize, 

Some steer aright ; but the black blast blows hard, 

A ml puds them wide of hope: With hearts of proof, 
I'ull against wind and tide, some win their way ; 190 
Ami when strong eflbrt has deserv’d the port. 

And tiigg’d it into view, ’tis won ! ’tis lost ! 

Tliongh strong their oar# still stronger is their fate; 
They strike; ami while they triumph, they expire. 

In stress of weather most, some sink ontriglii; 195 
O'er them, and o’er their names, the billows close; 
'J'o-niorrow knows not they w*^re ever born. 

Otheis a short memorial leave behind, 

l.ike a flag floating, when the bark’s ingulph’d; 

It boats a moment, ami is seen no more: 200 

One Cu's.ar lives ; a thousand are forgot. 

How few, beneath auspicious planets born, 

( Darlings of Providence! fond Fate’s ehct!) 

Witli sweiling sails make good the promis’d port, 
lib all their wishes freighted! Yet ev’n these, 205 
Freighted with all their wishes, soon complain ; 

F’r« e from misfortune, not from nature free. 

They still arc Men; and when is Man secure? 

As fatal time as storm ! the rush of years 
Keats <lown their strength; their numb; rless escapes 210 
In mill end. And, now, their proud success 
J'nt I'rlantsiiew tisTors on the Victor’s brow : ; 

W hat pain to (jiiil the World, just made their own, 
I’lieir nest, so deeply down’d, and built so high! 

Too low they build, who build beneatli the stars. 215 
Woe then apart, (if woe apart can be 
I’rom mortal Man,) and fortune at our noil, 

I’he gay, rich, great, triumphant, and august,. 

Y, hat are they?— The most happy (strange to say !) 
tmnviiice me most of human misery ! 220 

What are they ? smiling wretches of to-morrow ! 

More wretched, then, than e’er their slave can be; 
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Their ti'eacli’rous blessiiij^s, at the day of need. 

Like other faithless friends, unmask, tiud sting: 

Then, what provoking indigence in wealth! 225 

What aggravated impotence in power ! 

High titles, then, what insult of their pain! 

If that sole anchor, equal to the waves, 

Inunortal Hope! defies not the rude storm. 

Takers comfort fro:n the foaming billow's rage, 230 
And makes a w'clcome harbour of the tomb. 

Is this a sk«‘tch of what thy soul admires? 

“ But here (thou say’st) the miserhis of life 
Are huddled in a group. A more dislimd. 

Snrv(?y, perhaps, might bring thee belter news.” 235 
Look on life’s stages: They speak jdairn'r still; 

Tin; plainer tliey, theilV-eper will thou sigh. 

I.ook on thy lovely iioy; in him behold 
Tin; Inst that can befall the b(;st on earth; 

The boy has lirtue l»y his mother’s side; 5>40 

Yes, on Florello look: A falln;r’s heart 
Is tendt.-r, though the man's is ma<le of stone ; 

The truth, through such a medium seen, may make ^ 
Impression de(’p, and fondness proie thy friend. 

I’lorcllo, lati.'ly cast on this rude coast 
A helpless infant; now a heedless child ; 

To poor Clarissa’s throes, thy care succeeds; 

Care full of love, and yet severe as hate ! 

O'er thy soul’s joy how' oft thy fondni:ss frowns ! 
jN'eedful austerities his will restrain ; 250 

As thorns fence in the tender plant from liarni. 

As yet, his reason cannot go jdone; 

But asks a sterner nurse to lead it on. 

His little heart is often terrify 'd ; 

The blush of morning, in his cheek, turns pale; 255 
Its pearly dew-drop trembles in his eye; 

His harmless eye! and drowns an angel there. 

Ah! what avails his innocence? The task 
Enjoin’d must discipline his early pow’rs ; 

He Icarus to sigh, ere he is known to sin; 2(>0 

Guiltless, and sad ! a wretch before the fall ! -i? 
jpfow* cruel this! more cruel to forbear. 
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Our nature such, with necessary pains 
We purchase prospects of precarious peace : 

Though not a father, this iui«ht steal a sii;h. « 265 

Suppose him disciplin’d aright, (if not, 

"Twill sink our poor account to poorer still ;) 

llipe from the tutor, promt of liberty, 

lie leaps inclosure, boumls into the world; 

The world is taken, after ten years toil, 270 

Like amaent ’^I roy, and all its joys Ins own, 

Alas ! the world’s a tutor more severe; 

Its lessons liani, and ill d<‘servehis pains; 

L'nteaediinji; all his virtuous nature laiight. 

Or boohs (tair V irtue’s advocates) iuspir d. 275 

For who receives him into public life? 

Men of the world, the terr;e-tilitd breed. 

Welcome the mod<-st stranj^tr to their spin-re, 

^^Which glitter’d long, at «lisfanc<>, in his sight,) 

And in their hos{)ilable arms inclose: 1580 

Men, wlio tliiidc nought so sirong of the roinauce. 

So rank knight-errant, as a ri;al iVientI : 

Men, that act up to Ueason’s golden rule. 

All weakness of aliection quite subdu’d : 

Men, that would blush at In-ing thought sincere, \ 285 
And feign, for glory, the few faults they want; 

That love a lie, where truth would p-ay as well ; / 

As if, to them. Vice shone her ovvji rew-ard. 

Lorenzo! canst thou bear a shocking sight? 
iluch, for FJorello’s sake, ’twill now ai)pcar : 290 

Nee, the steel’d files of season’d veterans, 

I’rain’d to the world, in burnish’d falsehood bright ; 
Meep in the fatal stratagems of peace; 

All soft sensation, in the throng, rubb’d off; 

All their keen purpose, in politeness, sheath’d! 235 
His friends eternal — during interest; 

His foes implacable — when worth their while; 

At war with ev’ry welfare', but their own ; 

As wise as Lucifer; and half as good ; 

And by whom none, but Lucifer, t;au gain — . 300 

Aaked, through these (so eommon fate ordains,) 
^’aked of heart, his cruel course he runs, 

8. 2C 
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nr— — — — 

Ihe wuriifs all title-pagey there's no contents. 

Stung out of all most amiable in life, 

Prompt truth, and open thought, and smiles unfeign’d ; 
Afiecti^.n, as his species, wide diffus’d; 305 

Noble presumptions to maikkind’s renown; 

Jngenuous trust, and confidence of love. 

These claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
Will cost him many a sigh; till time, and pains, 

From the slow mistress of t his school, Experience, 310 
And her assistant, pausing pale Distrust, 

Pur chase VI dear-bought clue, to lead his youth 
'rhr<utgh serpentine ohlicpiiUes of life. 

Ami the dark Ivibyrinth of hinuvm hearts. 

And happy! if the clue shvill come so cheap; 315 
I'or, whih- we h'arn to fem;e with public guilt, 

J'nil oft we fctil its foifl contagion too. 

If less than hcav’iily Virtue is our guard. 

'riuis, a stiiinge kind of curst necessity 

Brings down tlie sterling temper of his soul, 320 

By hvv-e. alloy, t') hear thi; current stamp, 

Below eall’d wisdom; sinks him into safety; 

Ami brands him into credit with the world; 

U h(.'r«i specious titles dignify disgrace, 

And Nature's injuries are arts of life; 325 

VV'Iktc brighter reason prompts to bolder crimes, 

And heav’uly talents make iuforn.al hearts, 

That uiisurmountable extreme of guilti 

Poor IMachiavel ! who hibuur’d hard his plan, 
Forgot, that (jenius need not go to school ; 3o() 

Forgot, that IMan, without a tutor wise. 

His plan had j.'ractis'd, long before ’tw'as w’rit. 

'I’he world’s all tifie-pvigc, tlicre’s no contents; 

I la; world s al! face ; the man who shews his hcirrt, 
is lu><dc«j for his >»!!ditic.s, and scorn’tl. 335 

A )nan I knew, who liv’d upon a smile; 

And well it fed him; he look’d plump and fair; 

While rankest venom foam’d through every veiu. 
Lorenzo! Avhat I tell thee, take not ill: 

Living, he fawn’d on cv’ry fool alive; .'DO 

And, Aing, curst the friend on whom he liv’d, 
proncients thou art half a saint. 
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*Tm Him manhjy to dijtdain dis/ptise, 

111 foreign realms (for tlioii hast IravellM far) 

How curious to contemplate two state-rooks, 

Studious their nests to feather in a trice, « 345 

With all tin; iiecromautics of their art, 

I*la\iug (he game of faces on each other, 
iMaiviifg court sweet-meats of tlieir latent gall. 

In liHilisIi Jiope to steal oa(*Ii oIIkt’s trust; 

liotli olu atin^*, both oxnltin;.^*, both thccivM ; 350 

Aiid. s:>nic‘iinh s, lioth (lei Earth njoiiu?) niidoiie! 

I’lu ir parts we <!oubt not; but be that their shame; 
Sii.iil OifU (;f laltMits, lit lt> rule mankind, 

Sloop to mean \iihs, that woidd dis<4nu‘4^ a fool! 

And lose the lhanks of liiose fi*\v fritMids they serve? 
Eor who can thank the man he cannot seeP -A 35(> 
hy so much cvover? it dch^ats itsi If. 

\ c lhal know all t!:ings! know ye not men’s hearts 
Are llnu'elbre kno\vn beeause they ixic conceard? 

Eor w hy c(Ui(a alM?-*"The cause I hey iiccd not tell. 300 

I .t;ive Inns jov, that’s awkward at a lie; 

\\ hose fiH'bJe nalnrii Irutli keeps still in awe; 

Ills iiica|)a(‘ity is his renown. 

"Tis .<j»nat, *tis iijan]y% to disdain disguise; 

II sluwv.^ onr spirit, or it prov(‘s our strength. 365 
Thou say si, ’tis needful : Is it therefore right? 

How-e’er, I grant it some small sign of grace, 

To strain at an excuse: xAiid wouldst thou then 
I'iScape that cruel need? Thou may 'st, with ease; 
Tiiink no post needful that demands a knave. 370 
VVlieii late* our civil helm was shifting hands, 

No V lliouglit: T'hink Ixdterifyou can. 

Hut this, liow rare! the public path of life 
Is dirty : — Yet, allow that dirt its diui. 

It makes tin* noble mind more noble still : 375 

^riie world’s no neuter; it will wound, or save; 

Our virlue quciicli, or indignation tin?. 

Von say, llie world, well-known, will make a man: — 
'I'lie world, well-known, will give our hearts to Heav’n, 
Or make ns daiinoiis, long before w'e die, 380 

^ ^ shew how foil* the world (thy mistress) shines, 
fake either part, sure ills attend the choice; 
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Amhitinn, PUasuref Ul ms talk of these. 


Sure, though not equal, detriment ensues. 

Not Virtue’s self is deify’d on earth; 

ViiUiie has her rela[)ses, coutiicts, foes; 385 

Foes, that n<!’or fail to make lier feel their liatc. 

\ irtue Iras her peeuliar s«‘t <*f pains. 

True; friends to Virtue, last, aiuF least, eomplain ; 
liut if they sigh, can otlu'rs hope to smile? , 

If Wisdom has her miseries to mourn, 3.90 

JIow rail poor Folly lead a hap}>y life? 

And if holli siilfer, what has J'airth to boast. 

Where ju?s most haj)py' who ihe least laments? 

Wlu re much, mueh palicnee, the most euvy’d stale, 
Ami some forgi\ euess, needs tin; best of friends ? 395 

J’or friend, or happy life, \Adio looks not higher. 

Of neither shall In; iiini’the shadow here. 

Tlie worhl’s sworn a<!voeale, without a fee, 
IjOKknzo smartly, with a sniih*, replies: 

“ Thus fur thy song is right; and all must own, 400 
Virlin; has her ))ecuhar set of pains. — 

And joys jmenliar who to Vie(; denies? 

If vice if is, with l\jitnr<‘ to comply: 

If pride, and sense, are .so predominant, 

To check, not overeonie tln sn, makes a saint; 405 
Can Nature in a plainer voice proclaim 
Ph;a.sure, and glory, the chief good of Man?” 

Can i^ride, and Sensuality, rejoice? 

Prom purity of tlionght all pleasure springs; 

And from an luinil>io spirit all our peace. 410 

Ambition, Pleasure! let us talk of these; 

Of these, the Porch and Academy talk'd; 

Of these, each following age had much to say; 

Vet micxluMisfed, still, the needful theme. 

Who talks of these, to mankind all at once 415 

He talks ; for where's the .saint from either free? 

Are these thy refuge? — No; these rush upon thee, 
'I’hy Aital^s seize, and, vulture- like, devour: 

I'll try if 1 can pluck thee from thy rock, 

Prometheus ! from this barren ball of earth ; 420 

If Itt^asou carl unchain thee, thou art free. 

tl‘y Caucasus, Ambition calls ; 
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Think* st ihou thy greatness in dislinction lies? 

Mountain of tonnonts ! oinlinMire of woes! 

Of nonrU'd woes! and rourtod tlirovj;!) mistake! 

"I’is not Ambition ciranns llmo: 't.: a cheat ^ *425 

M ill make thee start, as iJ at his iMoor. 

Dost i;r;'.S|) at f;rentness ? first, knov,' what it is; 
'I'hink'st thou thy t;reatiiess in distiiielion lies? 

Not in the feather, wav(‘ it o’er so hi,“h, 

iJy I'ortnne stuck, to mark us from the tlironp;, 4.*}0 

Is glory lodg’d: ’'I'is lodg’tl in the rtwerse; ' 

In that which joins, in that which e«|n;ds all, ^ \ 

'I'lie monarch, and his sltive; — “ a deathless soitti / 
l,,nbomid<‘d prospect, and immortal kin, 

A fat Ik r (ion, and brotliers in the skies;” 4.3-5 

iildcr. indeed, in time; bat less remote 
In ( M cllcnce, perhaps, than thought I>y Man; 
d h\ greater what can fail, tlian what can rise? 

If si ill delirious, now, I.okf.nzo! go; 

And, with thy lull-blown brothers of the world, 440 
d'hrow scorn around thee; east it on thy slaves; 

'I'hy slaxcs, ami eijuals: Mow scorn cast on them 
J{ehoim(ls on thee! IfMan is mean, as Man, 

Alt thou a (iod? If l'’ortmie makes him so, 
beware the consefjm.'nrc : A maxim that, 445 

V\ hich draws a monstrous picture of mankind, 

M here, in the drapery, the Man is lost; 
internals tinlt'ring, and the soul forgot. 

I'hy greatest glory, when dispo.s’d to boast. 

Boast that aloud in which thy servants share. 450 
N\ c wisely strip the steed we mean to buy: 

-bidgc we, in their caparisons, of men? 
it nought avails tlice when', but wdiat, thou art; 

Ail the ilistinclions of this little life 
Arc (piite cutaneous, foreign to the man. 455 

^Vhcii, through Death’s streights, l£arth’s subtle ser- 
pents creep, 

^Miich w riggle into wealth, or climb renown, ’ 

As crooked Satan the forbidden tree; 

•hey leave their party-colour'tl robe behind, 

^•l that now' glitters, wlii]^ they rear aloft • 460 
f heir brazen crests, and ftiss at us below. 
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KMcred shades^ where god/i converse with men. 


Of’ Fortune’s fiicns strip them, yet alive; 

Strip them of body too; nay, closer still, 

Awtiy with all, bnt moral, in their minds; 

And let what then remains imjmse their name, 465 
Pronojmce thtan weak, or worthy; groat, or moan. 
How mean that snuff of glory Fortune lights. 

And Death puts out! Dost thou demand a test 
(A test, at once- infallible and short,) 

Of real greatness? That man greatly lives, 470 

Whate’ta- his liite, or fame, who greatly dies; 
lligh-flush’d with hope, whcrb hero(?s shall despair, 

Jf this a true evit« rion, many courts. 

Illustrious, might afford but few grandees. 

Th’ Almigii'I'Y, fron^ his throne, on earth surveys 
]\ought greater, I halt an homrst humble heart ; 4?(» 

An humble heart, his residence! |»rononnc'd 
His second scat; and rival to the skies. 

The private [tatli, tlie secrt.-t acts of men. 

If n<»ble, far llie ncdtl'.’St of our lives! iHO 

How far above Lorenzo’s glory sits 

Th’ illn.''lrious master of a name unknown; 

Whose worth unrivall’d, and unwitness’d, loves 
Life’s sacred shades, where gods converse with m(!n ; 
And Peace, beyond the worhl’s com;eption, smiles! Ib-j 
As thou, (now dark) before we part, shalt see. 

lint thy gn.-at soul this skuikiug glory s<'.orn.s. 
Louen/.o's sick, but when Lorenzo’s seen; 

And, wlien he shrugs at puiilic hus’ness, lies; 

Deny’tl the pultlic eye, liie public voice', 4!.t0 

As if he liv'd on otlit rs’ hreatii, he ilies. 

.Fain would he make tite worhl his pedestal ; 

[Mankind, the gazers; the soh; figure, he. 

Know s he, that niitnkind praise against tluar w ill. 
And mix as much detractioji as they can? fda 

Knows he, that faithh'ss Fame her whisper has-. 

As well *as trumpi.'t? that his vanity 
Is .so much tickled from not hearing all? 

Know'S this all-kaower, that from itch of praise, 

(^15 fKUjpi an itch more sord^, when he shines, 500 
Taking lus country by five humlred ears, 
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* 


Snr*\toy at oiH^e adinire him, and despiso, 

With modest lanm’hter lining* loud applause, 

Whioh makes tln^ s?nil(‘ more mortal to his fjftne?* 

Ills ianu\ which (like iho mighty (rjesar) crowidd 
With l-aaveis, in full senate greatly falls, 506 

r>y seeming friemds, that honour, and (h‘stroy. 

We rise i?j glory, as we ^ink in pride; 

WImtc hoasting em!:*, ihere dignity hegins; 

And \eg mistaken h(‘yond all mistake, 510 

The jn‘e»n<j of In-ing proud ; 

Anti dr(‘ane hdraseif aK(’en(iii5g in his fall. 

An e.nne nee. fanev’d. turns tin. hraiii ; 

AI! \ lee Viusns e* 'ie!)ore ; hut of all vir*e, 

Jh'hie ineded e: and for tli^* largest howl; 515 

Ih'eeHse. uM othvs* \ mdi{*e, it ihes, 

?!i f'.et, i\\{) jjeint in^faney most pursu’d. 

ho (\mrl aj:»jji>\i;se, ohlige the world in this; 

'! ht y gratify uJan s passion to refuse. 

• .u[/‘’3'i.n’ honour. heu^assiJni hi, is he t; 520 

id. u v; ’od nn u iuni handitli, and rejojia*, 
ld!ce ji\«enli-Kan, in pdunder ot lin* jirond. 

l iejegh suUH'M.hat rd a oncerted, stt iuly still 
1 e, the tvorhhs ( ae e, aitii liaii a. face of joy, 

Ja;aK\zt) cri<> — ** Le, lla n, /Xudulion (‘ast; 525 
Aiehiiion s <»ea,r( r fir siamS:. unijnp«'af‘hhl, 

(uiy I^IeaMire ! Pioudi Ae.ihitioii is lier slave; 

Ihfi' Ijer, he s-. .o>. at great, and hazards ill; 

h'or In r, In* hghts, a-ul 'oh ed. , or f»\5 reomes ; 520 

And paves Ids way, with ( rowes to reatdi her smiles: 

Who (‘an n sisr leer idianus ?" -Or shoultl ? Lokknzo. 

Vvhat mortal shall eesi^t, whei>^ angels yield? 

hdeasurc's tlie Uiislri'ss of ethereai pow’rs ; 

lh*.r her cfuiliaid ti;e rind gods above; 

Pleasure’s the mistress of tiic world below; 535 

And well it is for Man, that Pleasure charms: 

Po\v \\(,Hhl all stagnate, but for Pleasure’s ray ! 

Would the frozen stream of aidiou cease! 

W !:at is the pulse of this so busy world? 

lli( iu>veof Pleasure: That, through every vein, • 540 

Aiirows motion, wrinnth; and shuts out death from life^ 
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Hatred her brothel has^ an well as Lore. 

Tlunig’li various are the tempura of luaukiiid, 

Pli*.. sum's gay fauiily holds all in (’haiiis: 

SoiUc liitst aflimt the />lack ; anrl some the fair; 

Stunr lionesl. pleasures court ; ami sonu% ohscene. 545 
Pleasures ohsetaie are various, as the throng 
Of passions that can err In hiiinan hearts; 

Mistake tiieir ohjeets, or trausgiwss their hminds. 
Think you tiiere’s hut one whon^doiu? Whoredom, all, 
lJut when our l{< ason lie(ais<‘s deliglit. 550 

Dost donht, luOKKNS'o? I’hou sliait douht no more. 
Thy f;illn.T ciiides lliy j^allaiitVios ; \c‘t liuj^s 
All ujily l omnioii liai lot in <lu; dark ; 

A rank adnltcrfa' wiili otiier.-;’ ^nld ; 

And tlial hag', N ciigi anr-.', in a lairnr-r, cliann?. 5.'>n 
Haired Jicr hrolhel has, as well us Love, 

Where horrid (ipicnri s deliaueh in Idood. 

Whate’er the motive, L!eas:;re is the mark : 

For lier, the hlae.k assassin <lrav. s his sword ; 

For Inrr, dark stat(;smen trim their midnight laniji. 

To \vhi<-h n<> single sacritiee may fall ; 561 

For her, the saint aiistains ; the miser starves ; 

The stoiek proud, for Fh'asnio, pleasure seora’d ; 

For her, Aliiietion s daughters grief iiididgc. 

And lind, or hope, a luxury in tears ; 5()-> 

For her, guilt, shanu-, toil, danger, we defy. 

And, with an aim voluptuous, nisli on ihiath. 

Thus mdversal her despotic pow’r. 

And as her empire wide, her praise is just. 

Patron of Lleasnre ! iloter on Delight! 570 

1 am thv ■ rival ; ph;asnre I profess ; 

Pleasure’s the [lurpose of my gloomy song. 

Pleasure is nought Imt Virtue’s gayer name; 

I wrong her still, I rate her worth too low ; 

V'^irtne the root, and Pleasure is the tlowV; 57-7 

And hoin.'St Fpienrus’ foes were fools. 

lint tlris sonnd.s harsh, and gives the wise ofl'ence ; 

If o’erstrain’d wisdom still retains the luiine. 

How knits Austerity her cloudy browg 

And bi/*>nes, as hold, and hazardous, the praise 5H0 

tlllJL'liiasure, to MankimI, unprais’d, too dear I 
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Ye modern Stoicks! hear my soft reply: — 

Their senses men will trust : We can’t impose: 

Or, if we could, is imposition right? ^ 

Own honey sweet ; but, owning, add this sting ; 585 

“ When mix’d with poison, it is deadly too.” 

Truth never was indebted to a lie. -./■ 

Is nought .but Virtue to he prais’d, as good? 

Why then is health preferr’d before disease? 

What Nature loves is good, without our leave; ; 590 

And where no future drawback cries, “ Beware,” 
Pleasure, though not from Virtue, should prevail. 

"^I'is balm to life, and gratitude to Heav’n ; 

How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy’d ! 

The Love of Pleasure is Man’s eldest-born, 595 

Born in his cradle, living to his tomb 

Wisdom, her younger sister, though more grave. 

Was meant to minister, and not to mar. 

Imperial Pleasure, tpieen of human hearts. 

Lorenzo! thou, her majesty’s renown'd, 600 

Though uncoift, counsel, learned in the world ! 

Who think’st thyself a Murray, with disdain 
May’st look on me. Yet, my J>eim)sthene8 ! 
tJanst thou plead Pleasure’s cause as well as 1 ? 
Know'st thou her nature, purpose, parentage? 605 
Attend my song, and thou shall know them all; 

And know thyself; and know thyself to be 
(.Strange trutii !) the most abstemious man alive. 

Tell not Calista! she will laugh thee dead; 

Or send thee to her hermitage with L . 610 

Absurd presumption ! tlsoii, who never knew’st 
A serious thought 1 shall thou dare dream of joy ? 

No man e’er found a happy life by chance, -Vv 
Or yawn’d it into being, with a wish ; 

Or, with the snout of grov’lling Appetite, 615 

L’er smelt it out, and grubb’d it from the dirt. 

An art it is, and must be learnt; and learnt • 

^Vith unremitting ettbrt, or be lost ; 

And leave us perfect blockheads, in our bliss. 

Ole clouds may drop down titles anti estates; 620 
''ealth may seek us ; but Wisdom must busougUt; 
a. ' 2D 
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IHrtutt gives Pleasure a» etei'nul reign. 


Sought before all; but (bow unlike all else 
We seelf on earth!) ’tis never sought in vain. 

First, Pleasure’s birth, rise, strength, and grandeur, 
see : 

Brougltt forth by Wisdom, nurstby Discipline, 025 
By Patience taught, by Perseverance crown’d, 

She rears her head majestic; round her thtone, 
Ereete«I in tlie bos«)m of the just. 

Each Virtue, listetl, forms her manly guard. 

For wliat are Virtues ? (rorm,*<lable name !) 630 

What, l)ut the fountain or defence of joy? 

Why then eoniinanded ? Keed mankind coninuiuds. 
At once to merit, and to make tii(*ir bliss? 

CJreat Legislator! sealce so great, as kind! ' ^ 

If men ar»' rational, and love delight, 635 

’riiy g'ra<“ioiis law but flatters human choice; 

In tin; transgression lies the jienalty; \ 

And they the most indulge, who most obey. 

Of Pleasure, next, the iinal cause explore ; 

Its mighty purpose, its important end. 640 

Not to turn human, In'utai, but to build 
Divine on human. Pleasure came from Heav’n. 

In aid to Keason was the goddess sent ; 

To call up all its strength by such a charm. 

Pleasure, fust, succours Virtue ; in return, 645 

Virtue gives Pleasure an (iterual reign. 

What, Initlhc ph'asure offoo<l, friendship, faith. 
Supports life nal'ral, civil, and <livine? 

’Tis from the pleasure of rej)ast, we live; 

’Tis from the pleasure of applause, we {>lease^ 

’Ti.s from the |)h‘asure of bedief, we pray ; 6 j0 

(All i)ray’r would cease, if imbelitw’d ti»e prize:) 

It serves ourselves, our species, and our God; 

And to serve more, is past the sphere of Man. 

Glide then, for ever, I*leasure’s sacred stream ! 655 

Through Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs, 

And fosters ev’ry growth of happy life; 

Makes a new Erlen where it flows, — but such 
be lost, Lorenzo! by thy fall. 

* what mean I by thy fall ?” — ^Thou’lt shortly see, 
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*T'iS unrtperUing pleasure makes a god. 

While Pleasure’s nature is at large display’d : 661 

Already sung her origin and ends. 

Those glorious eu<ls, by kind, or by degree, * 

When Pleasure violates, ’lis then a vice. 

And vengeance too ; it hastens into pain. 665 

From dm' refieshuient, life, health, reason, joy ; 

From wild excess, pain, grief, distraction, death ; 
Ileav’n’s justice this proclaims; and that, her love. 
Wliat greater evil can I wish my foe. 

Than his full draught of ^deasure, from a cask 670 
Unbroach’d by just authority, tingang’d 
lly Temperance, by Iteasou unretin’cl? 

A thousand dajiuons lurk within the Ice. 

Heav’n, others, aiul ourselves !,uiiinjur’d tln-sc, 

Drink deep; the deeper, then the more divine; 675 
Angels are angels from indnigeneo there; 

Tis unr»;p»!nting [tleasiire makes a god. 

Dctst think tiiyself a god from other joys? 

A victim rathc'r! shortly sure to bleed. [fail? 

The wrong must mourn: can Heav’n ’.s appointments 
Can Man outwit Omnipotence? strike out 681 

A self-vronght happiness unmeant by Him 
Who made us, and the world we would enjoy ? 

Who forms an instrument, ordains from whence 
Its dissonance, or harmony, shall rise. 685 

Heav’n bid the soid this mortal frame inspire ; 

Bid Virtue’s ray divine inspire tin; soul 
With unprecarious flows of vital joy; 

And, without breathing, Man as well might hope 
For life, as, without piety, for peace. 090 

^ “ Is Virtue, then, and Piety, the same ?” — 

No: Piety is more; ’tis Virtue’s source ; 

Mother of ev’ry worth, as that of joy. 

Men of the world this doctrine ill digest; 

They smile at Piety ; yet boast aloud 695 

Cood-will to men ; nor know they strive to p*art 
What Nature joins ; and thus confute themselves. 

}J(ith Piety begins all good on earth ; 

Tis the first born of Uationality. 

Uouscience, her first law broken, wounded lies ; 700 
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Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next. 


Enfeebled, lifeless, itr.poteiit to good ; 

A feign’^d alfeetiou bounds bei* utmost pow’r. 

Some we can’t love, but for tli’ Almighty’s sake: 

A foe to Goo was ne’er true friend to Man : 

Some sinister intent taints all lie does, 705 

And, in his kindest actions, he’s unkind. 

On Piety, humanity is built; 

And, on humanity, much happiness; 

And yet still more on Pietj'^ itself. 

A sold hi comnicrce witii tier Goo, is heav'n ; 710 

Feels not tlie tumults and the shoc-ks of life. 

The whirls o!’ passioHS, and the stroke.s of heart. 

A Deily believ’d, is joy begun ; j 
A Deity ador’d, is joy ''advanc'd 

A Deity belov’d, is joy matur’d. 715 

Jiacii liraiH'h of Piety delight insfiires : 

,1'aith builds a bridgo ‘Voei this world to the next. 
O'er Death's dark guipli, and all its horror hides: 
Praise, tin; swia t exhalation of her joy. 

That joy exalts, and makes it sweeter still : 720 

Pray'r ardeid opeii.s iieav'n, lets down a slreaia 
Of glory on the consecrated hour - • 

Of Man, in audieiict! with the Deity. 

AVho worships the, great (jou, that instant joins 
The first in Iieav’n, and sets his foot on hell, 72.5 

L(/ki:nzo! when wast thou at church before? 

Thou tiiiak’st the service long : But is it just? 
I’hough just, nil welcome. Thou hadst rather tread 
.Unhallow’d ground : the muse, to win thine ear, 
Must take an air les.s solemn. She complies. 7.30 
(jJood Conscience! at the souml the world retires ; 
Verse disaflects it, and Lokenzo smiles; 

Yet has she her seraglio full of charms ; 

And such as age shall heighten, not impair. 

Art thoji dejected ? Is thy mind o’ercast? 735 

Amid her fair ones, thou the fairest choose, 

To chase thy gloom. — “ Go, fix some weighty truth; 
Chahj down some passion ; do some gen’rous good ; 

Ignorance to see, or Grief to smile ; 

^l^rrect thy friend ; befriend thy greatest foe ; 740 
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Ttie house of laughter makes a house of woe. 


Or with warm heart, and confidence divine. 

Spring up, and lay strong hold on Him who made thee.” 

• — Tliy gloom is scatter’d, sprightly spirits Mw ; 
Though wither’d is thy vine, anti harp unstrung. 

Dost rail the howl, the viol, and the dance, 745 
.Lo i;i mirth, mad laughter? Wretclied comforters! 
Pliysiciaits ! more than half of ihy disease. 

I.aughtn-, th r.gh never censur’d yet as sin, 

(I'arthtu a thought that only seems severe,) 

Is lialf-immoral : Is it njucli indulg’d ? 750 

By venting spleen, or dissipating thought, 

It slums a scorner, or it makes a fool ; 

Ami sins, as hurting others, or ourselves. 

’’I'is pride, (»r emptiness, applies the straw, 

That tickles little minds to mirth eliuse; 765 

Of grief approaching the portentous sign ! 

I'lie house of laughter makes a house of woe. 

A iVlaii triumphant is a monstrous sight; 

A Alan tiejectod is a sight as mean. 

NVhat cause for triumph, where such ills abound? 
VVha^for dejection, where presicles a Pow’i-, \ 7(il 
\Vh<» call’d us into being to be blest? 

So grieve, as cons<‘ious grief may rise to joy ; 

So j<»y, as conscious joy to grief may fall. 

Most tnu‘, a wise man never will l)e sad ; 765 

But neither will sonorous, bnhldiug mirth, 

A shallow stream of happiness betray : 

Too happy to be sportive, he’s serene. 

A et wouldst thou laugh, (but at thy own expence,) 
This counsel strange should I presume to give — 770 
“ H(dir<', and read thy Bible, to be gay.” 

There truths aboumi of .sov reign aid to peace; 

Ah ! (h* ntit pri'/e tluatt less, bettause inspir’d. 

As thou, and thiiie, are apt and proud to do. 

If nut inspir’tl, tluit pregnant page had sbrnd, 775 
Time's treasure, and the wonder of the wise! 
fhou thiuk’st, perhaps, tiiy sotd alone at stake; 

Alas! - should men mistake, thee lor a fool, — 
hat iv.an of taste for genius, wisdom, truth, • 
I'liough tender of thy fame, coidd interpose? 


760 
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A man of pleasure is a man of pains. 

Believe me, 8cu8e, here, acts a double part. 

And the true critic is a Christian too. 

But th«.se thou thiuk’stare gloomy paths to joy. — 
IVue joy in sunshine ne’er was round at lirst; 

They first themselves ofteud who greatly please ; 

And travel only gives us sound repose. 786 

Heav’n sells all pleasure ; effort is the price 
The joys of conquest, are the joys of Man; 

And (iiory the victorious laurel spreads 
O’er Pleasure’s pure, perpetual, placid stream. 790 
I’here is a time, when toil niust be preferr’d. 

Or joy, by mis-tim’d fondness, is undone. 

A man of pleasure is a inaii of pains. 

.Thou wilt not take the trouble to be blest. 

False joys, indeed, are b^U'u from want of thought; 
From thought’s full bent, and energy, the true; 796 
And that demands a mind in ecpial poi/t% 

Remote from g!<»on!y grief, and glaring joy. 

Much joy not otdy speaks small happiness, 

But happiness that shortly must expire. 800 

Can joy, unbotltun’<l in refiection, stand? 

And, in a tempest, can l•oilc•<•lion live? * 

Can joy, like thiiie, secure itself an hour? 

Can joy, like thine, c.;eet accident unshock’d? 

Or ope the door to honest Pt)verty ? 805 

I Or talk with threarning Death, ami net turn pale? 

In such a world, and such a. nature, these 
Are needfid fundameulals of delight; 

These fundamentais give delight indeed; 

Delight, pure, delicate;, and durable; 810 

Delight, unshaken, musculinc, divine; 

A constant and a sound, but serious, joy. 

Is Jov the daughter of Severity r 
It is: — Yet far my <loctrine from severe. 

“ Rejoice for ever:” It becomes a Man : 815 

Exalts, ami .sets him nearer to the gods. 

“ Rejoice for ever,” Nature cries, “ Rejoice;" 

And ririnks to Man in her nectareous cup, 

Mi^’d up of delicates for ev’ry sense ; 

,'4VBie*great Founder of the bounteous feast, 


820 
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f'irtiie's founilaiiom with the worltTs were laid, 

l>riiiks s;lory, "ratitiule, eternal praise ; 

And lie lliat will not pledge her is a clnirK 
111 liriiih' to support, goo«l fully taste, ^ 

Is tiic whole seieiiee of felicity ; 

Yet sparing pledge ; Her howl is not the best 825 
Mankind can boast. — “ A rational repast ; 

Exertion,' vigilance, a mind in arms, 

A military discipline of thought, 

To foil temjitation in the doiibtfnl field ; 

And ever-waking ardou^’ for the right 83i) 
’Tis these first give, then guard, a cheerful heart. 
Nought that is right think little ; well aware, 

What Reason bids, God bids; by his command 
IJow aggrandiz’d the smallest.thing we do! 

Tims, nothing is insi[)id to the wise; 835 

To thee, insipid all, but what is mad, 

Joys season’d high, and tasting strong of guilt. 

“ Mud! (thou reply’st, with indignation fir’d ;) 

Ol' ancient sages proud to treatl the steps, 

I follow Nature.” — Follow Nature still, 840 

Hut look it be thine own. Is Gonscieiice, then, 

No part of nature? Is she not supreme? 

'fhou regicide! O raise her from the dead! 

Then, follow Nature; and ivseinble God. 

When, spite of Conscience, Pleasure is pursu’d, 
Man’s nature is mmaturully pleas’d : 84(5 

And what’s unmitural, is painful too 
At inter\;ds, and mustdi.sgust ev’ii thee! 

’I'lie fact tlioii know'st ; but not, perhaps, the cause. 
Virtue’s foundations with the world’s were laid ; 850 

lieuv’n mix’d her w ith our make, and twisted close 
Her sacred int’resls with the strings of life. 

Who breaks her awful mandate, sliocks himself. 

His lietter self : And is it greater pain. 

Our soul should murmur, or our dust repine? 855 
And one, in their eternal war, must bleed. 

If one must sufi’er, which should least be spar’d? 
The pain.s of mind surpass the pains of sense. 

Ask, then, the gout, what torinent is in guilt. i 
The joys of sense to mental joys are mean ; 860 
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For what is Fice? Self-love in a mUtake^ 


Sense on the present only feeds ; the soul 
On past and future forages for joy. 

’Tis her’it by retrospect, through time to range; 

And forward time’s great sequel to survey. 

Could human courts take \'engeance on themind, 865 
Axes might rust, and racks, and gibbets, fall: 

Guard then, thy mind, and leave the rest to fate. 

Lorenzo! wilt thou never be a Mau? ’ 

The man is dead, who for the body lives; 

Lur’d, by tlie beating of his pulse, to list 870 

With every Inst, that wars against his peace. 

And sets him quite at variance with himself. 

Thyself, first know'; then love: A self there is 
Of Virtue fond, that kindles at her charms: 

A self there is, as fond ‘of ev’ry vice, 875 

While ev’ry virtue wounds it to the heart ; 

Humility degrades it. Justice robs, 

Blest Bounty beggars it, fair Truth betrays. 

And godlike Magnanimity destroys. 

This self, when rival to the former, scorn ; 880 

When not in competition, kindly treat, 

Defend it, feed it: — But when Virtue bids. 

Toss it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 

And why ? Tis love of Pleasure bids thee bleed : 
Comply, or ow >i self-love extinct, or blind. 885 

For what is Vice? Self-love in a mistake; 

A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 

And Virtue, what? Tis self-love in her wits. 

Quite skilful in the market of delight. 

Self-love’s good sense is love of that<lread pow'r, 8f>0 
From wiiom she springs, and all sht; can enjoy. 

Other self-love is but ilisguis'd self-hate ; 

More mortal than the malice of our fot's ; 

A self-hate, now, scarce felt; then felt full sore, 

When being curst, extinction loud implor’d ; 81)5 

And ev’ry thing preferr’d to what we are. 

Yet this self-love Lorenzo makes his choice; 

And, in this choice triumphant, boasts of joy. 

How is his w'ant of happiness betray’d, 

By clfsaffection to the present hour ! 608 
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The weak hare remedies; the wise have joys. 


Iniagiivatiou waudei-s far a-fiold : 

The future pleases: Why? The present pains. — 

“ But that’s a secret.” — Yes, which all men know; 
And know from thee, discover’d unawares. ^ 

Thy ceaseless agitation rcstless rolls 905 

From cheat to cheat, impatient of a pause; 

What is it? — ’’Fis the cradle of the soul. 

From Instinct sent, to rock her in disease. 

Which her physician. Reason, will not cure. 

A poor expe<lient! yet thy best; and while 910 

It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies! 

The weak have remedies ; the wise have joys. 
Superior wisdom is superior bliss. 

And what sure mark distinguishes the wise? 915 
Consistent wisdom ever wills the same ; 

Thy fickle wish is ever on the wing. 

Sick of herself, is Folly’s character ; 

As Wisdom's is, a modest self-applause. 

A change of evils is thy good supreme ; 920 

Nor, but in motion, canst tliou find thy rest. 

Man’s greatest strength is shewn in standing still. 

The first sun; symptom of a mind in health, ‘ 

Is rest at heart, and pleasure felt at home. '• 

False pleasure from abroad her joys imports; 925 
Rich from within, and self-sustain’d, tlie true. 

The true is fix’d, and solid as a rock ; 

Slipp’ry the false, and tossing as ihe wave. 

This, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain.; 

That, like the fabletl self-euamourM boy, 930 

llome-coutemplation her supreme delight; 

•She dreads an interruption from without, 

Smit with Ikt own condition ; and the more 
Intense she gazes, still it charms the more. 

No man is happy, till lie thinks on earth 935 

There breathes not a more happy than himself: 

'I'hen envy dies, and love o’erflows on all ; 

And love o’erflowing makes an angel here. 

^«ch angels all, entitled to repose 

Him w liogoverns fate. Though tempest frowns, 94G 

s. g£ 
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** Vain are all sudden saltU-s of dtliffhl* 


Thongli Nalurc shakes, how soft to lean on heav’n ! 

To lean on Him, on whom archangels lean ! 

With inwani eyes, an<l silent as the grave. 

They stitiid collecting evVy beam of thought, 

Till thtiir hearts kindle with divine delight; 945 

For all tlu-ir thoughts, like angels, seen of old 
In Israel’s dream, come from, and g-o to heav’n : 
Hence, are they studious of sequester’d scenes ; 

While noise and dissipation comfort thee. 

W ere all men huj)py, revellings would cease, 950 
That opiate for inquietude within. 
l.oRKNZo! never man was truly blest, 

Ibit it compos’d, and gave him such a cast. 

As Folly might mistake for want of joy ; 

A cast, mdike the triumph of the proud ; 955 

A nuxlest aspect, and a smile at heart. 

O for a joy from thy Philanokk's spring! 

A spring perennial, rising in the l>reast. 

Ami permanent, as pure! no turbid stream 

l)f ra|»t’rons exaltation, swelling high •, 960 

Which, like lai\<l -floods, imjjetnous potir awhile. 

Then sink at once, and leave ns in tiie mire. 

What does the n)an, who transient joy prefers? 

What, but prefers the bubbles to the stream ? 

Vain are all sudden sallies ofih'light; 965 

Convulsions of a weak disttauper’d joy. 

Joy's a hxM state; a tentin', not a start. 

FI i.ss there is noiu'. but unprecarious bliss: 

That is the gem : Neil all, ami purchase that. 

Why go a-begging to contiiigeneies, 070 

Not gain’d with east*, nor safety lov'd, if gaiu'tl? 

At good fortuitous, diiiw back, ami [»aust>; 

Suspect it; wltat thou canst ensmt;, enjoy; 

Ami nought but what tlum giv’st thyself, is sure. 
Ileasou perpetuates joy that Heason gives, 975 

And makes it as immortal as herself: 

To mortals, nought immortal luit their worth. 

Worth, coiiseious wt)rth ! should absolutely reign ; 
And other joys ask leave f«)r their a|>proach ; 
NoiVtiitexamiu’d, ever leave obtain. 980 
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VUI.] 

In this is seen ImagimtMn*8 ffuiltm * 

TIjou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys 
Wage war, and perish in intestine broils ; 

Not the least })romise of internal peace! 

No bosom-comfort ! or unborrow’J bliss ! ^ 984 

Thy thoughts are vagabonds: All outward-bound, 
’Mid sands, and rocks, and storms, to cruise for plea* 
sure ; 

If gain’d, dear bought ; and better miss’d than gain’d. 
Much pain must expiate what much pain procur’d. 
Fancy, and Sense, from an infetrted shore, 

Thy cargo bring; and pt;stilence the prize, 990 

Then such thy thirst, (insatiable thirst! 

Jly fond iiidulgeuce but iidlam’d the morel) 

Fancy still cruises, when poor Sense is tir’d. 

Imagination is the Paphian shop, 

Where feeble happiness, like Vulcan, lame, 995 

Bids foul ideas, in tlu:ir <lark recess, 

And hot as hell (which kindled the black hres,) 

With wanton art, those fatal arrows form. 

Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame. 
Wouhlst thou receive them, other thoughts there are. 
On angel-wiiig, <lccending from above, 1001 

M^hich these, w ith art tlivine, would counterwork. 

And form celestial armour for thy peace. 

In this is seen Imagination’s guilt ; 

But w ho can count her follies? She betrays thee, 1005 
I’o think in grandeur there is something great. 

For works of curious art, and ancient fame. 

Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain’<l ; 

And foreign climes must cater for thj'^ taste. 

Hence, what disaster ! — though the price was paid, 1010 
That persecuting priest, the ‘’furk of Rome, 

Whose loot (ye gotls I) though cloven, must be kiss’d, 
Detain’d thy dinner on the ladiau shore ; 

(Such is the fate of honest Protestants !) 

And [>oor Magniticence is starv’d to death. ^ 1015 

Hence just resentment, indignation, ire!— 

Be pacify’d ; if outwaril tilings are great, 

Tis magnanimity great things to scorn ; 

Pompous expeuecs, and parades august, * 
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The good man has his clouds that intervene. 


[night 


And courts, that insalubrious soil to peace. 1020 
True happiness ne’er enter’tl at an eye ; 

True happiness resides in things unseen. — 

No sinile'g of Fortune ever blest the bad. 

Nor can her frowns rol) Innocence of joy.s; 

That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor : 1025 

So tell his Holiness, and be reveng’d. 

Pleasure, we both agree, is Man’s chief g6od ; 

Our only contest, what deserves the name. 

Give Pleasure’s name to nought, but what has jiass'd 
Th’ authentic seal of Reason .(which, like Yorke, 
Demurs on what it passes,) and defies 1031 

I’he tooth of Time ; when past, a pleasure still ; 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age. 

And doubly to be priz’d, as it promotes 

Our future, while it forms our present, joy. 1035 

Some joys the future overcast ; and some 

Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. 

Some joys eud(;ar eternity ; some give 

Abhorr’d annihilation dreadful cliarnis. 

Are rival joys contending for thy choice? 1040 

Consult thy whole existence, and be safe ; 

That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 

Short is the lesson, though my lecture long. 

Be good — and let Heav’n answer for the rest. 

Yet, with a sigh o’er all mankind, 1 grant, . 1045 

In this (»ur day of proof, our land of l»op(\ 

The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 

Clouds, that obscure his sublunary day. 

But never conquer: Fv’n the best must own. 
Patience, and Resignation, are the pillars 1050 

Of human peace on earth. The pillars, these : 

But those of Seth not more remote from thee, 

Till this heroic lesson thou hast learnt ; 

To frown at pleasure, aiul to smile in pain. 

Fir’d at the prospect of unclouded bliss, 1055 

Heav’n in* reversion, like the sun, as yet 
Beneath th’ horizon, cheers ns in this world ; 

It shedvS, on souls susceptible of light. 

The glorious dawn of our eternal dav. 
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Ahnve the fogs of Sejtse, and PansioiCs storm. 


“ This (says Lorf.nzo) is a fair liaraiigiie : 1060 

But can Imvaiignes blow back strong Nature’s stream ? 
Or stein the tide Heav’n pushes tliroiigh oui^ eins; 
Which sweeps away Man’s impotent resolves, 

Ami lays his labour level with the world ?” 1004 

Themselves men make their comment on mankind ; 
And thinjc nought is, but what they find at home : 
Thus, weakness to chimera turns the truth. 

Nothing roinantii: has tlie muse prescrib’d. 

Above, Lokknzo saw the Man of earth. 

The mortal Man ; and A'retched w'as the sight. 1070 
To balance that, to coinfurt, and exalt. 

Now see the Man immortal : Him, 1 mean. 

Who lives as such ; w hose heart, full bent on Heav’n, 
Leans all that way, his bias to the stars. 

The World’s dark shades, in contrast set, shall raise 
His lustre more ; though bright without a foil : 1076 

Observe his awful portrait, and admire ; 

Nor stop at wonder ; imitate, and live. 

Some angel guide tnv pencil, while 1 draw, 

W hat nothing less than angel can exceed, 1080 

A man on earth tlevoteil to the skies ; 

Like ships at sea, while in, above the world. 

With aspect mild, and elevated eye, 

Behold him seated on a mount serene. 

Above the fogs of Sense, and Passion’s storm ; 1085 

All the black cares, ami tumults, of this life 
(Like harmless thunders, breaking at his feet,) 

Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 

Earth’s genuine sons, the sceptred, and the slave, 

A mingled mob! a wand’ring herd ! he sees, 1000 
Bew ilder'd in the vale ; in all uidike ! 

His fid I reverse in all 1 What higher praise? 

W'hat stronger demonstration of the right ? 

The present all their care; the future, his. 

Wdien public welfare calls, or private w ant, • 1095 

They give to Fame; his bounty he conceals. 

Their virtues varnish Nature ; his, exalt. 

Mankind’s esteem they court ; and he, his ow 
Theirs, the wild chase of false felicities ; 
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Ntnightf Lut what uounds hu virtue^ wounds hi* peac* 


His, the compos’d possession of the true. 1100 

Alike throughout is his consistent piece, 

All of onQ colour, and an even thread : 

While party-colour’d shreds of happiness. 

With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe ; each puff of fortune blows 1 105 
The tatters by, and shews their nakedness. 

He sees with other eyes than theirs: Where they 
Behold a sun, he spies a Deity ; 

What makes them only smile, makes him adore. 
Where they see mountains, he-but atoms sees ; 1110 

An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 

They things terrestrial worship, as divine ; 

H is hopes immortal blow them by, as dust, 

That dims his sight, amt shortens his survey. 

Which longs, in infinite, to lose all bound. 1115 

Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 

He lays aside to find his dignity ; 

No dignity they find in aught besides. 

They triumph in externals, (which conceal 

Man’s real glory,) proud of an eclipse: 1120 

Himself too much he prizes to be proud. 

And nothing thinks so great in Man, as Man. 

Too dear he holds his int’rest, to neglect 
Another’s welfare, or his right invade : 

Their int’rest, like a lion, lives on prey. 1 125 

They kindle at the shadow of a wrong: 

Wrong he sustains with temper, looks on Heav’n, 

Nor stoops to think his iujurer his foe ; 

Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace. 
A cover’d heart their character defends : 1130 

A cover'd heart denies him half his praise. 

With nakedness his innocence agrees ; 

Whihi their broad foliage testifies their fall: 

Their no-joys end, where his full feast begins: 

His joys cn^ate, theirs murder, future bliss. 1 135 
To triumph in existence, his alone ; 

And his alone, triumphantly to think 
His true existence is not yet begun. 

His gMrious course was, yesterday, complete.; 
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from what root I'ises thvi immortal Man ? 

Death, then, was welcome; yet life still is sweet. 1140 
lint iiotiiitig charms Lorknzo, like the firm 
IJiuhumled breast. — And wimse is that hi;»V praise? 
They yield to pleasure, thoMj»h they dan 5 ;<;r brave, 

Ami shew no fortitude', but in the iield ; 

If ther(! tlu;y shew it, Tis for "htry shewn; 1145 

]Nor will. that <a»rdial always man their hearts. 

A cordial his sustains, that cannot fi^il : 
lly pleasure unsubdu'd, uubr<»ke by pain, 
lie shares in that Oiiini|>otence he trusts. 

All-bearing;, ull-at templing", till he falls; 11-50 

And when he falls, writes vici on his shield. 

From magnanimity, all fear above; 

From mihh r reconipence, abyve applause; 

Which owes to M all’s short out-look all its charms. 

Hack ward to credit what he never felt, 1 1.55 

Lokknzo cries — “ Where shines this miracle? 

From what root rises this immortHl lilt'iir'’ 

A root that grows not in Lokc.nzo's ground. 

The root dissi'Ct, nor wonder at tlie /?ow(t. 

ll(' follows iNatun-, (not like thee!) and slicws us 
An uninverted system of a Man. 1 HU 

His appetite wears Ucason's golden cliuin. 

Anti iinds, in due restraint, its luxury. 

His passion, like an eagle well-r<.“clainfd. 

Is taught to /ly at nought but infinite. 1 165 

Fatient iiis hope, unan.xious is his care. 

His caution fearless, and his grief (if grief 
The gods ordain) a stranger to tlespair. 

And why? — Because aflection, more than meet, 

His wisdom leaves not disengag’d from Heav'n. 1170 
Those secondary goods that smile on earth, 

He, loving in proportion, loves in peace. 

They most the world enjoy, who least athnire. 

His understanding ’scapes the common cloud 
Of fumes, arising from a boiling breast. * 1175 

His head is clear, because his lieart is cool. 

By worldly competitions iminllam’d. 

The mod’rate movements of his soul admit , 
Distinct ideas, and matur’d debate. 
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Ilcnccj pure are the recesses of his seuU 


An eye impartial, and an even scale; 1180 

Whence judj^inent sound, and nnrepenting choice, 
'rinrs, in tlouhle sense, the good are wise; 

On its own dunghill, wiser than the world. 

What then, the world? it must be donidy weak: 
Strange truth ! as soon would they believe the Creed. 

Yet thus it is; nor otherwise can be; 1186 

So tar from aught ronianlic what I sing. 

Bliss has no being. Virtue has no strength, j 
But from llio j)ros]>eet of immortal life. j 
Who i'unks earth all, or (vvhal weighs just the same) 
^Vh() cares no further,, must prize wliat it yields; 1191 
Fond of its fi jicies, proud of its parades. 

Wiio thinks earth nothing, can’t its charms admire ; 
sle can't a h'c, though most malignant, hate, 

.Because that hate, would \)rove his greater foe, 1195 
’Tis hard for them (yet who so loudly boast 
tJood-will to .Men?) to love their deaia^st friend; 

J^’or may n<»t he invade their good supreme, 

AVhere the least jealousy turns love to gall? 

All shines to them, that for a season shines, 1200 
Ea(d) act, each thought, he questions, “ What its weight, 
Ils colour what, a thousand ages hence?’ — 

Ami, what it there aj)pears, he (h'cms it now. 

Hence, pure are the rcce.sses of his soul. 

'I’he god-like Man has nothing to conceal. 1205 

His virtiK!, constitutionally decjp, 

lias habit’s tirnmess, and affection’s (lame ; 

Angels, ally’d, descend to feed the tire; 

, And Death, which others slays, makes him a god. 
And now, Lokknzo! bigot of (his world! 1210 
W'out to disdain poor bigots cauglit by Heav’n! 

Stand by Ihy scorn, and be reduc'd to nought: 

For what art thou ? — 'J'liou boaster ! while thy glare, 
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth. 

Like a bK)ad mist, at distance, strikes us most; 1215 
And, like a mist, is nothing when at hand ; 

His merit, like a moiiiitaiu, on approach. 

Swells^ more, and rises nearer to tlie skies, 

By promise now, and by possession, soon 
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Wit makes <i7i entirpriscr; Sense a Jlfan* 

(Too soon, too much, it cannot he) his own. ■1220 
From tills thy just annihilation rise, 

Lokkn'zo! rise to something, by reply. 

Tlie worhl, tlij" client, listens, and expects; ^ 

And longs to crown tliec with immortal praise. 

Canst thou he silent? No; for Wit is thine; 1225 
And Wit talks most, when least she has to say. 

And iieusVm interrupts not lier career. 

.She'll say — That mists above the mountains rise; 
Ami, with a thousand pleasantries, amuse: 

She’ll sparkle, pn/./,le, tb/tter, raise a dust, 1230 

And fly conviction, in the dust she rais’d. 

AVit, how delicious to Man’s dainty taste! 

’Tis precious, as the vehicle of Sense ; 
lint, as its suhstitute, a dire dsscase. 

Pernicious talent! flatter’ll by the worhl, ' 1235 

By tin* blind world, which thinks the talent rare. 
AVisdom is rare, Louf.nzo! AVit abounds; 

Passion can give it; sometimes wim; inspires 
The,* lucky flash ; and madness rarely fails. 

AVhatever cause the spirit strongly stirs, 12-10 

Ponfer.s the bays, a.n<l rivals thy renown. 

For thy renown, 'twere well was this the worst; 
Phanco oflen hits it, and, to iiiipie thee more, 

.See Did III ss, blund’ring i>n vivacities, 

.Shakes lier sage head at tiie l alamity, 12-15 

AVhieh has expos'd, and let her down to thee, 
lint Wisdom, awful AV’isdom! v.iiieh inspects, 
Discerns, compares, weighs, separates, infers, 

Seizes the right, and holds it to the las;t; 

How rare! in senates, synods, sought in vain; 12.50 
Or if there foiind, 'tis sacred to the few'; 

AVIiile a lewd prostitute to innltitiules, 

Frequent, as fatal, AVit: In civil life, 

AVit makes an <‘uterpriser; Sense a Man. 

Wit hates aulliority ; coimiiotion loves, , 1255 

And thinks herself tlic lightning of the storm, 
in state.s, ’tis dangerous; in religion, death: 

‘Shall Wit turn Christian, when the <lnll believe ? 
‘Sense is onr helmet. Wit is but the plume; * 

8. a F 
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^ IVilj wUlQufd (f Gwd Sense, is worse than noufcbt. 

The plume exposes, ’tis oiir helmet saves. 1200 

Sense is the di’inond, weighty, solid, sound ; 

When cut by Wit, it casts a brighter beuiu ; 

Yet, Will apart, it is a di’iuoud still. 

Wit, widow’d of Good Sense, is worse than uouglit; 
It hoists more sail to run against a rock. 1205 

Thns, a half-Cliesterfield is quite a fool ; 

Whom dull fools scorn, and bless their want of wit. 

How ruinous the rock I warn tliee slum. 

Where sirens sit, to sing thee to (liy fate! 

A joy, in which our reason bears no part, 1270 

Isiuit a sorrow, tickling ere h stings. 

Let not the cooings of the world allure thee : 

Which of her lovers ever found her true ? 

Happy! of tills bad wqrld who little know! — 

And yet, we much must know her, to be safe. 1275 
To know the world, not love her, is thy point : 

She gi\es but little, nor that little long. 

There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulse ; 

A dance of spirits, a me re froth of jfiy. 

Our thoughtless agitation’s idlechihl, 1200 

That mantles high, that sparkles, ami expires, 

Leaving the soul more vapid than before. 

An animal ovation ! such as holds 
JNo commerce with our reason, but subsists 
On juices, through the well-ton’d tulu’S well-strain’d; 
A nice machine! scarce ever tun’d aright; 1213d 

And when it jars — thy sirens sing no more; 

Thy dance is done; the Ueini-god is thrown 
(Short apotheosis!) beneath the Man, 

In cowanl gloom immers’il, or fell despair. 1290 
Art thou yet ilull enough despair to drend. 

And startle at destruction ? If thou art. 

Accept a buckler, take it to the field ; 

(A field of battle is this mortal life!) 

When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart; 12.05 
A single*sentence proof against the world. 

“ Soul, body, fortune! ev’ry good pertaiirs 
To one of these ; but pri^e pot all alike ; 

The goo^ of fortune to thy body’s health, 
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7 ^ chent the wtrlJ, and cheat ihemselves, they smile. ^ 

Boily to soul, and soul submit to God.” 1300 

■Wouldst thou build tasting happiness? do this: 

Th’ inverted pyramid ean never stand. 

Is tins truth doiibtftd ? it outshines the sub ; 

Nay, the sun shines not, but to shew ns this. 

The single lesson of Mankind on earth. 1305 

And yet — yet, what? no news! Mankind is mad; 
Such miglity minibers list against the right, 

(And what caii’t numbers, when bewitehM, achieve?) 
They talk themselves to something like belief. 

That all earth’s joys are.theirs: As Athens’ fool 1310 
G riim’d from the port, on ev’ry sail his own. 

They grin; but wherefore? and how long the laugh? 
Ualfdgnorance, their mirth; and half, a lie; 

To cheat the world, and cheaHhemselves, they smile. 
Hard either task! The most abandon’d own, 1315 
Thatotiiers, if ubandon’<l, are undone: 

Then, for themselves, the moment Reason wakes 
(And Providence denies it long repose) 

O how laborious is their gaiety I 

They scarce can swallow their ebullient spleen, 1320 
Scarce muster patience to support the farce. 

And pump sad laughter, till the curtain fallsl 
Scarce, did I say? some cannot sit it out; 

Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw. 

And shew us what their Joy, by their despair. 1325 
The clotted hair! gor’d breast! blaspheming eye! 
Its impious fury still alive in death ! — 

Shut, shut the shocking scene. — But Heav’u denies 
A cover to such guilt; and so should Man. 

Look round, Lorenzo! see the reeking blade, 1330 
Th’ iiivenom’d phial, and the fatal hall ; 

The strangling cord, and suft’oeating stream ; 

The loathsome rottenness, and foul decays 
From raging riot, (slower suicides I) 

And pride in these, more execrable still !— , 1335 

How horrid all to thought l-^But horrors, these. 

That vouch the truth ; and aid my feeble song. 

From Vice, Sense, Fancy, no man can be blest; 
Bliss is too great, to lodge within. an hour: 
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fijoy high-privileged from chance, time, death/ 


[night 


When an iamxjrtal being aims at bliss, 134G 

Duration is essential to the name. 

O for a joy from Reason! joy from that, 

Which inh'kes Man, Man ; and, exercis’d aright, 

Will make him more: A bonnteoiis joy ! that gives. 
And promises; that weaves, with art divine, 1345 
I'lie ricln st pro.s|)ect into present j)eace: 

A joy ambitious! joy in common held 
With thrones ethereal, and their greater far: 

A joy high-privileg’d from chanc(% time, death ! 

A joy, which death shall dcuible! judgment crown! 
Crown'd higher, and still higher, at each stage, 1351 
'I'brougli l>icsl elevnity’s long day ; yet still, 

!N(!t more ri!mute from sorrow, than from Him, 

VVliosi; lavish hand, vvh4>se love stupendous, pours 
tSo much of Deity on giiilfy *lust. 1355 

"rhere, (1 my Lvcia ! may 1 meet thee there, 

U h<-re not thy ]>rest‘nce can improve my bliss! 

A/fects not this the sages of the world ? 

Can nought alli'ct them, but what fools them too? 
3:lterniiy, depending on an hour, 1360 

Makes serious thought Man’s wisdom, joy, and praise. 
IN or iUHsl you blush (though sometimes your designs 
May shun ilie light') at your (lesigns on Ueav’u: 
tSole point! where over-bashful is your blame. 

An* you not wise ? — You know you are : yet hear 1365 
One truth, amid yonr nmn’roiis seheiues, mislaid, 

Or overlook’d, or llirovvn aside, if seen ; 

“ Onr schemes to plan by this world, or the next, 

Is the sole tiiHerence between wise and fool.” 

All vvorth}'^ men will weigh you in this scale ; 1370 

What wonder, then, if they pronounce you light? 

Is their esteem alone not worth yonr care? 

Accept my simple scheme of common sense: 

Thus, save your fame, and make two worlds your own, 
Tim world replies not ; — rbut the world persists ; 1375 
And puts the cause otf to the longest day, 

Planning evasions for the day of doom. 
iSo far, at that re-hearing, from redress, 

They ^tlien turn witnesses against themselves. 
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Denoted fktge ! gofartn timong thy foes, 

H <!ar that, Lorenzo! nor be wise to-morrow. 1380 
Haste, haste! a Man, by nature, is in haste ; 

For who shall answer for another hour ? 

’Tis highly prudent, to make one sure friciuf: 

And that thou caust n()t do this side the skies. 

Ye sons of oa,rth ! (nor willing to be more I) 1385 
Since verse you think from oricstcraft somewhat free, 
Thus, in dn age so gay, the muse plain truths 
(Truths, wliich, at church, you might have heard in 
prose,) 

Has ventur’d into light;, well picas’tl the verse 
.Should be forgot, if you the trutlis retain ; 1.390 

And crown her with your welfare, not your praise. 

But praise she nee<l not fear : 1 see my fate ; 

And headlong leap, like Curtins, down the gulph. 
.Since many an ample volume, mighty tome. 

Must <lie, and die unwept; O thou minute, 1395 
Devoted jvage! go forth among thy foes; 

Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth. 

And rlic a double death: iVIaukind incens’d, 

Denies thee long to live: Nor shalt thou rest, 

WIn-n thou art dead ; in Stygian shades arraign’d 1400 
Bv l.ucifer, as traitor to his throne. 

And l)old blasphemer of his friend — the World ; 

The World, whose legions cost him slender pay. 

And volunteers around his banner swarm ; 

Prudent as Prussia, in her zeal for Gaul. 1405 

“ Are all, then, fools?” Lorenzo cries: — Yes, all. 
But such as hold this doctrine, (new to thee,) 

“ The mother of true wisdom is the will 
The noble, st intellect, a fool without it, 

World-wistloin much lias done, and more may do, 1410 
In arts and sciences, in wars and peace; 

But art and science, like thy wealth, will leave thee, , 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 

'I’ll is is the most indulgence can aflbril ; — 

“ I'hy wisdom all can do, but — make thee wise.” 

Nor think tln.s censure is severe on thee ; 

■'Snlan, thy master, I dare call a dunce. 
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lUotet to Sight the kighth. 
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NIGHT THE EIGHTH 

When tbe celebrated atitlior of tliis imiiiortal work 
wrote Ills True Estimate of Hmnati Life, tJio professed 
design of which was, to put this world in the balance, 
and to examine the value of things on earthy he pro- 
mised a second discourse: to vindicate divine Pro- 
vidence from prevailing imputations, and teach us how 
to think and judge of things qbove, and give them that 
preference they so justly deserve. 

That promise, in its original idea, was never per- 
formed. The omission, however, is abundantly sup- 
plied by the contents of the Eighth Night: in which, 
the true and false, of every thing that hears the name 
or semblance of umhition, pleasure, wisdom, and riches, 
are most admirably discriminated, and compared, for 
the noblest purposes. 

“ To Virtue only, and her friends, a friend ; 

The world beside iway censure, or commend.’' 

V. 8, &c. ” Man of the world !” &c. — Who will dare 
say, that he who ilecliues, or falls from the noble and 
elevating object above mentioned, and the glorious 
hopes it inspires, into the barren field of amusement 
and trifle ; or into the bestial abyss of voluptuous gra- 
tifications, for his portion ; who will ilare ailirni, tliat 
such a character differs not as much from the right 
reason, the true dignity, and real liaj)pines.s, of a man, 
as a quadruped differs from him in form? It is not 
the^brm, but the manners, which iiialvo humanity. The 
mould, in which we are cast, only shews what we 
should be: nothing but our conduct can ascertain what 
we are. 

V. 14. “ The Castalian font.” — A fountain^ 

sacred to the Muses. 

V. 24, &c. 

My song invokes, Urania,” &c. 

^ Untnia is the muse, which extended her care to all 
divine or celestial subjects ; such as, the hymns in 
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Notes to Niifht. the Eighth, ^ 

praise of the Gods, the motions of the heavenly bodies, 
and whatever regarded philosophy and astronomy. 

V. 97. Where gay delusion darkens to despair.” 

Almost the whole book of Ecclesiastes might be 
transcribed as a scriptural support of what is here 
said ; and its Author, it i.s well known, received wis- 
dom as an iinniediate gift from God, in superiority to 
all nmukiiid. 

V. 1 10. “ And Alls his chronicle with human woes.” 

r’or what, m Jact, is.Jiuman happiness? A word! 
A notion! A day-dreain! A wish! A sigh! A theme 
to be talked of! A mark to be shot at, but never hit! 
A picture in the head, and a pang in the heart, of Man! 
Wisdom recommends it grawely; learning talks of it 
pompously ; our understanding listens to it eagerly ; 
our a/reclions pursue it warnily; and our experience 
despairs of it irretrievably. 

V. 420. “ Prometheus!” — Who is fabulously re- 
ported to have stolen fire from heaven ; for which he 
was chained on mount Caucasus, where a vulture was 
commissioned to prey upon his liver ; which, that his 
torment might be endless, was constantly renewed at 
night, ill pioportioii to its decrease by day. I’ho ap- 
plication of this allusion to the present subject has 
peculiar spirit and aptness. 

V, 427, &c, “ Dost grasp at greatness?'’ &c.— • 

Nothing, says Longinus, can be great, the contempt 
of which is great. The possession of wealth aniJ riche.s 
cannot give a man a title to greatness, because it is 
lookout upon as greatness of mind to contemn these 
gifts of Au'tune, and be above the desire of them. 
There are far greater men, who lie coucealeil among 
the species, than those who come out,' and draw upon 
themselves the eyes and admiration of mankind. 

V. 477. Ike, “ An humble heart his resideiice,” &e. 
— It is absolutely impp^fi^ for imagination to con- 
ceive, or clo<]ueuce to e^]^ess, any tiling more sublime 
tlian that pa.ssage in the prophetic writings, referred 
to in this place. Isa, IvU. 
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[night 


N^oie$ to Ni^kt the Eighth* 


V. 516, &c. — “ Unlike all other vice, it flies. 

In fact, the point in fancy most pnrsnM.” 

The proud man, (says a brilliant writer,) see! — he 
is sore all over: Touch him, you put him to pain ; and 
though, of all others, he acts as if every mortal were 
void of sense and feeeling’, yet is possessed of so nice 
and exquisite a one himself, that the slights, the little 
neglects and instances of disesteem, which' would be 
scarce felt by another man, are perpetually wounding 
him, and oft-times piercing him to the very heart.” 

Y.655. “Glide then forever sacred stream.” 

Only such pleasures, as have the Divine Being for 
their immediate object, and eternity for their end, can 
always satisfy. Such pleasures are approved by rea- 
son, ripenetl by a^ e, 'and are satisfactory in every 
peri oiroTTriK 

V, 691, &c. “ Is Virtue then, and Piety the same? 

Wo; Piety is more; ’tis Virtue’s source.” 

See this very important idea pursued, with equal 
elegance of style, and ability of arguntent, by Dr. Blair, 
in vol. 1. ser. 1. 

V. 710, &c. “ A soul, in commerce with her God, is 
Ilcav’n ; Feels not,” &c. 

“ To thee, O Devotion ! we are indebted to the 
highest injprovement of our nature, and much of the 
enjoyment of our life. Thou art the support of our 
virtue, and the rest of our souls, in this turbulent world. 
Thou composfest the thoughts. 'I'hou c'alinest the 
passions. Thou exaltest the heart. Thou art the balm 
of the wounded mind. Thy sanctuary is ever open 
to the miserable. Thou begiuuest on earth the very 
temper of Heaven ; and in tliee the blessed inlcabitants 
thereof etermdiy rejoice.*’ 

V. 768. “ Too happy to be sportive, he’s serene.” 

Where there is the least happine.ss, there is olteii 
the most laughter. .The former arises from thought, 
the latter from the want of it. Tinnit, inane est, is 
true to a proverb. Laughter is from the pulse ; 
sanity from the heart. That may give a momentary 
*of pleasure ; this alone makes a happy man. 
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And happy men there may be, who scarcely ever 
laugh: and in a situation, where reason calls for the 
reverse, there is not in nature a more inelaiumoly thing 
than' mirth. 

V. 812. “ A constant and a sound, hut serious, joy.” 

In the boundless fteUI of licentiousness, some har- 
teretl joyS may rise, that look gay, more especially at 
a distance; but they soon wither. ]S'o joys are always 
sweet and flourish long, but those, wliich have self- 
a})probation for their root, and the divine favour for 
their shelter. 

V. 1072. “ Now see the man immorlal,” See . — 

Whatever may be the beauties of senlinient, expression, 
or fancy, which the art of cnticism may be able to 
select from iiny atlinired author, whether ancient or 
modern, nothing can be produced either e<puil or simi- 
lar to the portrait in this, and the following hundred 
and fifty lines. Let the impartial reader study it ac- 
curately, and then .see, whether a Christian is not the 
highest style of Man ; him, 1 mean, who lives as such. 

V. 123.5, &c. “Pernicious talent!” fee. — lulidels 
and free-thinkers, as they have presumed to call them- 
selves, have laboured much to sanctify the use of wit. 
by laying it down as a maxim, that, Itidiculc is the lest 
of truth. To determine this point, about wdiie.h so 
much has been said, w'c need ask only a single (juc.s- 
tion ; Which is sooner laughed out of countenanct.*, a 
man of integrity ami virtue, or a villain and a fool ? 
The fact is, “ you may as well attempt to silence an 
echo by strength of voice, a.s a wit by ll»e force of rea- 
son. 'riiey will both have the last word. How often 
hear we mett with great ingenuity .supporting folly ! 
that is, by wit de,stro\ing wisdom: as the same sort 
of men, by pleasure destroy happiness; prone to draw 
evil out oV good, and set things at variance, wliich by 
nature are allies. Pleasure then calls for our com- 
passion, and wit for our contempt.” 

V. 1360, &c. “ Eternity depending on an hour. 

Makes serious thought,” &c. 

“Ah! my friends! while we laugh, all thing.s are 
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THE CONSOtATION’. 


j^NIGHT 


j4nd chants his sonnet io deceive the time. 


serims round about us. God is serious, who exerciseth 
patience to^vards us ; Christ is serious, who shed his 
blood for ^is; the Holy Ghost is serious, who striveth 
against the obstinacy of our hearts; the holy Scriptures 
represent the most serious and awful luatters ; the 
whole creation is serious in serving God, and us ; all 
that are in heaven or hell are serious : how then can 
we be gay?” — To give these excellent words in their 
full force, it should be known, that they came from a 
courtier, as eminent as England ever boasted. 


NIGHT THE NINTH. 


THE CONSOLATION. 


COJITAINIWC, AMONG OTHER THINGS, 

I. A MORAL SURVEY OF THE NOCTURNAL HEAVENS. 
II. A NIGHT ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 


•Fatls contraria fata rependens. vxRG. 


J±S when a traveller, a long clay past 
In painful search of what he cannot find. 

At night’s approach, content with the next cot. 
There ruminates, awhile, his labour lost ; 
Then^heers his heart with what his fate affords, , 
j^d'i^ants his sonnet to deceive the iiine, 

|Bll the due season calls him to repose : 
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J 

Canti thw, O ! indulge one labour more ? 


Tims I, long travell’d in the ways of men, 

And dancing, with the rest, the giddy maze, 

Where Disappointment smiles at Hope's career ; 10 

Warn’d by the languor of Life’s ev’ning ray. 

At length have hous’d me in an Iminhle shed; 

Where, future w'and’riug banish'd from my thought. 
And waiting, patient, the sweet hour of rest, 

I chase the moments with a serious song. 16 

Song sooths our pains ; and age has pains to sooth. 

When age, care, crinje, and friends embrac’d at heart. 
Torn from my bleeding breast, and Death’s dark shade. 
Which hovers o’er me, quench th’ ethereal fire; 

Canst thou, O Night! indulge one labour more? 20 
One labour more iudnlge! TJien sleep, my strain! 

Till, haply, wak’d by Raphael’s golden lyre, 

Wliere night, death, age, care, crime, and sorrow. Cease, 
To bear a part in everlasting lays ; 

Though far, far higher set, in aim, I trust, 25 

Symphouious to this humble prelude here. 

Hus not the muse asserted pleasures pure. 

Like those above ; exploding other joys? 

Weigh what was urg’d, Lorenzo! fairly weigh; 

And tell me, hast thou cause to triumph still? 30 
1 think thou wilt forbear a boast so bold. 

But if, beneath the favour of mistake, 

I'hy smile's sincere ; not more sincere can be , 

Louenzo’s smile, than my compassion for him. 

The sick in body call for aid ; the sick 35 

In mind are covetous of more disease ; 

And when at worst, they dream themselves quite well. 
To know ourselves diseas’d, is half our cure. 

When Nature’s blush by custom is wip’d oft'. 

And conscience, deaden’d by repeated strokes, 40 
Has into manners naturaliz’d our crimes ; 

The curse of curses is our curse to love ; 

To triumph in the blackness of our guilt, 

(As Indians glory in the deepest jet,) 

And throw aside our senses with our peace. 45 

But, grant no guilt, no shame, no least alloy; 

Grant joy, and glory quite uusully’d, shone ; 
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[night 


i^ayt'st scenes speak i>/cin’s mortality. 

Yet, still, it ill tlotjerves Lorenzo’s heart. 

No joy, Jto glory, glitters in thy sight, 

Bijt, tiirough the tlhn partition of an hour, 50 

J see its sal>les wove by Destiny ; . 

And that in sorrow bory’d, this in shame; 

While Iu)wliiig furies ring the doleful knell ; 

Arul Conscience, now so soft thou scarce caust hear 
Her whisper, echoes her eternal peal. 55 

Where, the prime actors of tlie last year’s scene? 
'J’lieir port so jM'Oud, their buskin, and their plume? 
How many sleep, who kept the worhl awake 
Witii lustre, aiul with noise! Has Death proclaim’d 
A truc(?, and hung his sate<l lance on high ? GO 

’Tis bramlisli'd still, nor shall the present year 
li«* inoro tcijncioiis of her hiiinan leaf. 

Or spread, of feeb'le life, a thinner fall. 

But needless monuinents to wake the thought; 
Jjife's gayest scenes speak Man’s mortality; 65 

Tliough in a stjle more tlorhl, full as plain 
As mausoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 

What are our noblest ornaments, but deaths 
Turn’d liatterers of Jiff, in paint or marble, 

The well-stain’d canvas, or the featur’d stone? ■ 70 
Dur fathers grace, or rather haunt, the scene. 

Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 

“ Frofest diversions! cannot these escape?” — 

Far from it : These present us with a shroud ; 

And talk of Death, like garlands o’er a grave. 75 
As some bold plunderers, for bury’d wealth, 

"W'e ransack tombs for pastime ; from the dust 
(Jail up tlic sleeping hero; bid liini tread 
The s«;cne for our amusement; How like gods 
AVe sit ; and, wrapt in immortality, 80 

Shed gen’rous tears on wretches born to die; 

Their fate deploring, to forget our own ! 

What, all tho pomps and triumphs of our lives, 

But legacies in blossom? Our lean soil. 

Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities. 

From I’riejids interr’fl beneath; a rich manure! 

J^ike 'other worms, wc bamjuet on the dead ; 
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O Death ! / stretch my view ; tvhal visions rise ! 


Like other wornis^ slmll we crawl on, nor know 
Our present frailties, or approaching; fate? 

Lorenzo! such the glories of the world !» * 90 

What is the w'orld itself? thy u orhl ? — A grsvve. 

Where is the dust that has not been alive? 

The spade, the plough, disturb onr ancestors. ] j 
From human mould we reap our daily bread.T~f- 
The globe around earth’s hollow surface shakes, 95 
And is the ceiling of her sleeping sons. 

O’er devastation we blind revels keep ; 

Whole bury’d towns su|)port the dancer’s heel. 

The moist of human frame the snn exhales ; 

Winds scatter, through the mighty void, the dry ; 100 
Farth rej>ossesses part of what slic gave. 

And the freed spirit mounts on wings of fire ; 

Each element partakes our scalbfr’d spoils; ^ 

As JNature, wide, our ruins spread. iMan’s dcatli ) 
Inhabits all things, but the thought of Man. ,..>^105 

Nor Man alone; his breathing bust expires. 

His tomb is mortal ; empires die : Where, now. 

The Roman? Greek? They stalk, an einjdy name! 
Yet few regard them in this useful light; 

Though half our learning i.s their epitaph. 110 

When down thy vale unlock’d by midnight thought, 
That loves to wander in thy sunless realms, 

O Death! I stretch my view; what visions rise! 

What triumphs, toils imperial, arts divine, 

In wither’d laurels glide before my sight! 115 

What lengths of far-fam’d ages, billow’d high 
With human agitation, roll along 
In unsubstantial images of air! 

The melancholy ghosts of dead renown, 

Whisp’ring faint echoes of the world’s dpplause : 120 
With penitential aspect, as they pass. 

All point at earth, and hiss at human pride, ^ 

The wLsdom of the wise, and prancings of th*e great. 

But, O Lorenzo I far the rest above. 

Of ghastly nature, and enormon.s size, 125 

One form assaults my sight, and chills my blood. 

And shakes my frame. Of one departed world 
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Seest than, Lorenzo! uiuU depends on Man? 


I see the inieihty shadow ; Oozy wreath 
And dismal sea-weed crown her ; o'er her urn 
Rcclij»’d, she weeps her desolated realms, 130 

And bJouted sons; and, weeping, prophesies 
Another’s dissolution, soon, in daiues. 

But, like Cassandra, prophesies in vain; 

In vain, to many; not, I trust, to thee. ^ 

For, kiiow’st thou not, or art thou loth to know, 135 
The great decree, the counsel of the skies ? 

Deluge and Conflagration, dreadful pow’rs ! '+* 
l^rimi: ministers of vengeance! chain’d in caves 
Distinct, apart the giant furies roar; 

Apart; or, such their horrid rage for ruin, 140 

In mutual conflict would they rise, and wage 
Fterual war, till one was quite devour’d. 

But not for this ordain’d their boundless rage : 

When Heav’n’s inferior instruments of wrath. 

War, Famine, Pestilence, are found too weak 145 
To scourge a world for her enormous crimes, 

These are let loose, alternate: Down they rush. 

Swift and tempestuous, from th’ eternal throne. 

With irresistible commission arm’d. 

The world, in vain corrected, to destroy, 150 

And ease creation of the shocking sceiio. 

Secst thou, Lokcnzo! what dc^pends on Man? 

The fate of Nature ; as for Man, her birth. 

Farth’s actors change Farth's transitory scenes, 

Aufl make creation groan with hnman guilt. 155 
How' must it groan, iit a new «lelnge whelm’d. 

But not of waters! At the destin’d hour. 

By the loud trumpet summon'd to the charge. 

See, all the formidable sons of lire, 

Fruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, play 1(10 
Their various engines ; all at once disgorge 
Their blazing magazines ; and take, by storm. 

This po()r terrestrial citadel of Man. 

Amazing period! when each mountain-height 
Out-burns Vesuvius ; rocks etertial pour 
Their melted mass, as rivers om*e tlu?y pour’d; 

Stars rush ; and final Ruin fiercely drives 
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That Man of Sorrows ! O how dinngUl ! tV/iat jtompl 

Her plouglishare o’er crealioii ! — While aloft. 

More than astonishment ! if more can he ! 

Far other firmament than e’er was seen, 170 

Than e'er w'as thought hy Man ! faV other stars ! 

Stars animate, that govern these of fire ; 

Far other snn ! — a sun, O how unlike 
The Babe at Bethle’m ! how unlike the Man 
That groan’d oh Calvary! Yet He it is; 17i> 

That Man of Sorrows ! O how chang’d ! What pomp ! 
In grandeur terrilile, al| heav’n ileseends ! 

And gods, ambitions, triumph in his train. 

A swift archangel, with his golden wing. 

As blots and eionds, that darken and di.sgrace 180 
The scene divine, sweeps sta^s and .suns aside. 

And now, all dross remov'd, lieav’n’s own pure day, 
Full on tlie confines of our aither, flames ; 

While, (dreadful contrast!) far, how far beneath! 

Hell, bursting, belches forth her blazing seas, 185 
And storms sulphureous; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 

liOKENZo! welcome to this scene; the last 
In IVature’s course; the first in Wisdom’s thought, 
'riiis strikes, if aught can strike thee ; this awakes ! 90 
The most supine ; this snatches Man from death. 
Kouso, rouse, Lorenzo, then, and follow me. 

Where truth, the most momentous Man can hear, 
Loud calls my soul, and ardour wings her flight. 

1 find my inspiration in my theme ; 195 

The grandeur of my siibjectis my muse. 

At midnight (when mankind is wrapt in peace. 
And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams,) 

'I’o give more dread to Man's most dreadful hour. 

At midnight, 'tis presum’d, this pomp wilLburst 200 
From tenfold darkness; sudden as the spark 
From smitten steel ; from nitrous grain, the Jblnze. 
Man, starting from his couch, shall sleep no more! 
The day is broke, w’hich never more shall close ! 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all ! 205 

Terror and glory join’d in their extremes ! 

Our Con in grandeur, and our world on fire! 
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Great day ! far whick all other days were made. 


[night 


m 


All Nature striisi";liiig in the pangs of death! 

Dost thou^not hear her? Dost thoii not deplore 
Her strong convulsions, and lier final groan? 210 
Where are wc now? Ah me! tlic ground is gone 
On whicli we stood, IjORenzo ! While thou niay’st. 
Provide more firm support, or sink for ev('r! 

Wliere? how? from whence? Vain hope! it is' too late! 
Where, where, for shelter, shall the guilty fiy, 215 
When consternation turns the good man pale? 

Great day! for whicli all otbhr days were made; - 
For which earth rose from chaos, Man from earth; 
And an eternity, the date of gods, 

Descended on poor earth-created Man ! 220 

Groat day of dread, dec&ion, and despair! 

At thought of thee each sublunary wish 
I^ets go its eager grasp, and drops the world ; 

And catches at each reed of hope in heav’n. 

At thought of thee ! — And art thou absent then ? 225 
Lorenzo! no; ’tis here; — it is begun; — 

Already is begun the grand assize, 

In thee, in all : Deputed Conscience scales 
The dread tribunal, and forestals our doom; .f, 
Forestals ! aiul, by forestalling, proves it sure. ^30 
Why ou himself should Man void judgment pass? 

Is idle Nature laughing at her sons? 

Who Conscience sent, her sentence will support, 

And God above assert that god in Man. 

Thrice happy they ! that enter now the court; 235 
Heav’n opens in their bosoms : But, how rare ! 

Ah me ! that magnanimity, how rare ! 

What hero, like the man who stands himself. 

Who dal es to meet his naked heart alone. 

Who hears; intrepid, the full charge it brings, 240 
Resolv'd to silence future murmurs there ! 

The coward flies ; and, flying, is undone. 

(Art thou a coward? No:) The coward flies; 

Tliinks, but thinks slightly ; asks, but fears to know; 
Asks,.“ What is truth?” with Pilate; and retires; 
Dissolves the court, and mingles with the throng: 240 
'Anpim sad 1 from Reason, Hope, and Ileav'u ! 
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I see the Judge enthron'd ! the flaming guard ! » 

Sliall all, but Man, look out willi ardent eye. 

For that iijreut day Avliich waB ordaiii’tl for Man ? 

<) day of coiisuiuuialion ! mark supreme .250 

(If nu n are wise) cf liiimau tlioiif^ht! nor leSst, 

Or in tlie sight of ang(;ls, or tlicir King ! 

Angels, whose radiant eircics, heiglit o’er height, 
Order o’<‘r order, rising, blaze o'er blaze. 

As in a theatre, surround this scene, 256 

Intent on Man, and anxious for his fate. 

Angels look out for thee ; for thee, their Lord, 

I'o vimlicatc his glory; •gtiid for thee, 

Oreatiou universal calks aloud, 

'Fo dis-iuvolve the moral world, and give 260 

'J’o IVature’s renovation brighter charms. 

Shall Man alone, whose fate, whose final fate. 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought? 

1 think of nothing else; I see! I feel it! 

All IS'ature, like an earthquake, trembling round! 205 
All ileities, like summer’s swarms, on wing! 

All basking in the full meridian blaze! 

1 see the .Judge enthron’d! the flaming guard ! 

The volume open’d! open’d every heart! 

A sun-beam pointing out each secret thought! 270 
INo patron! intercessor none! now past 
The sweet, the clement, mediatorial hour! 

For guilt no plea! to pain, no pause! no bound! 
Iu(.*xorable all! and all extreme! 

Nor Man alone; the foe of God and Man, 275 
From his dark den, blaspheming, drags his chain. 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder scarr’d; 
Rt;ceiv«-s his sentence, and begins his hell. 

All vengeance past, now, seems abundant grace. 

Jake meteors in a stormy sky, how roll 280 

His baleful eyes ! He curses whom he dreads ; 

And deems it the first moment of his fall. 

’Tis present to iny thought!- — And yet where is it ? 
Angels can't toll me ; angels cannot guess 
I he period ; from created beings lock’d 
In darkness. But the process, and the place. 

Are less obscure ; for these may Man inquire.' 

9 . 2 H 
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‘ioB 

Time vas ! Eternity now re.ifi;ns alone f 


Say, thou great Close of human hopes and fears ! 
Croat Key of Hearts ! great Finisher of Fates ! 

(ireat Jiiid ! and great Begiiiuiug! say, wlierc* art thou? 
Art thou in time, or in eternity? 291 

INor ill eternity, nor time, I find thee. 

'riiese, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 
(Moiiare.lis of all elaps’d, or uuarriv’d!) 

As ill ilebate, how best their pow’rs ally’d 295 

May swell the grandeur, or dischai’ge the wrath. 

Of Him, whom both their monarchies obey. 

Tiiiu!, this vast fabric for hfni built (and doom’d 
M’iih him to fall) now bursting o’er his head ; 
ilis lamp, the sun, extingnish’d ; from beneath 300 
'I’lio frown of liidcoiis darkness, calls his sons 
From their long slumber! from earth’s heaving womb, 
To s(‘Cond birth ! contemporary throng f 
Fou.s’d at one call, upstarting from one bed, 

Frest in one crowd, apiiall’d with one amaze, 305 
Ho turns them o'er. Eternity! to thee. 

Then (as a king depos'd disdains to live) 

He falLs on hi.s own scythe; nor falls alone ; 

Mis greatest foe falls with him; Time, and he 
Who imiriler’d all Times offspring. Death, expire. 310 
Time was ! Eternity now reigns alone 1 1 
Awful Eternity! ofiended queen ! * 

And her resentment to Mankind, how just! 

With kind intent, soliciting access. 

How often has she knock’d at human hearts ! 315 

Fich to repaj’^ their hospitality. 

How often call'd ! and with tlie voice of God ! 

Yet L'ore repidse, excluded as a cheat ! 

A <lreaui ! while foulest foes found welcome there! 

A dream, a (;hcnt, now, all things, but her smile. 320 
For, lo! her (wire ten ihou.sand gates thrown wide. 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole, 

YVith i, aimers, streaming as the comet’s blaze. 

And <'!arioiis, louder than the deep in storms, 
iSoiiorous as inmiorlal breath can blow, 325 

Four lortli their myriads, jiotentates, and pow'rs. 

Of light, of darkness; in a middle field. 
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O how unlike thd chorus of the skies ! § 

Wide SIS creation! populous as wide! 

A neutral region! tisere to mark tli’ event 
Of that gresit dramsi, whose preceding scenes 330 
Detain’d them close spectators, through a leAgth 
Of siges, rip’ning to this grand result; 

Ages, as yet uunumher’jl, ljut hy Goi); 

Who now, pronouncing sentence, vindicates 
The rights' of Virtue, and liis own renown, 3.3.S 
Eternity, the various sentence past. 

Assigns the sever’d throng distinct abodes, 
.Stdphureoiis or ambrosial : What ensues ? 

The <]eed predominant! the deed of deeds ! 

Which makes a hell of hell, a heav’n of heav’n. 340 
I’he gddtlt'ss, with determin’d aspect, turns 
Her adamantine key’s enormons size 
Through Destiny’s inextricable wards. 

Deep-driving ev’ry bolt, on both their fates. 

Then, from the crystal battlements of hcav’n, 343 
Down, down, she hurls it through the dark profound. 
Ton thousand thousand fathom ; there to rust, 

And ne’er unlock her resolution more. 

The deep resounds, and hell, through all her glooms,, 
lleturns, in groans, the melancholy roar. , 350 

D how unlike the chorus of the skies! 

0 how unlike those shouts of joy, that shake/ 

The whole ether<;al! Jlow the concave rings ! 

TNor strange! when tlcities their voice exalt; 

And louden- I'ar, than when creation rose, .'bio 

I’o see creation’s godlike aim, and end. 

So well accom{)lish'd ! so <livinely clos’d ! 

To see tlie mighty Dramatist’s last act 
.-(As meet.) in glory rising o’er the rest, 

ISo fancy ’d go<l ; a Gou, indeed, descends, 300 

^ro solve all knots ; to strike the moral home; 

I'o throw- full day on darkest scenes of time ; 

To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the w hole. 
Hence, in one peal of loud eternal praise, 

1 lie cliarin'd sjiectators thunder their applause; 3bl 
And the vast void beyond, apjd.iuse resounds. 

What then am I ?— - 
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* Heaven gives us friends to bless the present scene. 


Ainidsl npi>laudiug worlds, 

And ^vorlds celestial, is there found on earth, 

A peevish, dissonant, rt.'hellioiis string. 

Which jaVs in the grand cliorns, and complains ? 370 
Censure on thee, Lo«i:nzo! 1 suspend. 

And turn it on luyseli'; liow greatly due! 

All, all is right, by Cod ordain’d or done; 

And who, hut (JoD, resum’d the friends he gave^ 

And have 1 been complaining, then, so long? .375 
Complaining of his favours ; pain ami death ?^ 

Who, without Pain’s advice, .would e’er he good? 
Who, without Ueath, Imt would he good in vain? 

Pain is to save from ])aiii ; all punishment. 

To make for peace; and Death, to save from death;. 380 
And second death, to guard immortal life ; 

To rouse the careless, the presumptuous awe. 

And turn the tide of souls another way ; 

By the same tenderness divine ordain’d, 

That planted Ed<;n, and high-hlooni’d for Man, 305 
A fairer Ed(Mi, endless in the skies. 

Heav’n gives us friends to bless the present scene; 
Resumes them, to prepare us for the next. 

All evils natural are moral goods; 

All discipline indulgence, on the whole. 3.00 

None an; unhappy ; all have cause to smile. 

But such as to themselves that cause denJ^ 

Our faults are at the bottom of our pains ; 

Error in act, or judgment, is the source 

Of endless sighs: We sin, or we mistake, 395 

And Nature ta.\, when fahse Opinion stitigs. 

Let impious grief he banish’d, Joy indulg’d. 

But chiefly then, when Grief puts in her claim. 

Joy from the joyous, frcfjuently betrays, 

Oft lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 400 

Joy, amidst ills, corroborates, exalts; 

’Tis joy^ and conquest; joy, and virtue too. 

A noble fortitude in ills delights 
Heav’n, earth, ourselves; ’tis duty, glory, peace. 
Affliction is the good man’s shining sc<nie; 405 

ProsjJterity conceals his brightest ray; 
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T/ie triumph of my soul is — That / am. * 

As uiglit to stars, voe lustn; gives to Man. 

Heroes in battle, ])ilofs in tlie storm, 

Aiui virtue in calumities, admire. 

The crown ot'manliood is a winter-joy; dJO 

An evergreen, that stands the northern blast, 

And blossoms in the rigour of onr fate. 

’Tis a prime part of happiness, to know 
How much unhappiness must prove onr lot ; 

A part which few possess! I’ll pay life’s tax, *1 415 

Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, /' 

Nor think it misery to fxi a Man ; 

Who thinks it is, shall never be a god. 
fSome ills we wish for, when we wish to live. 

What spoke proud Passion?— “ Wish my being lo-st!" 
Presumptuous! blasphemous! absurd! ami false! 121 
'I'iie triumph of my soul is — 'rimt I aju ; 

A jjd therefore that [ may be — What? Lorenzo! 

Look inward, and look deep; and deeper still; ' 
(Jnfathomably deep our treasure runs 425 

In golden veins, through all eternity ! ’ 

Ages, and ages, and succeeding still' 

Nt?w ages, where the phantom of an hour, 

Which courts, each night, dull sliimlKT, for re[)air. 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praise, 43ft 
And dy through iniinite, and all unlock ; _ - 

And (if deserv'd) by Heav'n’s redundant lo\e, 

.Made half-adorable itself, adorer; 

And lind, in adoration, emlle.ss joy ! 

AVluu’e thou, not master of a moment here, 435 

Frail as the flow’r, and tlecting as tlic gale, } 

May’st beast a whole eternity, enrich’d 
With all a kiml Omnipotence can pour. / 

Since Adam fell, no mortal, uninspir’d. 

Has ever yet conceiv’d, or ever shall, 410 

How' kind is Gon, how great (if gootl) is Man. 

No Man too largely from ileav’n’s lo\e can 1/ope, 

If what is ho|>’d he labours to secure. 

His? — Therearenoue; AllGracious! none from thee; 
From Mail full many ! Num'rous is the race . 445 
Of blackest ills, and those immortal too, 
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Greai Source of f^ood alone! How kind in all ! 

Begot by Maduess on fair Liberty ; 

Heav’n’s daughter, hell-debaucli’d ! her haml alone 
Unlocks t|estruction to the sons of men, 

Fast barr’d by thine ; higli-wall’d with adamant, 450 
fiuarded with terrors reaching to this world, 

And cover’d with tlie thumlers of thy law; 

Whose threats are mercies, whose injunctions, guides. 
Assisting, not restraining, Reason’s clioice ; 

Whose sanctions, unavoidable results 455 

From Nature’s course, indulgently reveal’d ; 

If unreveal’d, more dang’ rous/ ‘nor less sure. 

Thus, an indulgent father warns his sons, 

“ Do this; fly that;” — nor always tells the cause; 
J’leas’d to reward, as duty to his will, 400 

A conduct needful to tH'eir own repose. 

(5reat (ion of wonders! (if, thy love survey’d, 
Aught else the name of wt)nderful retains,) 

What rocks are these, on which to build our trust! 
Thy ways admit no blemish; »ione I find; 4(55 

Or this alone — “ 'riiat nomi is to he found.” 

Not one, to soften O tisure’s hardy crime; 

Not one to jmlliato peevish (irief’s Comiu.aint, 

Who, like a demon, murin’ring, froiii the dust. 

Dare.-? into jmigiuent call her jiulge. -Nei'KK.Mi: ! 470 
For all I hless thee; most, for thi- severe; 

Her death — mv own at hand — tlic fier\ gulph, 

Th at llaniiiJL; lamiid wrath onini|)<>ltjnt ! 

It tliuiidor.s ; — i)nt it tlHiiuh-rs lo jm*s<'rvo; 

It what it strikes; iis wheleseiiie dread 475 

Averts llie dreaded pain; its hid(M)ns groans 
Join ll< av'n’s sweet liaHc ln jalis in thy praise, 

Ureal Sour<’e of <;'ood aioiu! How kind in all! 

In veng'<*ance kind! Paiii, (iohenna, save. 

Thus, in thy \\(,*rhl material, mighty Mind! 480 
Not that ahan: wliieh solaees, and shines, 

The leisgli ami gloomy, ehalh nses onr praise. 

The wiiit(‘r is a.-, needful as l!i<‘ spring ; 

I'liO th utiUcr ;i.s the .sun : a stagnate mass 
Of vajJours breeds a jKstileutial air : 485 

Nor tttove propitious the Favonian breeze 
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Comets good omens are, when dnhj scanned. * 

To Nature's health, than purifying storms. 

Tlie dread vpleano ministers to good ; 

Its smother'd damns might imderminc the ^orld.* 
Loud iEtnas fuimiuale in love to Man ; 490 

Comets good omens are, when duly scann’d; 

And, in their use, etdipses learn to shine. 

Man is^ responsible for ills receiv’d ; 

Those we call wretched are a chosen l)and, 

Compell'd to refuge, in the right, for peaite. 49o 

Amid my list of blessings infmite, 

Stain! this the foremosfj,“ That my heart has bled.” 
Ti.s lleav'n's last ellbrt of good-will to Alan : 

WIk'ii Pain can’t bless, Ih'av'n ipiits us in despair. 
VVlio fails to grieve, when just occasion calls. 600 
Or grieves too miici!, deserves* not to bo blest; 
Inhuman, or eti'emimite, his heart: 
lieason absolves tin' grief, w iiich Reason ends. 

May Ib av'n ne'er trust my friend with liappiness. 

Till it has taught him how to bear it well, 605 

Uy pn'vimis ])ain; and nuule it safe to smile! 

Such .smiles are mine, ainl such may they remain ; 

IN or hazard tlieir extinction, from excess. 

^ly ehangc of heart a change of style demands; 

The ( 'oN.soi.ATSON cance!.s the Cojui'L.vint, 6i' 0 
And makes a convert of my guilty song. 

As win'll o'ev-ia hom'd, and inelin’il to breathe, 

A panting traveller, some rising ground, 

Some small ascent, has gain'd, lie turns him rounvi, 
And measures with his eye the various vales, 516 
d he hehls. woods, meails, and riw'rs, hi.‘ has past ; 
Am!, satiate of his journey, thinks of lioim', 

I'jiidi’ai 'd hy distance, nor a/feels more (oil ; 
d ims 1, though small, iiuleed, is that ascent 
1 lie imisi! has gain'd, ii vicw the patlis she Invd ; 620 

Aarions, ('.\teiisive, heali-n bid. by few ; 

And, conscious of in r prmleiice in repose, 

Pause; and with pleasure nn'vlitate an end, 

I'liough .still remote; so fruitful i.v m\ theme, 
riiroiigh many a field of moral, and liivine, , 526 
i he muse has stray’d ; and much of sorrow seen 
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’ Immortal Silence! IV hire shall I befrin? 


In human ways ; and much of false and vain ; 

Which none, avIu) travel this had road, can miss. 

O’er* friends tleceas'd full heartily she wept; 

Of love divine the woinlers sin; display’d; 530 

Prov’d Man immortal; sliew'd the source of joy; 

The grand tribunal raisM; assign’d the bounds 
Of hmnan grief: Jn few, to close the whole. 

The moral muse has shadow’d out a sketch, 

■'rhoiigh not in form, nor with a Raphael-stroke, .535 
Of most our weakness needs believe, or do. 

In tliis our land of travail, and of hope, 

]'’or [)eace on earth, or prospect of the skies. 

What then remains? — Much! much! a mighty dehl 
I'o be discharg’d : These tlnujghts, O Night! are thine; 
J^-om th<;e they came. Tike lovers' secret sighs, 541 
W'hilo others slept. So Oynthia, (poets feign,) 

In shadows vail’d, soft sliding from her sphere. 

Her shepheni clu'er'd : of her enamour’<l less. 

Than 1 of thee. — And art thou still unsung, 545 

Ij.oneath vhose br<)w, and by whose aid, 1 sing? 
Immortal Silema;! Where shall I begin? 

Where end.^ or how steal music from the spheres, 

To sooth their goddess ? 

O majestic Night! 

Nature’s great ancestor! Day's elder-born! 55( 

And fated to survive the transient sun! 

Hy mortals, and immortals, seen w'ilh awe! 

A starry croAvn thy raven brow adorns. 

All azure zone, thy waist; clouds, in lleav’n's loom 
W rought through A'arietit.-s «?f shap<; and shade, 555 
In ample folds of <lrapcry diviiu;. 

Thy flowing mantle form; and, ll<;av'n throughout. 
Voluminously pour thy pompous train. 

Thy gloomy grandeurs (Nature's most august. 
Inspiring aspect!) claisn a grateful verse; 5(H. 

And, like a sable curtain slarr’il with gold. 

Drawn o’er my labours past, shall close the .scene. 

And what, O Maul so worthy to be sung? 

What more pre])aros us for the songs of Ueav’n? 
Creation of archangels is the theme! 50;. 
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Heav*na King / whose face unveil* d consummates bliss. • 


Wliat, to be sung-, so n(>erlful? what so well 
Celestial joys prepare ns to sustain? 

The soul of Man, His face design’d to see. 

Who gave these w'Oiiders to be seen by Mart, 

Has here a previous scene of objects great, 570 

On which to dwell ; to stretch to that expanse 
Of thongljt, to rise to that exalted height 
Of adniira’tion, to contract that awe, 
i\nd give her whole capacities that strength, 

\Vhi(;h best may <(nalify for final joy. 575 

'riie more onr spirits arf*. enlarg’d on earth, 

’J’lie deejier ilraught shall they receive of Heav’ii. 
Ileai’n’s King! Avhose face unvail’d cousuinmatcs 
bliss ; 

Itcdundant bliss! which fills that mighty void, 

"I’he wlmle crefition leaves in human hearts! 580 
'riioi', who didst touch the lip of Jesse’s son, 
liapt in sweet cont<;mplation of those fires. 

And set his harp in concert with the spheres ! 

While of thy works material the supreme 
I dan? attempt, assist my daring song. 585 

Loose me from earth’s inclosure, from the sun’s 
Contracted circle set my heart at large; 

Eliminate my spirit, give it range 

'riirough provinces of thought yet unexplor’d ; 

Teach me, by this stupendous scallblding, 590 

Creation’s golden steps, to climb to Thue. 

I’cach we with Art great Nature to control. 

And spread a lustre o’er the shades of Night. 

I’eel 1 tliy kind assent? And shall the sun 
iJc s(!cn at midnight, rising in my' song? 695 

J.ORENZo ! come, and warm thee: Thou whose heart, 
Whose little iieart, is moor’d wifliiu a nook 
Of this.obscnre terrestrial, anchor weigh : 

Anoth®’ ocean calls, a nobler port ; 

1 am thy pilot, 1 thy prospTous gale; 600 

OainfiU thy voyage through yon azure main; 

Main, without tempest, jiirate, rock, or shore; ^ 

And wheiu-e thou inay’st import eternal wealth ;' 

And leave to beggar’d minds the pearl and gold. 

9 - -2 I 
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And Man how purblind^ if unknown the whole ! 


Thy travels dost thou boast o’er foreign realms? 605 
Thou stranger to the world ! thy tour begin; 

Thy tour through Nature’s universal orb. 

Nature delineates her \vhole chart at large. 

On soaring souls, that sail among the spheres; 

And Man how' purblind, if unknown the whole! 610 
Who circles spacious Earth, then travels here. 

Shall own, he never was from home before !' 

Come, my Prometheus, from thy pointed rock. 

Of false ambition, if unchain’d, we'll mount; 

We’ll innocently steal celestial fire, 615 

And kindle our devotion at tfie stars; 

A theft, that shall not chain, but set thee free. 

Above our atmosphere’s int(;stine wars, 

Rain’s fouidaiu-liead,.the magazine of hail ; 

Above the northern nests of feathcr'<l snows, 6*20 
'rUe brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 
I’hut forms the crooked lightning; ’hove tlie caves 
Where infant tempests wait their growing wings. 

And tune their tender voices to that roar, 

Which soon, perhaps, shall shake a guilty world; 625 
Above misconstru'd omens of the sky, 

Ear-lraveU'd comets’ calculated blaze, 

Elance thy thought, and tiiink of more than Man. 

Thy soul, till now, contracted, wither’d, shrunk. 
Blighted by blasts of Jiarth’s unwholesome air, 630 
Will blossom here ; spread all her tVicullies 
To these l)right ardours; ev’ry pow’r unfold, 

And rise into sublimities of thought. 

Stars teach, as well as shine. At Nature’s birth, 
■J'hus their commission ran — “ Be kind to man.” 635 
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller? 

'^riie stars will light thee, though the moon should fail. 
W’here art thou, more benighted ! more astray ! • 

In ways immortal? The stars call thee back; 

And, if obey’d their counsel, set thee right ' 04(1 

This prospect vast, what is it? — Weigh’d aright, 
’Tis Nature’s system of divinity, 

And ev’ry student of the night inspires. 

’Tis £lder scripture, writ by God’s own hand ; 
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What read we here 7 — Tk* existence of a God7 • 

i authentic, iincnmipt by Man. 645 

V i (5 .\Ko! with tuy racliiis (the ricli gift 
' . thought nocturnal!) I’ll point out to thee 
various lessons; some that may surprise 
;\n iin-a<lopt in mysteries of Night; 

Little, perhaps, expected in h<;r school, 650 

Ne-r thojiglit to grow on planet, or on star, 
liuils, lions, s<‘orpions, monsb^rs, here we feign; 

Oui selves more monstrous, not to see what here, 
Lxists indeed, — a lecture to mankind. 

V. !)at read we liereP-r-Th’ existence of a God ? 655 
— Ves; and of other behigs, Man above; 
iSativ' s of sether! sons of higher climes! 

A<;d, what may move I.orenzo’s wonder more, 

I'lb'i nity is wriUiai in the skuis. 

And whose <*u rnity? — Lorrnzo! thine; 660 

j\i;mkin«rs etorihty. Ah)r Faith alone, 

A'irtuc grows her*' ; here springs the sov’reign cure 
Of almost ev'ry vice; but chietly thine; 

Wrath, pride, ambition, and impure desire, 

l.ouJiNZo! thou canst uakeat midnight too, 666 
'riiough not oil morals bent: Ambition, Pleasure! 
Thosi! tyrants 1 for thee so lately fought, 

Ati'ord their harass'd slaves but slender rest. 

'^i’iion, to whom uiidniglit is immmal noon. 

And the sun's noon-lide blaze, prime dawn of day; 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime, 671 

(Aunmeiiciug one of our antipodes! 

In thy nucliirnal rove, one moment halt, 

’Twixt stage and stage, of riot, and cabal ; 

And lift thine eye (if hold an eye to lift, 075 

If hold to meet the face of injur’d Heav'ti,) 

To yonder stars : For other ends they shine, 

'J’luni to light revellers from sliame to shame, 

And, thus, lie made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that iiitiiiite of space,^ 600 
With intiuite of lucid orbs replete. 

Which set the living firnuuiient on fire 
At tlie first glance, in such an overwhelm 
Of wonderful, ou Man's astonish'd sight. 
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^ Sweet inlcrckange of rays, receiv'd, returned, 

Rushos Omnipotence? — ^To curb onr pride; 083 

Oiir reason rouse, and lead it to that Pow’r, 

WJiose love lets down these silver clraiiis of light; 

'^I’o draw ifj) Alan’s aini)ition to himself, 

And bind onr chast«! affections to his tiu'one. 

'I'hns the three virtues, least alive on earth, 690 

And welcom’d on Ileav’n’s coast with most applause. 
An humble, pure, and heuv’nly-minded heart. 

Are here inspir’d : — And canst thou gaze too long? 

Ps'or stands thy wrath dej)riv’d of its reproof. 

Or uii-npbraide(l by this ra<liaH)t choir. 693 

The planets of each system represent 
Kind neighbours; niutnal amity JFrevails; 

Sweet interchange of rays, receiv’d, return’d ; 
Enlighi'ning, and enliglden’d! all, at once*. 

Attracting, and attractesl ! l*utriot-like, 700 

None sins against the wt;lfan; of the whole ; 
lint their rcciproi'al, unselfish aid. 

Affords an emblem of millennial love. 
iNothingin nature, tnu(,‘h h.-ss conscious being, 

Was e'er created solely for itself; 705 

Thus Alan his sov’reig-n <luty learns in this 
Alateria! picture of benevolence. 

And kno^v, of all our snpia-cilioiis race. 

Thou most iidlaniinable ! thou wasp of men! 

Man’s angry heart, ins])eeted, would lie found 710 
As rightly s»;t, as are the starry spheres: 

"Ms ISature's structure, broke by stubliorn will, 
lireeds all that unceleslial discord there. 

M ill tliou not feel the bias Nature gave? 
t'an.st Ihon ih scemi from converse with the skies, 713 
And seize thy brotiier's throat? - For what? — a clod? 
An inch ofeartli? The planets cry, “ Forbear.” 

They chase onr doulile darkness, Natiire’s gloom', 

And (kinder still !) our intelieetual night, •' 

And see, Day’s amiable sister sends 720 

Her invitation, in the softest rays 
(>f mitigated lustre; courts thy sight, 

VVhich.^sulfers from her tyrant-brother’s blaze. 

Ni^bt grants thee the full freedom of the skicjs, 
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This theatre / — what eye ran take it in 7 • 

]Nor rutlfly reprimands tliy lifted eye; 725 

AVith s^in, and joy, she hrihes tliee to he wise. 

INiglit opes tlie noblest seenes, and sheds an awe, 
AMiieh gives those venerable scenes full weight, 

And dec'p recejttion, in tli’ entendorM heart ; 

While light peeps through the darkness like a spy, 730 
And darkness shews its grandeur by the light. 

^V^r is theprolit greater than tlie joy, 

If human hearts at glorious objects glow. 

And admiration can inspire delight. 

What speak I more, than I, this moment, feel! 735 
With pleasing stupor first the soul it struck; 

(Stupor ordain’d to make her truly wise!) 

'rhen into transport starting from her trance, 

With love and admiration how she glows! 

'Fhis gorgeous apparatus! this display! 740 

1’his ostentation of creative pow’r! 

'riiis theatre! — what eye can take it in? 

Hy what divine eiicliantment was it rais’d, 

For minds of the tirst magnitude to launch 
in endless spiiculation, and adore? 745 

One sun by ilay, l»y night ten thousand shine, 

And light ns deep into the Dkzty; 

Mow boundless in inagniiicenee and might! 

O what a conlliu'iici’ of ethereal tires. 

From urns umiumber'd, down the stoei* of lleav’n, 
Streams to a point, and centres in my sight! 751 
iSor tarries llicK?; J feel it at my heart. 
lAJy heart, at once, it hnniizhs and e.valts; 

Fays it in dust, and calls it to tlie skies. 

W ho sees it une\aited? tir miawM ? 755 

Who sees it. and can .-•top at what, is seen? 

Material oflsiiring of Oinnipoteucc! 

Inanimate, all-animating birth ’ 

AVork worthy' Him who nuule. it ! worthy praise! 

Ail praise! praise more than hnmait! nordeyy'd 760 
'I'hy praise divine! — Hut tlKaigh iM:<n,dr()wm’d in sleep, 
AVithholds his homage, not alone I wake; 

Ih ight legions swarm unseen, ami sing, unheard 
By mortal ear, the glorious Architect, 
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[night 


Devotion f daughter of Astronomy / 


In tliis liis universal hung 765 

With lustres, with innimn'rahle lights, 

I'hat silt'd religion on the soul ; at once, 

'{’he lenijtie, and the preaciier! () how loud 
It calls dtivotion ! genuine growth of Night! 

Devotion! thinghter of Astronomy ! 770 

An nndevout astronoiner is mad. 

'rriie ; all things speak a Gon; hot in the s'lnall. 

Men trace out Him ; in great. He seizes Man; 

Si'ize:;, ami eh'vates, and raps, and tills 
AVith new in<]niri<‘s, ’mid asstjeiates new. 775 

'IVII me, ye stars! ye planets! tell me, all 
Ac starr'd, ami planeted. inhahitants ! what is if? 
What are these sons of wonder! Say, proud arch! 
(W iUiin whose azure ])j\laces tlu y dwell) 
llnilt with tlivine ambition! in disdain 700 

Of limit bnill! built in the taste of Ileav’n! 

Vast concave! ample dome! wast thoii design’d 

A meet apartment for the Dei'I’v.^ — 

iNof so; that thought alone thy state impairs, 

'riiy lofty sinks, and shallows tlsy profound, 785 

And straiti'iis thy diH’nsive; dwarfs the whole. 

And makes an universe an orri'ry. 

lint when 1 drop mine «*ye, and look on Man, 

'riiy right regain'd, thy grandeur is restor’d, 

O Naturi'! wide /lie s oil' ih’ expanding round. 790 
As w hen wliole magazines, at onee, are lir’il, 

’I'he smitten air is hollow’d hy tlie Idow; 

'I'lie vast displosion dissipates tlie elomis; 

•Shock’d a ther's billows <lash the distant skies ; 

'I'hu.s (Imt far mon;) th’ expanding round flies of!', 79.* 
y\ml leavt s a mighty void, a spacious womb, 

Aiigbt teem with new creation; re-inflam’d 
'I hy luminaries trimnpii, and assume 
Divinity lluiuselves. JNor was it strange, 

]\!at(er high-wrought to such surprising pomp, 80C 
Such godlike glory, stole the style of god.s, 

J'Vom ages dark, obtuse, ami .steep’d in sense: 

For, sure, to sense, they truly an; ilivme, 

And Iftalf absolv’d idolatry from guilt; 
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ix.J 


Hould we conceive him, (iod he could not he. 


Nay, turn’d it into virtue. Siieli it was 805 

In those, wlio |)iit forth ail they had of Man 
Uulost, to lift their thouj^ht, iior mounted higher;^ 
liut, weak of win"’, on planets pereh’d; aud'thoiij^ht 
What was their highest, must he their ador'd. 

But they how w*;ak, who could no higher mount! 
And are there, Iheii, I..orkn/.o ! those to whom 8!1 
Unseen, and unexisleut, are the .same? 

And if ineoinpreheusihle is join’d, 

Who dare ])ronoun(!e it inaciness to helievo? 

Why I las the mighty Builder thrown aside 815 

All measure in his w'ork? stretch'd out his line 
.So far, and spreail amazement o'er the whole? 

Then (as he took delight in vvi<le extremes) 

Deep in the bosom of his univi'r.se, 

Dro])l down that reas'niug mile, that insect Man, 8*i0 
'Po crawl, ajjd gaze, and wonder at the scene? — 

That Man might ne’er presume to plead amazement 
I’or disbelief of wonders in himself. 

Shall ( lOi) he less miraculous, than what 

llis hand has form’d? Shall mysteries descend 825 

Froju un -mysterious? 'I'hings more elcvah*. 

Be more familiar? Uncrt;aled lit* 

More obvious than created, to tin; grasp 
Of human thought? 'I'he more of woiiderful 
Is heard in Him, (he more we should assent. 830 
Could we conceive him, (Joi> he could not be; 

Or he not (Jon, or w'e c<udd not he men. 

A CloD alone can com|)rehend a (Joo : 

Man’s distance how immense! on such a theme, 

Know' this, LokEi\z(»! (.s(;em it iMMa- so sliangi*,) {’-•’.o 
Nothing can satisfy, hut what confounds ; 

Nothing, hut what astonishes, is true. 

The scene thou seest, atfests the truth 1 sing, 

And every star sheds light upon thy creed. 

These stars, this furniture, this cost of tl< av’a, 840 
^f hut reported, thou hadst ne’er believ’d ; 

But thine eye tells thee, the romanc(! is true. 

I he grand of Nature is tli’ Almighty’s oath. 

In Ueasou’s court, to silence Unbelief. 
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Mankind was sent into the tcorld to see. 


How my mind, opening; at tiiis scene, imbibes 843 
ni’lie moral emanations of ibe skies, 

"While nought, perhaps, la)KENZo less admires ! 

H as the gTcat Sov’reign sent ten thousand worlds 
To tell ns. Me resi<les above them all. 

In glory's nnapproaehable recess? 850 

Ami dare Eartli’s bold inhabitants deny 
The snmpinons, the magnillc embassy, 

A inoimait’s audience? Turn w(‘, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 
For Man’s <nnolument; sole cause that stoops }55.5 
Their grandeur (o Man’s eye? IjOKENZo! roitsc* 

.L(4. thought, awaken’d, take the lightning’s wing, 

And glance from east to west, from pole to pole. 

Who secs, but is confoiKulcfl, or coiiviiic’d? 
Kenounces lleasoii, or a (iod adores? 880 

Mankind ^^as sent into the world to see : 

Sight gives the science needful to their peace ; 

''riiat obvious science asks small learning’s aid. 
Wouldst thou on metaphysic pinions soar? 

Or wound thy patience- amid logic; thorns? 88.5 

Or travel hisPu'v's enormous round? 

JNaturo no such hard tusk enjoins: She gave 
A make to Man directivi; of his thought; 

A make set upright, pointing to the stars, 

As who should say. “ Head thy chief lesson there.” 870 
M’oo late to rea«i this manuscript of ileav’u. 

When like a p:irchinenl-scroll, shrunk up by llames. 
It foid.s JiOKKiNZo’s lesson from his sight. 

Lesson how various! Not the (Jod alone, 
t see his ministers; 1 sec, diffus'd 87-’ 

In radiant onlors, essences sublime, 

Of various ofiices, of various jilunie, 

111 heav’niy liveries distinctly clad, 

Azure, green, jjurple, jiearl, or ilowuy gold, 

Or all counnix’d ; they .stand, with wings outspread, 
List’ning to rrateli the Master’s least comuiatid, 881 
.\iid fly tlirougb nature, ere tlic moment ends ; 
Numbers miiumcrable! — Well conceiv’d 
jBy Pilgau, and by Christian ! O’er each sphere 
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^'hes^^ a ctoiut of untnes^es^ hang o*cr us. 

Presides an an^el, to direct its course, 885 

And feed, or fatt, its tlaines; or to discharge 
Other high trusts unknown. F(tr who ca» see ' 

Such pomp of matter, and imagine mind. 

For which alone inanimate was made. 

More sparingly dispens’d ? That iiol)h'r son, 890 
Far liker the great Sire! — ’I'is thus the skies 
Inform us of superiors numberless. 

As much, ill excellence, above mankind. 

As above earth, in magnitude, the spheres. 

'Chese, as a cloud of witnesses, hang o’er us; 895 
In a throng’d tbi'atre are all our tleeds. 

Perhaps, a thousand demigods descend 
On ev’ry beam we see, to wjjik with men. 

Awful reflection! strong restraint from ill! 

Yet, here, our virtue finds still stronger aid 900 
From those ethereal glories sense surveys. 

Something, like magic, strikes from this blue vault: 
M'itli just attention is it view’d? We feel 
A sudden succour, uiiiinplor'd, unthought; 

Wature herself does half the work of iVfan. 905 

Seas, rivers, mountains, forests, deserts, rocks, 

'riie promontory’s height, the depth profound 
Of subterranean excavated grots, 

Black-brow’<l, ami vanlted high, and yawning wide. 
From Nature’s structure, or the scoop of Time ; ^ 

If ample of dimension, vast of size, ' 9ti 

Ev’ii these an aggrandizing impulse give; 

Of solemn thought enthusiasticr heights 
Ev’n these infuse. — But w'hat of vast in these? 

Nothing ; — or we must own the skies forgot. 915 
Much less in Art.— -Vain Art 1 thou pigmy pow’r! 

How dost thou swell, and strut, with hiiinaii pride. 

To shew thy littleness! What childish toys. 

Thy wat’ry columns squirted to the clouds ! 

Thy bason’d rivers, and miprisoii’d si'as ! ’ 930 

.Thy mountains moulded into foniis of men! 

I’by bundrud'gated capitate! or those 
Where three days travel left ns mnclt to ride; • 

Gazing ou miracles by mortals wrought, 

10. sK 
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good man seeti^ though ailt idy counsel gives. 


Ai’cIm's trill niplial, tlieutres iniinetise, 925 

Or iioddiii}; gardens pendent in mid-air! 

Or temples proud to meet their gods half-way ! 

Yet these affect us in no common kind. 

What then the force of such superior scenes? 

Enter a temple, it will strike an awe: 930 

What awe from this the Deity has built? 

A good man seen, though silent, counsel gives : 

The touch’d spectator wishes to be wise: 

In a bright mirror his own bauds have made, 

Here Ave see something like the face of OoD. 935 
Seems it not then enough, to say, Lorenzo, 

To Man abamlon’d, “ Hast thou seen the skies?’" 

And yet, so thwarted Nature’s kind design 
By daring Alan, he makes her sacred awe 
(That guard from ill) his shelter, his temptation 940 
To more than common guilt, and <piite inverts 
Celestial Art’s intent. The trembling stars 
See crimes gigantic, stalking through the gloom 
With front erect, that hide tlieir head by day. 

And making night still darker by their dceils. 945 
Slumb’ring in covert, till the shades descend, 

Rapine and Alurder, link’d, now prowl for prey. 

The miser earths his treasure,’ and the thief. 
Watching the mole, half-beggars him ere morn. 

Now plots, and foul conspiracies, awake; 950 

» And, midiiing up their horrors from the moon, 
Havock and devastation they prepare. 

And kingdoms tott’ring in the field of blood, 

Now sons of riot in mid-revel rage. 

What shall I do? suppress it? or proclaim?-- 955 
Why sleeps the tluimler? Now, Lorenzo! now. 

His best i’riemrs couch the rank adulterer 
Asccmls secure; and laughs at gods and men. 
Rrepost’rous madmen, void of fear or shame, 
l^ay their .crimes bare to these chaste eyes of heav’n; 
Yet shrink and shudder at a mortal’s sight. 961 

Were moon, and. stars, for villains only made. 

To guide, yet screen them, with tenebrions light? 

No ; they were made to fa.shiou the sublime 
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In Christian hearts^ O for a Pairan zeal! 


Of Imiuau lifarts, and wiser make the wise. - 9(55 

Tliose ends were answer*<i mice; when mortals liv’d 
Of stroiij^er « ing, of mjniline ascent, , 

III theory sublime. O liow unlike 

Those vermin of the night, this moment sung, 

Who crawl mi eartli, and on lier venom feed! 970 
Those ancient sages, hinnan stars! ’I'hey met 
Their brothers of tlie skies, at midnight hour; 

I'lieir connsel ask’d; and, what they ask’d, obey’d. 
Tile Stagirite, ami Fla^to, lie wlio drank 
The jioison’d bowl, and he of Tuscidnm, 975 

With 1 lini of Cordnba, (innnortal 'naim's !) 

Ill ihese mibonnded, and Elysian, walks. 

An aiea fit for gods, and gmdike men. 

They took their nigliily round, tbrongli radiant paths, 
liy seraplis trod ; instriieted, chiefly thus, 980 

To tread in their brigld footsteps liere below; 

To walk ill worth still brighter than the skies. 

’I'hcre, they contiacti'd their coiitenipt of Earth; 

Of hopes eternal kindled, tliere, the tire; 

There, as in near approach, they glow’d, and grew 
(Oreat visitants !) more intimate witli Coo, 986 

More worth to men, more joyous to themselves. 

1 lirongh various virtues, they, with ardour, ran 
The zodiac of their learn'd, illustrious lives. 

In Christian hearts, O for a Pagan zeal I 990 ^ 

A needful, but opprobrious pray’r! As much 
Oiir ardour U ss, as greater is our ligfit. 

How monstrous this in morals! Scarce more strange 
W onid this phcnonieiion in nature strike, 

A sun that froze us, or a star that warm’d. 995 

W liat taught tln-se heroes of the moral world? 

To these (lion giv’st thy praise, give credit loo; 

These doctors ne’er were pension’d to d<!ceive thee; 
And Fagan tutors are thy taste. — They taught, 

That, narrow views betray to misery : ’ lOOO' 

That, wise it is to coinjirehend the whole; 

I'hat, Virtue rose from JN’atnre, ponder’d well, 

Tl le single base of Virtue built to Ileav’n : • 

I'hat, God, and Nature, our attention claim ; 
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Th: 9oul of Mtm wufi imde tt walk the thus* 


That, Nature is the glass reflecting God» 1005 

As by the sea reflected is the sun, 

Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his sphere : 

I hal, mind ininiorlai loves iniinortal aims : 

That, boundless mind afl'ects a boundless space: 

That, vast surveys, and the sublime of things, 1010 
The soul assimilate, and make her great: 

That, therefore, iieav’n her glories, as a fund 
Of inspiration, thus spreads out to Man. 

Such are their <loctrine,s; such the night inspir’d. 

And \\ hat more true? What truth of greatt'r weight? 
The soul of Man was'inade to walk the skies; 1016 
Delightful outlet of her prison here! 

Tiiere, uisincumber’tl froiu her chains, the ties 
Of toys terrestrial, she can rove at large; 

There, freely can respire, dilate, extend, 1020 

In full proportion let loose all her powers, 

And, nndeluded, grasp at something great. 

Nor, as a stranger, does she wander there; 

Blit, nonderfni herself, through wonder strays; 
Con1eiU|)la(ing their grandeur, fluds her own ; 1025 

Di ves deeji in tlieir economy divine, 

Sits high in judgment on their various laws. 

And, like a masler, judges not amiss. 

Hence greatly pleas’d, and justly proud, the soul 
Grows cousc ous of her birth celestial; breathes 1030 
iVlore life, more vigour, in her native air; 

And i'eels herself at home among the stars; 

And, feeling, emulates her coniitiy’s praise. 

WJiat call we, then, ihe firiuaineut, Lorenzo?*— 

As earth the body, .since, the skies sustain 1035 

The soul v\ itii food that gives immortal life, 

Call it, the noble pasture of the iniud; 

Which there expatiates, strengthens, and exults, 

And riots through the luxuries of thought. 

Call it, the' garden of the Deity, 1040 

Blossom’d wilU stars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambrosial ; moral fruit to mau. 

Call it, the breast>plate of the true High-I*riest, 
Anient with gems oracular, that give, 
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O thiU I could hut reach the tree of Hfe! 

In points of highest moment, right response; 1046 
Ami ill neglected, if we prize onr fjeace. 

Thus have we found a true astrology ; , ' 

Thus have we found a new and noble sense. 

In which alone stars govern human fotes. 

0 that ( lie stars (as some have feign’d) let fall 1050 
Bloodsiied, and havock, on embattled realms. 

Ami rescu’il inonarchs from so black a guilt! 

Bourbon! this wish how gen’rous in a foe! 

Wouhisl thou be great, .wouldst thou become a god. 
And stick thy deathless' name among the stars, 1056 
For mighty conquests on a needle's point? 

Insteuii of forging ciiains ibr foreigners, 

Bu'tile thy tutor: Graiiiienr all thy aim? 

As ytit thou knovv'st not what it is : How great, 

How glorious, then, appears the mind of man, 1060 

When in it all tlie stars, and planets, roll ! 

And what it seems, it is : Great objects make 
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge; 

Those still more godlike, as these more divine. 1064 
A d more divine than these thou canst not see. 
Dazzled, o'erpower’il, with the delicious draught 
Of misceUaneous splendours, how 1 reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate, without end I 
An Fden this! a Paradise unlost! 

1 meet the Deity in ev’rv view, 1070 

And tremble at my nakedness before him ! 

O that 1 could but reach the tree of life ! 

For here it grows, unguarded from our taste : 

No darning sword denies our entrance here; 

Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 1076 
Lorenzo! much of moral hast thou seen. 

Of curious arts art thou more fond ? Then mark 
The mathematic glories of the skies. 

In number, weight, and measure, all ordain’d. 
Lorenzo’s boasted builders, Chance and Fate, 1080 
Are left to finish his aerial tow’rs; 

Wisflom and Choice, their well-known characters 
Here deep impress; and claim it for their own. ‘ 
Though splendid all, no splendour void of use; 
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Nfrr think thou setst a wild disorder hire* 

Use rivals Beauty; Art contends with Pow’r ; 10B5 

jS'o wanton waste, ainiil efluse expence; 

.The ;;Teat J^conomist adjusting all 
To prudent pomp, uiiu>uiiicently wise. 

How ri».li tlie pros|iec;t ! itiitl tor eier new ! 

Anil newest to the man (hat views it must; 1090 
For newer stiil in inimite succeeds. 

Then, these aeriai racers, O how swift! 

How the shaft loiters from ihe strongest string! 

Spirit alone can disluni’e the i;a,ret-r. 

Orb aljove orb iiseeiidmg williOut end ! 1095 

Circie in circle, withl'iut i ud, inclos’d! 

M heel within wind; Lz kiel! like to thine! 
liike thine, it .seeiU': a vi.'iion or a dream ; 

7 hough seen, we la! cur to believe it true! 

What involution ! what extent! wliat swarms 1100 
Of worlds, that laugh at Earth! iimnensely great! 

]n inensely distant from each other’s spheres! 

What, then, the woml’rous space thro’ which they roll? 
At once it ipiite ingulphsall human thought; 

’Uis Uoinpreliension's absolute defeat. 1105 

ISor think thou secsl a wild disorder here; 

Through this illustrious chaos to the sight, 
Arrangement neat, and chastest order, reign. 

Till* path prescrib’d, inviolably kept. 

Upbraids the lawless sallies of mankind. 1110 

Whirlds, ever ihvvartmg, never interfere ; 

What knots are t)’<l! how soon are they dissolv’d. 
And set the seeming married planets free! 

’^I'hry rove forever, without error rove; 

Confusion iim onfns’d! Nor less admire 1115 

This tnnnilt untnniidtuous ; ail on wing! 

In motion, ail! yet what profound repose! 

What fervid action, yet no noise ! as aw’d 
To silence, by the presence of their Lord ; 

Ur hush'd, by his couiumud, in love to Man, 1120 
And bid let fall soft beams on human rest. 

Restless themselves. On yon cerulean plain, 

Ju exidtation to their God, and thine, 

'J hey (lance, they sing eternal jubilee, 
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fVhere are the jnltui'S that support the skies 7 


Bteriial celebration of His praise. 1 125 

But, since their song arrives not at our ear, 

Tlieir tiance perplex’d exhibits to tlie sight ^ 

Fair hieroglyphic of His peerless pow’r. 

Mark, how the labyriiithian turns they take. 

The circles intricate, and mystic maze, 1130 

Weave tliC grand cipher of Onmipoleuce ; 

To gods, how great! how legible to Man ! 

Leaves so much wonder greater wonder still.!* 
Where are tlie pillars that supj)ort the skies? 

What more than Atlanteau shoulder props 1135 
Th' incumbent load? What magic, what strange art. 

In tluid air tiiese pond’roiis orbs sustains? 

Who would not tliink them hung in golden chains? — 
And so they are ; in the high will of Heav’n, 

Which fixes all ; makes adamant of air. 

Or air of adamant; makes all of nought, 

Or nought of all ; if such the dread decree. 

Imagine from their detjp foundations torn 
The most gigantic sons of earth, the broad 
And tow’ring Alps, all tost into the sea; 

And, light as down, or volatile as air, 

Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves, 

In time, an<l measure, exquisite; while all 
The winds, in einulatiou of the spheres, 

Tune their sonorous instruments aloft, 

The concert swell, and animate the ball: 

Would this appear amazing? What, then, worlds. 

In a far thinner element sustain’d, 

And acting the same part, with greater skill. 

More rapid movement, and for noblest ends? 1155 

More obvious ends to pass, are not these stars 
The seats majestic, proud imperial thrones. 

On which angelic ilelegates of Heav’n, 

At certain periods, as the Sov’reigu nods. 

Discharge high trusts of vengeance, or of love ; 1160 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand ilVsign, 

And acts most solemn still more solemnize ? 

Ye citizens of air! what ardent thanks, 

What full efifusiuii of the grateful heart. 
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2JM) 


Htre^ Ihemj Lorenzo ! on the^e glm'ies dwelt. 


Is due from Man, indulg'd in such a sight! 1105 
A sight so noble! and a sight so kind ! 

It drops nfew truths at ev’ry new survey! 

Feels not LiOuenzo souietbing stir within. 

That sweeps away all period ? As these splieres 
Measure duration, they no less inspire 1170 

The godlike hope of ages without end. 
n’lie boundless space, through wliieli these rovers take 
Their restless roam, suggests the sister-thought 
Of boundless time. Tims, by kind Nature’s skill. 

To Man unlahour’ci, that important guest, 1175 

JEternity, finds entrance at the sight: 

And an eternity for Man ordain'd. 

Or these his <lestin’d midnight counsellors. 

The stars, had never whisper’d it to Man. 

Nature informs, hut ne'er insults, her sons. 1180 
Could she then kindle the most ardent wish 
To disappoint it? — ^’^I’hat is blasphemy. 

Thus, of thy creed a second article. 

Momentous, as th' existence of a Cod, 

Is found (as 1 conceive) where rarely sought ; 1185 

And thou may’st read thy soul immortal, here. 

Here, then, Lorenzo! on these glories dwell; 

Nor want the gilt illuminated roof. 

That calls the wretched gay to <lark delights. 
Assemblies ? — This is one divinely bright ; 1 190 

Here, nnendanger’d health, w’ealth, or fame. 

Range through the fairest, and the Sultan scorn. 

He, wise as thou, no <'rescent holds so fair. 

As that, which on his turban awes a world; 

And thinks the moon is proud to copy him. 1195 
Look on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 

A mind superior to the charms of pow’r, 

'i'hou mufiled in delusions of this life! 

Can yonder moon turn Ocean in his betl. 

From side to side, in constant ebb and flow, 1200 
And purify ’front stench his watry realms? 

And. fails her moral influence? Wants she pow’r 
To turn Lorenzo's stubborn tide of thought 
From stagnating on Barth’s infected shore. 
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lx.] 

Notv,t>;o^ Amhilion/ htmsl th'f houtidless might* • 

AihI piirgo froin uMis:-iiu;e his corrupter! heart? Ii05 
Fails lier attraction when it (lra%vs to Heav’ii? 

]Nay, and to v hat tlion \aUrst more, Earth’s joy j* 
IVlinds elevate, am! pantintj for unseen, • >• 

And fletecale iVren s; ns<*, alone obtain 

Foil relish of e.\is(o:i(;«? undelloner’d, 1210 

The life of life, the zest of worldly bliss. 

All else on earth ainonnts — to what? ’I'o this: 

“ Bad to be snft'er’d ; blessings to be left:” 

Earth’s richest inventory boasts no more. 

Of higher scones bo, ’then, the call obey’d. 121o 
O h-l nu; gaze! — Of gazing ihere’j^ no einl, 

O let me thiidi! — Thought too is wilder’d here; 

In mid-way flight Imagination tires; 

Yet soon re-pnmcs her wings‘to soar anew, 

Her point unable to forbear, or gain; 1220 

So great the pleasure, so profound the plan! 

A bainpiet (his, wln;r(! men, and angels, rmtet, 

Eat the same manna, mingle earth and heav’u. 
llow' distant some of tlicse nocturnal suns! 

No distant, (says the sage,) ’twert^ not absurd 1225 
To doubt, if beams, set out at Nature’s birth, 

Are yet arriv’d at (his so foreign world ; 

Though nothing half so rapid as their flight. 

An <‘ye of awe and wonder let me roll. 

And roll for ever: Who can satiate sight 1230 

In such a scene? in such an ocean wide 
Of deep astonishment? where depth, height, breadth, 
Are lost in their extremes; and where to count 
The thick-sowai glories in this field of fire, 

Perhaps a seraph’s computation fails. 1235 

Now, go, Ambition! boast thy boundless might 
In coiKpiest, o’er the tenth p o't of ‘a grain. 

And y(!t Lorenzo calls for miracl(‘s, 

I’o give his tott’ring faith a solid base. 

Why call for less ll)au is already thine? 1240 

Thou art no novice in theology ; 

W'hat is a miracle? — 'Tis a reproach, 

Tis an implicit satire, on maiikiud ; 

Ami while it satisfies, it censures too. 

10 . 2L 
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The coarse of Nature is the art of God, 


To common-sense, great Nature’s course proclaims 
A Deity : VVlien luankiufl falls asleep, 1246 

A miracle is sent, as an alarm. 

To \v<ri:e\lie world, and ju'ove Him o’er again, 

By recent argument, hut not juore strong. 

Say, which im]K>rts umrc plenitude of pow’r 1250 
Or Nature’s laws to fix, or to repeal? 

To make a .sun, or stop his mid-career? 

To couuteriuaud his orders, and send back 
The llaiuiug courier to (he frighted East, 

Warm’d and astonish’d, at his*, ev’uiug ray? 1255 
Or bid the moon, as with her journey tir’d, 

Jn Ajalou’s soft How’ry vale repose ? 

Great things are these; still greater, to create. 

From Adam’s boo’r l(«<k douii thro’ the whole train 
Of miracles; — resistless is (heir pow’r: 1260 

They <lo not, cannot, more amaze the mind, 

Thau this, call’d im-miraculous survey. 

If dvdy weigli'd, if rationally seen, 

If seen with luuuun eves. The brute, indeed, 

S(ie.s mmght hut sp.uigh'.s here; tin; fool, no more. 1265 
Say’st thou, “ The i;onr.se ul’ Nature governs all?” 
The course of Nature is tin; art God. 

The mil iu.les thou caU’sl for, this attest; 

For say, could Nature Nature’s cemrse control? 

But, inirach'.s apart, wlio .vees Him not 1270 

Nature’s Coiitrolh r, Author, (jiiii<le, ami End? 

Who tnri'.s iiis eye on Nature’s midnight face, 

But must inquire — “ What hand behind the scene. 
What arm almiglify, put these wheeling globes 
In motion, and wound up the vast machine? 1275 
WIio rounded in his palm these spacious orbs ? 

Who bowl’d tlieni ilaming through the tlark profound, 
Nmu’rons as glitt’ring gems of luoruing dew, 

Or sparks from popedous cities in a blaze. 

And set dm bosom of old Night on lire? 1280 

Peopled her desert, aiul made horror smile?” 

Or, if the military style delights thee, 

(For stars Isave fought their battles, leagu’d with Man,) 
“ Who marshals this bright host? eitrols their names r 
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And one eternal curtain cour all ! 


Appoiiitf? tlieir posts, tljoir niarohos, and roturus, 
Pinictujil, at stated periods? Who disbands 128G 
These vet’ ran troops, their final duty dene, 

Jf e’er disbanded r” — He, whose potent wo/d,>' 

Like the loud trmnpet, levy’d lirst their pow’rs 
In Night’s inglorious empire, wliere they slept 1290 
In betls of darkness ; arm’d tliem with tierce tlanies, 
Arrang’d, and disciplin’d, and eloth’d in gold; 

And call’d them out of Chaos to the field. 

Where now they war M'ith Vice and Unbelief. 

O let ns join lliis army’l Joining these, 1295 

Will give ns hearts intrepid, at that hour, 

When brighter flames shall cut a darker night; 

When these strong demonstrations of a (ion 
Shall liide their In-iids, or tmfible from their spheres, 
And out! eternal curtain coverall! 1300 

Struck at tiiat thoisght, as new-awak’d, i lift 
A more enligliten’d e\e, and read the stars, 

'J’o Man still more propitious: and their aid 
('riiough guiltless of idolatry) implore; 

]Nor longi'r rob them of tiieir noblest name. 1305 
O ye dividers of my tiun;! yc bright 
Accomptants of my days, ami months, and years. 

In your fair kaleiidar distinctly mark’d! 

Since that authentic radiant rt.'gister, 

Tho’ \laii inspects it not, stands gooi! against him ; 1310 
Since you, and years, roll 0 !i, tluiugh Man stands still, 
Teach in<‘ my days to number, and ap]»ly 
My trendding heart to wisdom ; now beyond 
All sliadow of excuse for foolitsg on. 

Age smooths onr path to prmlence; sweeps aside 1315 
The' snares, keen appetite, ami passion, spread 
To eateli stray fools; and woe to that grey head, 
Wliosi! folly would undo wdiat agi* has ilone! 

AitI, then, aid, all ye. stars! — Much vatin r, I’hou, 
Great Artist! I'hon, whose finger set aright 1320 
This exipiisite machim', willi all its wheels, 

Tliough intervolv'd, exact ; ainl pointm’g out 
Life’s rapid and irn>vocal)le flight, 

^Vith such an index fair, as none can miss. 
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^Vimt an astflum ha's the stnti in pran'r ! 

Who lifts an eye, nor sleeps till it is clos’d : 1325 

Open mine eye, divad Dkity ! to read 
Tlie -tacit doctriiK^ of t! y norks ; to see 
Tliinj»;s'r.s Vliey arc, oiinltcr’d lliron.iL;h the glass 
Of worldly M’jshes. Time, L^lernity! 

(’Tis these, iiiis-inenssir'd, rain ail jnanki’id,) 1330 
Set them before nie; let me lay tliem both , 

In efjual scale, and learn tlieir various weight. 

Let Time appear a nioicent, as it is; 

And lot Kternity’s fidl orb, at (ince. 

Turn on my soul, and strike it'iiito heav'u. 1335 

W'lien -sliall I see fan more than channs me now? 

(Jaze on creation’s model in thy bnaist 
IJiuair<l, nor wonder at the Iranseript more? 

W hen, this vile (oreign (Tost, which smothers all 
That travel Eartli's <.le<’p vale, shall I siiakti oil? 1340 
When shall my t^oul In r inrarnaliou tjuit, 

And, re-adopted t(t thy Idixt eiobiace. 

Obtain her apotheosis in Thee! 

Dost think, .Lorlnzo! tins is wrind’riitg wide? 

No, ’tis directly striking at tlx? mark; 1345 

To wake thy d<ad devotion was my point: 

And how 1 bles.s Night's conseerating shades, 

Which to a temple turn an nnivta’se; 

Fill ns with great id< as full of ib'av'n. 

And antidote the ju'stilenlial earth! 1350 

In ev’ry storm, that either frowns, or falls, 

What an asylum lias the soul in prayV! ] 

And what a fane is t.liis, in whieh to jiray! 

And what a God must <l\veli in such a fane ! J 
O what a (ienins must inform the skies! 1355 

And is Lorenzo's salamamler-heart 
Gold, ami nntouch'd amid tlu’se sacred fires? 

O ye nocturnal sparks ! ye glow iiig embers, 

On Ileav’n’s broad hearth! w ho l)nni, or burn no more. 
Who blaze, or die, as great Jehovah’s breatir 1300 
Or blows yon, or foiin.-ai's ; assist my song; 

Pour your wliolo influence; exercise tliis heart, 
ho long possest; and bring him back to Man, 

And is Lorenzo a demurrer still? 
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Take God from NaturCy mtU'mg is left. 


Pride ill thy parts provokes tlieo to contest 1.365 
Truths, which, contested, put thy parts to sliaiue. 

IS or shame they more Lorknzo’s liead tliay liyart; 

A faithless heart, how despicably siu;i}l ! 

Too strait au^ht threat or s^eu’rous to receive! 

Fill’d with ail atom! till’d, and fourd, with self! 1370 
And solf-ipistakeu ! self, that lasts an hour! 

Instincts and passions, of the nobler kind, 

Jjie suffocated there; or they alone, 

Reason apart, would wake high ho|)e; and open. 

To ravish’d thought, thiat intellectual sphere, 1375 
Whore Order, Wisdom, (loodness; Providence, 

Their endless miracles of love display, 

And promise all the trul}’^ greiit desire. 

The miml that would be happy, must be great ; 

Oreat in its wisiies; great in its surveys. 1380 

Extended views a narrow mind extend; 
i’nsh out its corrugate, expansive make, 

Which, ere-long, more than planets shall embrace. 

A man of compass makes a man of worth ; 

Divine contemplate, and become divine. 138.5 

As Mail was made for glory, and for bliss,’"'^ 

All littleness is in approach to woe: 

Open thy bosom, set thy wishes wide. 

And let in manhood; let in hap|)iness; 

Admit tin* bouiulless theatre of tlionght 1390 

Eroni nothing, up to God; which makes a Man. 

Take God from Nature, nothing griait is left; 
iMan's miiul is in a pit, and nothing sees; 

Man’s heart is in a jakes, and loves the mire. 

Emerge from thy profound; erect tliine eye; 1395 
>See thy distress! llow close art thon besieg'tl! 
Besieg'd by Nature, the proud sceptic’s foe ! 
liiclos’tl by these innumerable worlds. 

Sparkling conviction on the«larkest mind. 

As in a golden net of Prov idence, ’ 1400 

How art thon caught, sure captive of belief! 

Eroin this thy blest captivity, what art. 

What blasphemy to reason, sets thee free! 

This scene is Heav’n’s indulgent violence : 
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' Retire ; — tke world shut out ; — thy thoughts call home, 

Canst thou boar up aii^aiiist this tide of glory ? 1405 

M’luit is earth bosom’d in these ambient orbs. 

But faith in Gon impos'd, and press’tl on Man ? 

Dar’st Viion still li(i”ate (hy d<-KpVatti cause. 

Spite of these nmn’rous, awful witnesses. 

And doidit tile depositioai of the skies? 1410 

O how laborious is tliy way to ruin ! 

Liiborioiis? ’I'is impracticable quite ; 

To sink beyond a tloubt, in this debate. 

With all his weight of w isdom, and of will. 

And crime Haiiitious, I defy a /bol. 1415 

Some wish tiiey tii<l<; but, no man disbelieves. 

Cod is a spirit; spirit cannot strike 

’’l.’hese gross material organs : Cod by IMau 

As much is seen, as iMa'n a Cod can sec 

In tliese astunisiiing <’xp!.'>ifs of pow’r. J42G 

What order, beauty, motion, dislan<;e, size! 

Conception of design, iiow cxciuisite! 

Ilow conipru ate, in their divine police! 

Apt means! great ends! consent to gen'ral good ! — 
Kach attribute of these material gods, 1425 

So long (and that w ith specious pleas) ador’d, 

A sep'rale coiupiest gains o’er rebel tlimight; 

And leads in Iriumph tlsc whole mind of Man. 

Lokdnzo! tills may >!'ein harangue to thee; 

Such all is apt lo st em (hat tliwarts our will. 1430 
And dost tlu.u, then, demand a simple proof 
Of (Ills great master- moral of the skies, 

IJnsLili’d, or disinclin'd, to read it there? 

Since’ ’i.is (he basis, and all drojis without it. 

Take it, in one compact, unbroken chain. 1435 

Such jiroof insirts on an attentive ear; 

’Tw ill net make one amid a mob of thoughts. 

And, fo-r tii}" nolii.c, struggle with the world, 
llitirc; — (iio world shutout; — thy thoughts call home; 
Imagination’s airy w'ing repress; — 1440 

j^ock up thy senses; — let iu> passion stir; — 

AVake all to iteason ; let her reign alone ; — 

Then, in thy soid’s <leep silence, and the depth 
Of ISature’s silence, midnight, thus inquire. 
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Vni still quite out at sm ; nor see the shore. * 

As I have done; and shall humiro no more. 1445 
In ]Natnre’s'»;liannel, thus the questions run : 

“ What am 1? and iVom whence? — I nothin,^ fenow, 
But that I am ; and, since I am, conclude 
Soni(!thi)ij*’ eternal: Had tliere e’er been nought, 
JNona'it still had been: Eternal there must be. •— 1450 
But whiU eternal ? — W hy not hnniaii race? 

And Adam’s ancestors willvoiit an end? — 

That’s hard to he ( OnceivM, simrir ('v’rv link 
()t‘ that lonu;* idiain’d succession is so frail; 

Can cvVv part (lepcml/and not the whole? M55 
Yet e:rant il true: new dilUcu!iic>M*isc; 
i’ln still (jnite out at sea; ne.r sei' sliove. 

W lienee (‘artli, and t!n‘se l>riu;*ht orlis? — lilernal too? 
(iranl matter uas (‘t<‘rnal ; stTll tliese oihs 
Would want some eainu* falin r — Alirch (losii:!;n hlGO 
Is seen, in ail tlm‘!s’ m'dauis, all tiicir maizes; 

Desi^vn implies iiiUili-vnce, and art: 

I’hai eaii’t be’ iVnm tla riisehes — crMan; that art 
iMan scarce? eaji coi!u;r. iiend, ('ould Mati bestow? 
yYlld notliiiig grc.il. r, yet nilow'd, than Man. — um 

AVho, liiolion, lbr<divn 0) tlio snaiilest gram, 

^Slmt liirongh viist ijia.^ses ofenoniions wt^ight? 

W ho bed brr,t(‘ ujaiier's ri?stive hnji[) assuiiio 

Such \:jrioiis foruis, aiid ga\e \\ wi'.igs to Hy? 

lias mailer mnal(‘ snolicn? Ti cu lach aloni, 1470 

A.'-serliiig its ijulisjuiiablo right 

To (lance, \\ould lorm an imivorse of dust: 

Has matter ‘ione? 'idnai wlmma*. ihesi? glorious torms, 
And i.Kuindh'ss fSights from simjieiess, and repos'd? 
Has {nailer nnuv I him motion? H:i.> it tlicnght, 1475 
dudgun nl, aiid genius? Is it deeply hnirnM 
In inatheiuatics ? lias it iVasvfd such laws, 

V\ hicii, blit to guess, a ?C'‘wlon made immortal? — 

If so, liow each sago alons laughs at liiC, 

Who Ihink a ciod inft'rior to a mam! • 1480 

It art to foru), and conus L to coiuluct, ^ 

And tliat with greater far than human skill, 

Hesi(h^s not in each block, — a ( Jod head reigns. -r 
Hrant, tlicn, iiirisiblc, ctenia!, Mind; 
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' Andy if a God t/ure that God httw great ! 

Tli'.it granted, all is solv’d. — But, granting that, 
l)i;nv 1 not o’er me a still darker cloud? 1486 

(irawt 1 not that which 1 can ne’er conceive? 

A Bc'iog- without origin, or end! 

liail, liuuian liberty ! There is no God — 

Yet, wliy? On either scheme that knot subsists; 1490 
Subsist it must, in God, or hninau race; 

It' in the last, how many knots beside, 

Indissoluble all? — Why choose it there. 

Where, chosen, still subsist ten thousand more? 
lieject it, where, that chosen, *all the rest 1495 

Dispers'd, leave Reason’s whole liorizou clear? 

This is not Reason’s «lictate: Reason says, 

Close with the side where one grain turns the scale. 
AVhat vast preponderanVe is here! Can Reason 
With louder voice exclaim — Believe a God! 1500 
And Reason heard, is the sole mark of Man. 

W'hat things impossible must Man think true, 

On any other system! and how strange 
To disbelieve, through mere cre«lulity!” 

If in this chain Lokenzo linds no daw, 1505 

Let it for ever bind him to b<!lief. 

And where’s the luik, in which a flaw’ he finds? 

And, if a God there is, that God how great ! 

How great that Pow’r, whose providential care 
7’hrough these bright orbs’ dark centres darts a ray! 
Of ISature universal threads the whole ! loll 

And hangs creation, like a precious gcan, 

Though little, on the footstool of his throne ! ~-~~- 
That little gem, how large ! A w’eight let fall 
From a fixt star, in ages can it reach 15I-> 

This distant earth? Say then, Lorenzo! where, 
Where ends this mighty building? Where begin 
The suburbs of creation? Where the wall 
Whose battlemerits look o’er into the vale 
Of non-existence, JNothing’s strange abode? 1520 
Say, at what point of space JenovAi-i dropp'd 
His slackeii^d line, and laid his balance by ; 

Weigh’d worlds, and measur’d infinite, no more? 
W'here^ rears his terminating pillar high 
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S/ieeiks He the word ? a thousand worlds are born / — # 

Its extra-iiuuulsme lioad? and says to gods, 1525 
In characters illustrious as the siiu, 

“ I stand the plan’s proud period ; I prouoiiiure^ 

The A>ork accomplish’d; the creation clo/d,:' 

Shout, all ye gods! nor shout, ye gods, alone; 

Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life, 1530 

That rests, or rolls, ye heights and depths, resound I 
llesouud 1 resound! ye <lepllis and heights, resound!” 

Hard are those rpiestions? — Answer harder still. 

Is this tin; sole exploit, the single birth, 

The solitary son of Fow’r divine? 1535 

Or has tir Almighty J'ather, wit^ a breath. 
Impregnated the wond> of distant space? 

Has he not hi<l, in various provinces, 

Ihother-er<*ations the dark bowels burst 
Of nigljt prinueval ; barren, now, no moic? 1540 

And Ih; the central siin, transpiercing all 
Those giant geiuTations, which dis[)oit. 

And dance, as mot<!s, in his meridian ray; , 

That ray witlidrawn, benighted, or absorb’d. 

In that abyss of horror, wlience they sprung; 1545 
AVhile Ohaos triumphs, repossest of all 
llival crealio)! ravish’d from his throne? 

Chaos! of iSatnre both the womb and grave! 

Think’st thou my scheme, Lorenzo, spreads too wide? 
Is this extravagant? — No; this is just; 1550 

Just in conjecture, though ’tw'cre false in fact. • 

If ’tis an error, ’tis an error sprung 
From noble, root, high thought of the Most-High. 

But wherefore error? Mho can prove it such? 

He that can set Omnipotence a bound. 1555 

Can Alan conceive beyond what Coo can do?, 

Nothing, but quite impossible, is hard. 

11 e snmmon.s into being, with like ease, 

A \vh(>le creation, and a single grain. 1559 

Speaks lie the word? a thousand worlds aj;c horn! — 
A thousand worlds? There’s space for millions more! 
And in what space can hi.s great fiat fall? 

Condemn mo not, cold critic! but indulge 
The warm imagination: Why condemn? 

10. 3 M 
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' Still seemit wtj ihuu^ht nutrmo>is2 — Think again — 


Why not indulge siicli Uiuiights, ns sued our hearts 
With fuller adiniralioii of that Fow’r, 

Whogivos our hearts with sneh higli tlioiights to swell? 
Why iu>t indulge in his augmented [)raise? 

Darts not his glory a still brighter ray. 

The less is left to Chaos, and the realms * 15^0 
Of hideous Night, where Fancy strays aghast; 

Aiul, though most talkative, makes no report? 

Still seems iiiy thought enormous?- -Thiuk again-— 
Experience’ self shall aid thy lame belief. 

Glasses (that revelation to the •sight!) 1575 

Have they not le«l ua deep in the disclose 
Of fine-spun Nature, exqtiisitoly small, 

And, though demonstrated, still ill-conceiv’d ? 

If then, on the revt'rse, tlie mind would mount 
In magnitude, what tuind can utount too far, 1580 
To keep the balance, and creation poise; 

Defect uidne can err on such a theme; 

What is too great, if we the Cause survey ? 
Stupendous Architect ! Thou, Thou art all ! 

My soul flies up and down in thoughts of Thee, 1585 
And finds herself but at the centre still! 

1 AM, thy name! Existence, all thiiie own! 

Creation’s nothing; flatter’d much, if styl’d 
“ The thin, the fleeting, atmosphere of God.” 

O for the voice — of uhat? of whom? — what voice 
Can an.swer to my wants, in such ascent 
As dares to deem one universe too small? 

Tell me, Lorenzo! (for now fancy glows. 

Fir’d in the vortex of Almighty Pow'r,) 

Is not this home-creation, in the map 1595 

Of universal Nature, as a speck. 

Like fair llritaunia in our little ball,; 

Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its size. 

But, elsewiiere, fiir cutmeasur’d, far butshone? 

In lancy (for the fact beyond us lies) 1600 

Canst thou no,t figurt; it, an isle, almost 
Too small for notice, in the vast of lieing ; 

Sever’d* by mighty seas of unbuilt space, 

Front-i^her realms ; from ample continents 


IX.] 


THE CONSOLATIOlf. 


291 

O what voluminous instruction here! * 

Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell ; 160S 

Less northeVu, less remote from Deity, 

Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme; ^ 
Where souls in excellence make haste, put* f^ tli 
Luxuriant growths ; nor the late autumn wait 
Of human worth, but ripen soon to gods? 1610 

Yet wl/y drown Fancy in such ilepths as these? 
Return, presumptuous rover! and confess 
The bounds of Man ; nor blame them as too small. 
Enjoy we not full scope in what is seen ? 

Full ample the dominions of the sun ! 1615 

Full glorious to behold I How fa.», how wide. 

The matchless monarch, Irom his darning throne. 
Lavish of lustre, throws his beams about him. 

Farther, and faster, than a thought ciln dy. 

And feeds his |)lanets with eternal tires ! 1620 

This Heliopolis, by greater far 

Than the [)rou(l tyrant of the Nile, was built; 

And He alone, who built it, can destroy. 

Beyond this city, why strays human thought? 

One wonderful, enough for Man to know! 1625 

-Gne intinite, euQjugh for Man to range ! 

One firmament, enough for Man to read ! 

O what voluminous instruction here! 

M'hat page of wisdom is tieny’d him ? None; 

If learning his chief lesson makes him W’ise. 10.10 
Nor is instruction, Iiere, our only gain; 

There dwells a noble pathos in the skies, 

AVhich warms our (lassions, proselytes our hearts. 
How eloquently shines llie glowing pole! 

With what authority it gives its charge, 1635 

Remonstrating great truths in style sublime. 

Though silent, loud ; hearil earth around; above 
The planets heard; and not unheard in hell; 

Hell has luT wonder, though too proud to praise. 

Is earth, then, more infernal? Has she Uiose^ 1640 
Who neither praise (Lorenzo !) nor admire? 

Lorenzo’s admiration, pre-engag’d, 

Ne’er ask’d the moon one question ; nevei' held 
Least correspondence with a single staur; 




202 


THE COXSOLATfOiV. 


[XTCIIT 


Dirine Iiislfuclor ! Thy frsl volume thin / 

NoVr rear’d an altar to tlie fjiieen of hcav’u 1045 
Walking' ill brightness; or her train ador’d. 

Theii' f.uhhuiary rivals have long since 
Kngross d his whole devotion; stars malign, 

W hich made the fond astronomer ran mad, 

Darken his intellect, corrn|)t his heart; 1650 

Cause him to sacrifice his fame and peace 
I'o momentary madness, call’d delight. 

Idolater, more gross than ever kiss’d 

'I’he lifted hand to Luna, or pQ.ur’d out 

I’he blood to Jove! — O ThoUj'to whom lielongs 1055 

All sacrifice! O Thou great Jove mifeign'd! 

Jlivine Instructor! Thy lirst volume this. 

For Man’s perusal; all ip capitals! 

In moon and stars (llcav’ifs golden alphabet !) 
Fmblaz'd to seize the sight; who runs, may read; 1660 
Who rcails, can understand. "I'is uncontm’d 
To Christian land, or Jewry; fairly writ, 

In language universal to Mankind: 

A language, lofty to the harn'd ; y< t plain 

To those that feed the iloch, or guide the plough, 1665 

Or, from its husk, strike out the bounding grain. 

A language, worthy the great MiNOjHliat sfieuks! 
Freface and comment to the sacred page! 

Which oft refers its reader to the skies. 

As pre-snp|)osing his lirst lesson lher(‘, 1670 

And scripture ’self a fragment, that nnn'ud. 
Stupemlous book of wistlom, to tin; wise! 

Stnpendons book! suid open’tl, ISiglil! by tliee. 

ily tlice nnieh open’d, 1 confess, O ISiglit! 

Yet more I wish; but bow shall 1 prevail? 1675 

Say, geiith" IS'iglit! wliese piodest maiden beams 
(.live ns a new creation, and present 
'I’lie world’s great jiietme solb-n’il to the sight; 

INay, kinder tar, far more indulgent still, 

Say, thud, whoseiiiihl dominion’s silver koy 16(30 
Unlock* onr hemisphere, and sets to \i('W' 

VVi'rlds bevond number; worhis conceal’d by day 
Behind the proud and envious star of noon ! 

Caust (hou not draw a deeper scene? — and shew 
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The mighty .Potentate, to wliom Ivelong 1685 

These rich regalia, [>omponsly displayM 
To kindle that high hope? Like him of IJzf 
f gaze around ; 1 search on every side — 

O for a glimpse of Him my soul adores! 

As the chas’d hart, amid the desert waste, 1690 

,|*aiits for 'the living stream ; for iliiu who made her. 

So ]>auts the thirsty soul, amid the blank 
Of sublunary joys. Say, godd<‘Ss ! where, 

here blazes his bright.court? where burns his throne? 
'I’liou know'st; for thou*artnear Ijim; by thee, round 
llis grand pavilion, sacrc<l Fame reports 1696 

The sable curtain <lrawu. If not, can none 
Of llty fair da\ight('r-train, aotwift of .wing. 

Who travel far, discover where He dwells? 

A star his <l\veliing’ poinfe<l out below. 1700 

Ve Fleiach's! Ar<'luru.s! Muzaroth ! 

And thou, Orion ! of still keener eye! 

Say ye, who guide the wihler’d in the waves, 

And bring them out of tempest into port! 

On which hand must 1 bend my course to find Him? 
'Tlicse courtiers keep the secret of their King; 1706 
I wake whole nights, in vain, to steal it from them. 

I wak<.'; and, waking, <“limb INight’s radiant scale. 
From s[>her(‘ to sphere; the steps by Nature set 
I’or Man’s ascent; at once to tempt and aid: 1710 

To tempt his eye, and aid his tow'’ring thought; 

Till it arrives at the great goal of all. 

In ardejit (’ontemplaliou’s rapid car, 

From earth, as from my barrier, I set out. 

How swill 1 mount! diminish’vl earth recedes; 1715 
J pass ibe moon ; and, from her farther side, 

Fierc<; Htav’n’s blue curtain; strike into remote; 
^Mu•re, with his lifted tube, the subtle sage 
His arlilicial airy jouruey’^ takes. 

And to celestial lengthens human sight. 1720 

1 j):!nse at ev’ry planet on my road, * 

And ask for Him w'ho gives their orbs to roll, 

I’lu ir Ibrcheads fair to shine. From Saturn’s ring. 

In w Inch, of earths an army might be lost, 
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A thousand systems! as a thousand fprains ! 


With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, 1725 
Amid those sov’reigu glories of the skies, ' 

Of indtyieivlcnt, native lustre, proud; 

The soufs of systems ! and the lords of life. 

Through their wide empires! — What behold I now? 

A wilderness of wondtirs burning round; 1730 

Where larger suns inhabit higher spheres ; , 

Perhajis tlie villas of descending gods ! 

Nor halt I here; my toil is but begun; 

’Tis but (he threshold of the Deity ; 

Or, far beneath it, I am grov’IKig still. 1735 

Nor is it strange; I 'built on a mistake; 

The gramleur of his works, whence folly sought 
For ai<l, to reason sets lys glory higher; 

WJio built thus high for worms, (uufre worms to Him,) 
O where, LoKEiNZo! must the Builder dwell ? 1740 

Pause, then ; and, for a inomcul, here respiri; — 

If human thought can keep its station here. 

Wl’.ere am I? — Where is earth? — Nay, where art thou, 
O Sun? — is the sun turn'd recluse? — and are 
His boasted expeditions short to mine? 1745 

To mine, how short! On Nature’s Alps I stand. 

And see a thousand flrmament.s beneath ! 

A thousand systems! us a thousand grains! 

So much a stranger, and so late arriv’d. 

How can Man’s curious sj)irit not inqinre, 175(t 

What are the natives of this wanid sublime, 

Of this so foreign, un-terrestrial sphere. 

Where mortal, untranslated, never stray’d? 

“ O ye, as distant from my little home, 

As swiftest sun-beams in an age can fly ! 1755 

Far from my native element I roam, 

In quest of new, and wonderlul, to Man. 

What province this, of his immense domain. 

Whom all obey? or mortals here, or gods? 

Ye boril’fers on the coasts of bliss ! what are yon ? 

A colony from Ileav’n? or only rais’d, 17U0 

By fre<|uenl visit from llcav'n’s neighb’ring realms, 

'J’o seciomlury gods, and half-iliviue?— . 

Whiile’er your nature, this is past dispute. 
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fVUh yottf can rage for plunder make a god} 

Far other life you live, far other tongue 1705 

You tnlk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 

Thau Man. How various are tl»e works c«f (Jyuf 
But say. What thought? Is reason here enthron’d, 
And al)solute? or sense in arms against her? 

Have you two lights? or need yon no reveal’d ? 1770 

Enjoy your happy realms their golden age? 

And liad your Eden an abstemious Eve? 

Our Eve’s fair daughti.rs prove their pedigree. 

Ami ask their Adams -V Who wotdd not he wiser’ 

Or, if your motlicr fell, &re you vejleein’d? 1775 

Aiid if redeem’d — is your llodeemer scorn'd? 

Js tliis your final residence? If not, 

Ohange you your .s(;ene, translated? or by death? 

And if l>y death ; what death ? — Know you disease ? 
Or horrid war? — With war, this fatal hour, 5780 
Europa groans (so call we a small field. 

Where kings run mad.) In our world. Death dejmtes 
Intemperance to do the work of Age! 

And, haiiging up the quiver Nature gave hiiii, 

As slow of execution, for di.spatch 1785 

Sends forth imperial butchers; bids them slay’’ 

Their sheep, (the silly sheep they fleec’d before,) 

And loss liini twice ten thousand at a meal. 

Sit all your executioners on thrones? 

With you, can rage for plunder make a god? 1790 
And bloodshed wash out ev’ry other stain? — 

But yon, perhaps, can’t bleed : From matter gross 
Your spirits *deau, are ilelicalely clad 
,In fme-.spun ether, privileg’d to soar, 

Uiiloatled, uninfected : How unlike 1795 

The lot of Man ! How few of bmuau race 
By tiieir own mud umniirder’d ! How we wage 
Self-war eternal! — Is your painful day 
Of hardy conflict o’er? Or, arc you still . 

Haw candidates at school? And have you those 1800 
Who disafiect reversions, as with us? — * 

Blit what are we? Yon never heard of Man, 

Or Earth, the bedlam of the universe! 

Where Reason (Undiseas’d with you) runs mad, 
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And nurses .Folly’s children as her own ; I 30.5 

Fond of the foiilest. In the sacred mount 
Of iK\|ine^s, where Reason is pronounc’d 
Infuliihh', and thunders like a god ; 

Ev’n there, by saints the demons are outdone; 

What these think wrong, our saints refine to right. 
And kindly teaeli dull Hell her own black arts; 1810 
Satan, instrncti d, o’er their morals sniiles.-- 
But this, how strange to you, who know not Man ! 
Has the least ruinour of our race arriv'd ? 

Call’d licre Elijah, in bis /laiuiiig car? 1815 

Past by yon the gotxl EiuaHi, on his road 
To those fair fields, whence Lucifer was iuii l'd ; 

Who brush’d, perhap.s, your sj)here, in his descent, 
Stain’d yot-r |»nr<‘ crystal etlun-. -or h‘t fall 
A short eclipse from his portentous sha<le? 1820 

O! that the fiend had lodg’d on some broad orb 
Athwart hi.s way ; nor reach’d his present home. 

Then blacke n'd Earth with footsteps foul’d in Hell, 
Nor wash’d in ocean, as from Rome he past 
To Britain’s i.^lt; ; too, too, conspicuous there !” 

But ihi.s is all dign'ssion: Where is Hk, ISilC 

That o’er Hcav’n’s battlements the felon hurl’d 
To groans, and chains, and ilarknoss? Where is He, 
Win. sees creation’s summit in a vah'P 
Hk whom, wliih.* Man is Man, he can’t but st'ck; ttkiO 
Ami if he finds, commences more than Man ? 

O for a telcscojie his throne to reach ! 

Tell me, ye leurn’d on I'arth ! or blest above ! 

Ye searching, ye Newtonian angels! tell. 

Where’s vonr great Master’s orb? His planets, where? 
"I'hose conscious satellites, those morning-stars, 183(» 
First-born of I^Ki rv ! from central love. 

By veneration most profound, thrown ofl’- 
By sweet attraction, no less strongly drawn ; 

Aw’d, and yet raptur’d ; rajitur’d, van serene ; 1810 

Past thought illustrious, but with borrow’d beams; 

In still approaching circles, still r('mote, 

Revolving round the sun’s eternal Sire? 

Or scut, in Hues direct, on embassies 
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Koch of these stars is a retifrious house, * 

To nations — in what latitude? — I’eyond 1B45 

Terrestrial thought’s horizon! — Anil on what 
High errands sent? — Here human effort eiuls, 

And leaves me still a stranger to his throne? 

Full well it might! 1 quite mistook my road. 

Born in an age more curious than devout; 1850 

More fond to fix the place of heav’ii, or hell. 

Than slmfious this to shun, or that secure. 

’'ris not the curious, but the pious path. 

That h'ads me to my point; Lorkjszo! know, 

AVithout or star, or angt*^, for their guide, 1855 

AVho worship C»on, shall find hiiu.» Humble Love, 
And not proud Ileason, keeps the door of IJeav’ii; 
Love finds adniissiuu, where ])roud Science fails. 
Man’s science is the culture of his heart; 

And not to lose his plummet in the depths 
Of Aatiire, or the more profound of God. 

Lither to know, is an attempt that sets 
’I'lie wis(‘st on a level with the fool. 

'I'o fathom >iature (ill-attempted here!) 

Past doubt, is deep |)hilosophy above ; 

. ILglier degrt'es in bliss archangels take. 

As dee])er learu’d ; the <leepest, learning still. 

For, what a thunder of Omnipotence 
(So might 1 dare to speak!) is seen in all! 
ill Man! in earth! iii more amazing skies! 
reaching this lessoti, Pride is loth to learn — 

“ \ot deeply to discern, not much to know; 

M ankind was born to w'onder, and adore.” 

And is there cause for higher wonder still, . 

Than that which struck us from our past surveys? 1875 
Yes; and for deeper ailoration too. 

From my late airy travel uimonfiu’d, 

Havel learu’d nothing? — Yes, Lorf.nzo! this; 

Lach of these stars is a religious house; 

1 saw their ’altars smoke, their incense rise, • 1080 

And heard Hosannas ring through ev’ry sphere, 

A seminary fraught with future gods, 

Alatiire alt o’er is consecrated ground, 

I'eeniing with growths iininortal, and divine, 
m. ' N 
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But fchere/ore more of plnneiSf or qf stars? 

'riie great Proprietor’s all-bounteous hand 1085 

Leaves nothing waste; but sows these fiery fields 
With^soeds of reason, wdiich to virtues rise 
Beneath, his genial ray ; and, if escap’d 
’’riie pestilential blasts of stubborn will. 

When grown mature, are gather’d for the skies. 1890 
And is devotion thought too much on earth. 

When beings, so superior, homage boast. 

And triumph in prostrations to the throne? 

But wherefore more of planets, or of stars? 

Ethereal journies, and, discover’d there, 1895 

Ten tbonsaiul worlds, ten thousand ways devout, 

All Katiire sending incense to the throne, 

Except the bold Lorenzos of our sphere? 

Op’ning tile solemn sources of my soul. 

Since 1 have pour’d, like feign’d Eridanus, 1900 
My flowing numbers o’er the flaming skies, 

IS’or see, of fancy, or of fact, what more 
Invites the muse — Here turn we, and review 
Our past nocturnal landscape wide : — Then say. 

Say, then, Lorenzo! with what burst of heart, 1905 
Tlie w liole, at once, revolving in his thought, 

Must. Man exclaim, adoring, and aghast? 

“ O what a root! O what a branch, is here! 

O what a father! what a family ! 

Worlds! systems! and creations ! — And creations. 

In one agglomerated cluster, hung, 1911 

(jJreat Vine, on Thee, on Thee the cluster hangs; 

The filial cluster! infinitely spread 
In globing globes, with various being fraught; 

And ilrinks (nectareous draught!) immortal life. 

Or, shall 1 say (for who ean say enough?) 1916 

A constellation of ten thousand gems, 

(And, O ! of what dimension ! of what weight !) 

Set in one signet, flames on the right-hand 
Of Majesty l)ivine 1 The blazing seal, 1920 

’I’liat deeply .stamps, on all created mind, 

Indelible, his .sov’reign attributes, 

Omnijiotenct^ and Love ! That, passing bound ; 

And this, surpassing that. Nor stop we here, 
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How low mmst Man (descend ^ when Gods adore t 


For want of pow’r in God, but thought in Man. 
jiv’u this acknowledg’d, leaves us still in debt ; 1925 

If greater aught, that greater all is thine, 

D>Wd Sire! — Accept this niiniature of Thee,; 

And pardon an attempt from mortal thought,* 

In which archangels might have fail’d, unblam’d.” 

Uow such ideas of th' Almighty’s pow’r, 1930 
.4nd such Ideas of th’ Almighty’s plan, 

(Ideas not absurd) distend the thought 
Of feeble mortals! Nor of them alone! 

The fulness of the Deitv breaks forth 
In inconceivabhis to men, and godij. 1935 

Think, then, O think; nor ever drop the thought; 
JIow low must- Man descend, when Gods adore! 
Have I not, then, accomplish’d my proud boast? 

Did I not toll thee, “ We would mount, Lorenzo! 
And kimlle our devotion at the stars?” 1940 

And have I fail’d? And did I flatter thee? 

And art all adamant? And dost confute 
All urg’d, with one irrefragable smile? 

Lorenzo! mirth how miserable here! 

S\j;ear by the stars, by llirii who made them, swear, 
’I’liy heart, henceforth, shall be as pure as they: 194G 
Then thou, like them, shalt shine; like them, shalt rise 
From low to lofty; from obscure to bright; 

By due gradation. Nature’s sacred law. 

I'lie stars, from whence ? — Ask Chaos — he can tell. 
I’hese bright temptations to itlolatry, 1951 

Fr<»in darkness, and confusion, took their birth; 

Sons of Deformity! From fluid dregs 
I’artarean, first they rose to masses rude; 

And then, to spheres opaque; then dimly shone; 1955 
'I'hen brighten’d ; then blaz’d out in perfect day. 
Nature delights in progress; in advance 
From worse to better: But, when minds ascend, 
Progress, in part, depends upon themselves. . 

Heav’n aids exertion ; greater makes llie great ; 1960 
The voluntary little lessens more. 

O be a man ! and thou shalt be a god ! 

And half self-made! — Ambition how divine ! 
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O thon, ambitions of disgrace alone! 

Still iindevoiit? unkindled? — ^^I'lio’ liigh-taught, 1965 
SolioolM by the skies, and puj)il of the stars, 

Itauli. co\vard to the fashionable world ! 

Art thoh ashain’d to bemi thy knee to hcav’n?/ 

Curst fume of pride, exhalVI from deepest hell ! 

Pride in religion is Man’s highest praise. 1970 

Bent on destruction! and in love with death! 

Not all these luminaries, quench’d at once, 

Were half so sad as one benighted mind, 

Which gropes for happiness, ^nd meets despair. 

How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 1975 
Amid her gliinni’ring tapers, silent sits ! 

How sorrowful, how desolate, she w’eeps 
Perpetual dews, and satldens Nature’s scene ! _ 

A scene more sad sin makes the darken’d soul, 

All comfort kills, nor leaves one spark alive. .^lOSO 
Though blind of heart, still open is thine eye: 

Why such magniticence in all thou seest? 

Of matter’s grandeur, know', one end is this. 

To tell the rational, who gajses on it — 

“ Though that immensely great, still greater he, 1985 
Whose breast, capacious, can embrace, aud lodge, 
Unburden’d, Nature’s universal scheme; 

Can grasp creation with a single thought; 

Creation grasp; and not exclude its Sire.”— 

To tell him farther — “ It behoves him mucji'f 1900 
To guard th’ important, yet depending, fatcy-^ 

Of being, brighter than a thousand suns: / 

One single ray of thought outshines them all.” — 

And if Man hears obedient, soon he’ll soar 
Superior Insights, and on his purple wing, 1995 

His purple w’ing bedropp’d with eyes of gold, 
itisiiig, where thought is now deny’d to rise, 

1/ook down triumphant on these dazzling spheres. 

Why then persist? — No mortal ever liv’d 
But, dyifig, he pronounc’d (when words are true!) 
’Ihe whole that charms thee, absolutely vain; 2001 
V'^ain, and far worse! — Think thou, with dying men; 
O comlesccud to think as angels think ! 




IX.J 


THE CONSOLATION. 


301 


3Ian, turning^ /rgm hia Gody brings endhss night. # 

() loU.'rate a chance for happiness! 

Our nature such, ill choice ensures ill fate ; 2005 

Ami hell had been, though there had been no 
Dost thou not know, my new astronomer!* . 

Karth, turuiug from the sun, brings night to Man? 
Mail, turning from his Goo, brings endless night; _ 
Where thou canst read no morals, find no friend, 2010 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 

How deep the darkness! and the groan, how loiull 
And far, how far, from lambent are the llanies! 

Snell is Lorknzo’s piirtjhase! sucli his praise! 

The proud, the politic, Loren/o’s praise! 2015 
'I'hoiigli in his ear, and levell’d at his heart, 

I'le half read o’er the volume of tlie skies. 

For think not thou hast heaVd all tliis iVfim me; 

My song Imt eclioes what great Nature speaks. 

What has she spoken? — Tims the goddess s|)oke, 2020 
'j’lms spiniks for ever — “ Place, at Nature's head, 

A sov'reigu, which o'er all things rolls his eye, 

Extemls his wings, promulgates his coiumamls. 

But, above all, difi'uses endless good; 2024 

T/a whom, for sure redress, the wrong'd may fly ; 

The vile, for mercy ; and the pain'd, for peace : 

By whom the various tenants of these spheres, 
Diversify’d in fortunes, place, ami \u>w'rs, 
liais'd in enjoyment, us in worth they rise. 

Arrive at length (if worthy such aiiproach) 2030 

At that blest Fountain-heail, from which they stream; 
Where conflict past redoubles present joy; 

And [)r<!sent joy looks forward on increase ; 

And that, on more! no period! ev'ry step 
A double boon ! a promise, uml a bliss.” 2035 

How easy sits this scheme on human hearts ! 

It suits their make; it sooths their vast desires; 
Passion is pleas’d, and Reason asks no nu)i\; ; 

Tis rational, 'tis great! — But what is thine? 

It darkens! shocks ! excruciates! and <‘onfound.s! 2040 
Leaves us quite nuked, both of help and hope, 
i>iuking from bad to worse; few years, the sport* 

Of fortune ; then the morsel of despair. 
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Js it my fault, if these truths coil thee fool? 

Say, then, Lorenzo! (for thou knows’t it well) 
What’s Vice? — Mere want of compass in our thought. 
Religion, what? — The proof of common sense. 2046 
How arttliou hooted where the lea.st prevails! 

Is it my fault, if these truths call thee fool? 

And thou shalt never be miscall’d by me. 

Can neither shame nor terror stand thy friend ? 2050 

And art thou still an insect in the mire? 

How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown ; 

Snatch’d thee from earth ; escorted tliee through all 
Th’ ethereal armies; walk’d tj,lee, like a God, 

Through splendours of first magnitude, arrang’d 2055 
On either hand; clouds thrown beneath thy feet; 
Close-cruis’d on the bright paradise of Goo ; 

And almost introduc’d fiice to the Throne! 

And art thou still carousing, for <lelight. 

Rank poisoti ? first, fermenting to mere froth, 2060 
And then subsiding into final gall? 

To beings of sublime, immortal make, 

How shocking is all joy, whose end is sure! 

Such joy mor<.‘ shocking still, the more it charms ! 
And «lost thou choose what ends ere w'ell begun, 20fi 5r 
And infamous, as short? And dost thou choose 
(Thou, to whose palate glory is so sw'cot,) 

To wade into perdition, through contempt. 

Not of poor bigots only, but tliy own? 

For I have peep’d into thy cover’d In art, 2070 

And seen it blush beneath a boastful brow; 

For, by strojig guilt’s most violent assault, 

Conscience is but <lisubled, not destrrn’d. ^ 

O thou most awful being, and most vain ! 

Thy will, how frail! how glorious is thy pow’r! 2075 
Though dread Eternity has sown her seeds 
Of bliss, and woe, in thy despotic breast; 

Though Ileav’n, and Hell, depend upon thy choice! 

A butterfly comes cro.ss, and both are fled. 

Is this the picture of a rational? 2080 

This horricl nnage, shall it be most just? 

Lorenzo! No: It cannot, — shall not, be, 

If there is force in reason ; or, in sounds, 
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Hear, and I'll ivite Ihy spii il frnm the dust. 


Clmnted beneatli the glimpses of the n)oon, 

A magic, at’ this planetary hour, 2085 

AVhen shnnber locks the geu’ral lip, and di-^ams* 
Tlirongh senseless mazes hunt souls miinspii*'d. 
Attend — 'J'he sacreil nivsteries begin — 

My solemn night-born adjuration hear: 

Hear, and^ I’ll raise thy spirit from the dust; 2090 
While the stars gaze on this enchantment new; 
llnchaulment, not infernal, but divine! 

“ Bv Silence, Death's peculiar attribute ; 

By D: irkness. Guilt’s inV#vitable doom; 

By Darkness, and by Sihnice, sistbrs dread ! 2095 

’riiat draw the curtain round Night’s ebon throne, 

And raise ideas, soleimi as the scene! 

By Night, and all of awful Night presents 
To thought, or sense; (of avvfid much, to both, 

'riie gofhless brings!) By these her trembling tires, 
liikc Vesta’s, ever burning; and, like iier’s, 2101 
Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure! 

By these bright orators, that prove, and praise, 

/Vnd press thee to revere the Deity ; 

tVjaiiaps, too, aid thee, w'hen rever’d awhile, 2105 

To reach his throne ; as stages of the soul, 

'I’hrough which, at difTreut periods, she sliall jiass, 
Hetining gradual, for her final height. 

And purging oil’ some dross at ev’ry sphere ! 

By this dark pall thrown o’er the silent world! 2110 
By the world’s kings, and kingdoms, most renown’d, 
b’rom short ambition’s zenith set for ever, 

^ad presage to vain boasters, now in bloom ! 

By the long list of swift mortality, 

I’lom Adam downwartl to this ev’niug knell, 2115 
Which midnight waves in Fancy’s startled eye; 

•And shocks her with an hundred centuries, 

BoumI Death’s black banner throng’d, in himiaii 
thought! 

By thousands, now, resigning their last bseath. 

And calling thee^ — wert thou so wdse to hear ! 

By tombs o'er tombs arising! human earth 6121 
Ejected, to make room for — human earth ; 
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Is this the blessing of so fond a fat ha' 7 

The monarch’s terror ! and the sexton’s trade ! 

3{y pompons obsequies, that shun the day, 

’I’iie torclqfnnereal, and tlie iioddin!>^ plume, 2125 
Which makes poor man’s humiliation proud ; 

Boast of our ruin ! triumph of our iliist! 

By the damp vault tliat weeps o’er royal bones; 

And the pale lamp that shews the «hastly dead. 

More ghastly through the thick incumbent gloom ! 

By visits (if there are) from darker scenes, 2131 

I'he gliding spectre! and the groaning grave! 

By groans, and graves, and ntiseries tliat groan 
Bor the grave’s shelter! By desponding men, 
.Senseless to pains of death, from pangs of guilt! 

By guilt’s last aiulit ! By yon moon in blood, 213(j 
Tin; rocking liriuament,' the falling stars, 

And thunder's last flischarge, great JN'atnre’s knell! 

By secoinl Chaos; and eternal Night.” — 

Be wise — Nor let Philandek blame my charm; 2140 
But own not ill-discharg'd my double (U4)t, 

Love to the living, duty to the dinid. 

Bor know, I’m but e.xecutor; he left 
This moral legacy ! 1 make it o’er 
By his comniaud ; Philander hear in me; 2145 
And heav’n in both. — If deaf to these, Oli ! hear 
1 'lokrllo’s tender voice; his weal depends 
On thy resolve; it trembles at thy choice: 

Bor his sake — love thyself: Bxample strikes 

All huniaii hearts; a bad example more; 21.'j0 

More still a father’s ; that ensures his ruin. 

As parent of his being, wouldst thou prove 
Th’ unnatural [larent of his miseries, 

And make him curse the being which thou gav’st? 

Is this the blessing of so fond a father ? 2155 

If careless of Loren eo, spare, Oh ! spare, 
Blorello’s father, and Philander’s friend! 
BloreLlo’.s father ruin’d, ruins him; 

And from P.hilaxder’s friend the world expects 
A conduct, no dishonour to the dead. 21<i0 

Let passion do, what nobler motive .sliould ; 

Let love, ami emulation, rise in aid 
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To reason ; and persuade tliee to be — blest. 

This seenfis not a request to be deiiy’d ; 

Yet (such th’ intatnatioii of mankind !) - 2165 

’Tis the most hopeless Man can inak*; to ilftan. 

Shall 1, then, rise in ar^iiinent, and warmth ; 

And urge Pailandkr’s posthumous advice, 

From topjcs yet unbroach’d ? — 

But Oh ! I faint ! My spirits lail ! — Nor strange! 2170 
So long on wing, and in no middle clime; 

To which my great Creator’s glory call’d ; 

And calls — but, now, iit vain. Sleep’s dewy wand 
Has strok'd my drooping lids, and ])roniises 
My long arrear of rest: the <lowny god 2175 

(W'ont to return with our retiu’iiing peace) 

Will pay, ere long, and bless me with ‘repose. 

Haste, haste, sweet strmiger! from the peasant’s cot. 
The ship-boy’s hammock, or the soldier’s straw, 
Wlnnice sorrow never chas’d thee ; with thee bring. 
Not hideous visions, as of lute; but draughts 2181 
Delicious of well-tasted cordial rest ; 

Man’s rich restorative ; his balmy bath, 

Tllat supples, lubricates, and keeps in play. 

The various movements of this nice machine, 2185 
Which asks such frequent periods of repair. 

When tir’d with vain rotations of the day, 

Sleep winds us up for the succeeding dawn ; , 

Fresh we spin on, till sickness clogs our wheels, . ; \ 
Or death quite breaks the spring, and uiotioii ends". ^ 
When will it end with me? / 

“ THOU only know’st! 2191 

• 

Thou 1 whose broad eye, the future and the past. 

Joins to the present ! making one of three 
To moral thought! Thou know’st, and Thou alone. 
All-knowing! — all unknown ! — and yet well Icnown! 
Near, though remote ! and, though unfathom’d, felt ! 
And, though invisible, for ever seen ! 

And seen in all! the great, and the minute; * 2198 
Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 

11. a O 
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IJim I /tee burning in these countless suns. 

Each flower, each leaf, with its small people swarm’d, 
(I’hoso puny vouchers of Omnipotence !) 

To the first^hotifjhl, that asks, ‘ From whence?’ declare 
Their coifnnon Source. Thou Fountain, running o’er 
In rivers of comnuinicated joy! 

Who gav’st us speech for far, far humbler themes ! 

Say, by m hat name shall I presume to call 2206 

Him 1 see hurtling in these countless suns, 

As iVI uses in t!ie bush? Illustrious Mind! 

The whole cn ation less, far less, to Thee, 

Than that to the creation’s ample round. 2210 

How shall I name Thee? — How my labouring soul 
Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth! 

“ Clreat S_\stem of pei;fections ! Mighty Cause 
Of causes mighty! Cause uncaus’d ! sole Root 
Of Nature, that luxuriant growth of God! 2215 

First Father of effects ! that progeny 
Of endless series ; where the golden chain’s 
Last link admits a period, who can tell? 

Father of all that is or heard or hears ! 

Father of all that is or seen or sees ! 2220 

Father of all that is, or shall arise ! 

Father of this immeasurable mass 
Of matter multiform; or dense, or rare ; 

Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at rest ; 

Minute, or passing bound! In each extreme 2225 
Of like amaze, and mystery, to Man. 

Father of these bright millions of the night ! 

Of which the least fidl godhead had proclaim’d. 

And thrown the gazer on his knee — Or, say, 

Js appellation higher still thy choice? 2230 

Father of matter’s temporary lords ! 

Father of spirits ! nobler offspring ! sparks 
Of high paternal glory ; rich-endow’d 
With various measures, and with various modes 
Of instinct, rea.son, intuition ; beams 2235 

More pale, oi’ bright from day divine, to break 
The dark of matter organiz’d (the ware 
Of all created spirit ;) beams, that rise 
Each over other in superior light, 
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Father (if i;mmortalUy to Man! 

Till tlie last ripens into lustre stroii**-, 2240 

Of next approach to Gotihead. Father foiul 
(Far fonder than t^’tir l)ore that name on earth) , 

Of intellectual beings ! beings blest * . 

With pow’rs to please 'I'hee ; not of passive ply 
To laws they know not; beings lodg'd in seals 2245 
Of \vell-adapt»;tl joys, in difl ’rent dcjiues 
Of this imperial palace for thy sons ; 

Of this |»roud, popnions, well-policry’tl, 

Though boundless habitation, planu’d by Thee; 
Whose several clans tl/yir se\eral climates suit ; 2260 
And transposition, <loubtiess, would destroy. 

Or, Oil ! indulge, inuuorlal King! indulge 
A title, less august indeed, but more 
Endearing; al; 1 how sweet In human ears! 

Swfect ill our ears, and triumph iu our .hearts ! 226*3 

Father of inunortality to Man ! '--"i 

A theme that lately set my soul on fire. — 

And Thou the next ! yet equal ! Thou, by whom 
That blessing was conveyM; far more, was bought;,. 
Ineffable the priqe ! by nhom all worlds 2260 

•Were made ; and one, redeem’d ! Illustrious Light 
From light illustrious ! Thou, whose regal power. 
Finite in time, but infuiite in space, 

On more than adamantine basis fix’d, 

O'er more, far more, than diadems, and thrones. 
Inviolably reigns ; the dread of gods ! 2266* 

And Oh ! the Frieiul of Man ! beneath whose foot, 
And by the mandate of whose awful nod. 

All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 

Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 2270 

Through the short channels of expiring time, 

Or shoreless ocean of eternity'. 

Calm, or tempestuous, (as Thy Spirit breathes,) 

In absolute subjection ! — And, O Thou! 

The glorious Third ! distinct, not separate !• 2275 

Beaming from botii ! with both incorporate ! 

And (strange to tell!) incorporate with dust! 

By condescension, as thy glory great, 
enshrin’d in Man ! of human hearts, if pure. 
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Su?i of the ooulf her never-settin^ sun! 

Divine iuhahitant! the tie divine 2280 

Of heav’n with distant earth ! by whom, t trust, 

(If not inspir’d) unoensur’d this adrlress 
To Thee,'- to them — To whom? Mysterious Power! 
Reveal’d — yet unreveal’d ! Darkness in light ! 
Number in unity ! Our joy! Our dread ! 2285 

The triple bolt that lays all wrong in suin ! . 

That aniiuales all right, the triple sun ! 

Sun of the soul! her never-setting run! 

Triune, unutterable, nnconeeiy’d. 

Absconding, vet demonstrable, (b-eat God ! 2290 

Greater than greatest! better than the best! 

Kinder than kindest! with soft Pity's eye. 

Or (stronger still to spejik it) with thine own. 

Prom thy bright home, from that high firmament. 
Where Thou, from all eternity, hast jlwelt; 2295 
Beyond archangels’ unassisted ken ; 

Prom far above what mortals highest call ; 

Prom elevation’s pinnacle ; look down 
Through — What? Confounding interval! Through all. 
And more than lab’ring Fancy can conceive; 2300 
Through radiant ranks of essences unknown ; 
Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach’d 
Round various banners of Omnipotence, 

With endless change of rapt’rons duties fir’d; 

Through wondrous beings’ interposing swarms, 230f5 
All clust’ring at the call, to dwell in Thee; 

Through this w'ide waste of worlds ! this vista vast. 
All sanded o'er with suns; suns turn’d to night 
Before thy feeblest beam — Look down — down — down, 
On a poor breathing particle in dust, 2310 

Or, lower, — an iimuortal in his crimes. 

His crimes forgive! forgive his virtues, too! 

Those smaller faults, half-converts to the right. 

Nor let me close these eyes, which never more 
May see the sun (though Night’s descending scale 
Now weighs*up Morn,) unpity’d, and uiiblest! 2316 
In thy displeasure dwells eternal pain: 

Pain; our aversion ; pain, which strikes me mow ; 
And. since all naiii is terrible to Man. 
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Exult y Crealwn! ijwe Almighty reigns I 

Though transient, terrible; at thy good hour, 2320 
Gently, ah, ‘gently, lay n»e in my bed. 

My clay-cold bed ! by nature, now, so nea^ ; 

JBy nature, near; still nearer, by disease! * 

Till then, be this, an eniblein of niy grave : 

Let it out-preach the preacher ; ev’ry night 2325 
Let it out-cry the boy at Philip’s ear; 

That tongue of death ! tl»at heraht of the tomb ! 

And wlien (the shelter of thy wing implor’d) 

My senses, sooth’d, shall sink in st>ft re|)ose, 

O sink this truth still deeper in my soul, 2330 

Suggested by my pillow, sign’d by Pate, 

First, in Fate’s volnine, at the page of Man — 

‘ Man’s sickly soul, though tnrn’<l and toss’d for ever, 

‘ From side to side, can rest on noiiglit but Thek ; 

‘ Here, in full trust; hereafter, in full joy;’ ... 2335; 

On Thee, the promis’d, sure, eternal down 
Of spirits, toil’d in travel llirough this vale. 

Nor of that (tillow shall my soul despond ; 

For — Love Almighty ! Love Ahnighty ! (sing. 

Exult, Creation!) Love Almighty, reigns! 2340 

That death of death ! that cordial of <lospair ! 

And loud Eternity’s triumphaiit song 1 

“ Of whom no more; — For, O Thou Patron-God! 
Thou Goi> and Mortal ! thence more Goi> to Man ! 
Man’s theme eternal ! Man's eternal theme ! 2345 

riion can’st not ’scape uninjur'd from our praise, 
liniujur’d from our praise can lie escape, 

VVho, disembosom’d from the Father, bows 
I’he heaven of heav’ns, to kiss the ilistant earth! 
llreathes out in agonies a sinless soul! 2350 

Against the cross, Deatli's jron sceptre breaks ! 

From famish’d Ruin plucks her human prey! 

Throws wule the gates celestial to his foes ! 

I heir gratitude, for such a boundless debt, 

Deputes their sufl’’ring brothers to receive! 2355 
And, if deep human guilt in payment fails. 

As deeper guilt prohibits our despair! 

Enjoins it, as our duty, to rejoice ! 

And (to close all) omnipotently kind, 
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* Than faretveU N^fU ! Of darkness, now, no, more, 

Tak<‘'< dclij'ht iiinong' the sons of men?” 23Q0 
Whai words are these! — And did they come from 
iieav’n ? 

And wen 'they spoke to Man? to guilty Man? 

What are all niysU.’ries to love like this ! 

The song of aug\;l'^ all the melodies 

Of choral gods, are wafted in the sound; 236.5 

Heal and exhilarate the broken heai t, 

Thoiigli plung'd, belure, in horrors dark as night: 
Rich prelibalion of eonsuunnate joy ! 

Kor wait we dissolution to be blest. 

This fimd efibri «f the moral muse, 2370 

How justly titled! Not for me alone ; 

For .all tliat read. Wdiat spirit of support, 

Mduit heights of Conso'oatiox, crown my song! 

Then farewell N'igut! Of darkness, iioav, no more: 
Joy breaks ; shines; triumphs; ’lis eternal <lay. 2375 
Shall that which rises out of nought complain 
Of a few evils, pai<l with endless joys? 

My .soul ! henceforth, In sweeU;sl union join 
The two supports of human happiiu'.ss, 

Which some, erroneous, think can ucvtrr meet; 2.280, 
True taste of life, and con.staiit lliought of death; 

The thought of death, sole victor of its dread ! 

H«)pe be thy joy ; and probity thy skill; 

Thy patron He, whose diadem has dropp’d 

Yon gems of heaven; Eternity, thy prize: 2385 

And leave the racers of the world tlu;ir own. 

Their feather, and th<;ir froth, for endles.s toil.s : 

They part with all for that which is not bread; 

They mortify, they starve, on wealth, fame, power, 
And laugh to scorn the fools that aim at more. 2390 
How must a spirit, late c^scap’d from earth. 

Suppose Philander’s, Lucia’s, or NARri.ssA’s, 

The truth of things new blazing in its eye. 

Look liack, astonish’d, on the ways of men, 
liVhose lives’ whole drift is to forget tlieir graves! 

And when our present privilege is past, 2396 

To i^courge us with due sense of its abuse. 

The same astonishment will seize ns all. 
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ix^] 

lAtrmzo ! tiaty at thi^ auspicious hour. 


What then must pain ns, would preserve us now. 
Lorenzo! ’tis not yet too late; Lorenzo! 2400 
Seize Wisdom, ere ’tis torment to be wise ; 

That is, seize Wisdom, ere she seizes thee. 

For what, my smalt philosopher! is hell? 

’Tis nothing, but lull knowledge of the truth. 

When Trujth, resisted long, is sworn our foe ; 2405 

And calls Eternity to do her right. 

I’hns, darkness aiding intellectual light. 

And sacred silence whisp’ring truths divine, 

An<l truths divine converting pain to peace. 

My song the midnight raven has o’utwing’d, 2410 
And shot, ambitious of unbounded scenes, 

Ileyond the flaming limits of tj»e world. 

Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 
Of fancy, when our hearts remain below? 

Virtue abouiuis in flatterers, ami foes; 2415 

Tis ]»ride, to praise her; penance, to perform. 

To more than w ords, to more than worth of tongue, 
Lorenzo! rise, at (his auspicious hour; 

An hour, when Heav’n's most intimate with Man; 
When, like a falling star, the ray divine 2420 

Glides swift into the bosom of the just; 

And just are all, determin’d to reclaim; 

Which sets that title high, within thy reach. 

Awake then, thy Philander calls: Awake! 

Thou, who shalt wake when the creation sleeps; 2425 
When, like a taper, all these suns expire ; ' 

When Time, like him of Gaza in his w rath, 

Plucking the pillars that support the world, 

In Nature’s ample ruins lies entomb’d ; 

And Midnight, universal Midnight! reigns. 


2430 
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Sides to Night the Ninth. 


NIGHT THE NINTH 

f 

“ It has been observed, that a good taste and a 
good heart connnoidy go together. But that sort of 
taste, vvliich is constantly prying into blemishes and 
deformity, can have no good efl'ect, either on the 
temper or the heart. The mind naturally takes a taint 
from those objects and pursuits, in which it is con- 
stantly employed. Disgust,' often recurring — as it 
necessarily must, On the fastidious critic — spoils the 
temper; and a habit of discriminating too nicely, con- 
tracts tile lieart; and by holding up to view the faults 
or weaknesses bf a character, not only checks all the 
benevolent and generous aflectioiis, hut stitles all the 
pleasing emotions of love aiul admiration. 

“ What ought chiefly to be regarded in the culture 
of taste, is, to discover the bmulies in the works of 
nature and art, which might otlierwise es«!ape our 
notice. This is the most pleasing and useful idiectof 
crilicism; to ilisplay new .sources of pleasure and uti- 
lity, which may be unknown to the bulk of mankiml. 
And, it is only so far as it discovers these, that taste 
can with reason be accountetl a blessing. ’ 

V. 8, &c, “ Thus I, long travell’d,” &c. 

“ And may at last my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage, 

The hairy gown, the mossy cell, 

Where 1 may sit, aiul rightly spell 
Of ev’ry star that Heav'n doth shew, 

And ev’ry herli that sips the dew ; 

Till old experience do obtain 

To something like prophetic strain.” Milton. 

V.22/ “ Till, haply, wak’d by llaphael’s golden lyre." 

That Raphael, whom our unrivalled Milton has 
represented holding parley with our first parent iu 
paradise, before his fall from a state of original in- 
nocence and bliss. See Paradise East, Book 7 
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Not€» to N^ht the Ninth, 

V. 39. “ When Nature’s blush by custom is wip’d oflj 
Aiij.1 conscience,” &c. 

In this degeneracy of character, no object beneath 
the canopy of heaven can be so pitiable, as ^a human 
being. Vet such there are! And who can forbear 
exclaiming at the sight — 

“ Sin! what a monster hast thou made 
Of th’ human form divine!” 

V. 49, &c. “ No joy, no glorj', gliUers in my sight. 
But through the thin partition,” &c. 

What, but the riclu'st imagination, could hav'c. 
grouped such an assemblage of imagery, so ex[>rossive, 
in such perfect harmony, in point of couiposition, and 
yet so admirably calculated io touch the soul. Its 
analogy in nature, is something like that dark cloud, 
tinged inde<-<l « itb a golden border, bid, from whence 
are r<‘ady to burst the forked lightniiig, the thunder’s 
roar, and tlic rattling hail. 

V. 106- “ Nor man alone; his breathing bust expires ; 
His tomb is mortal: Empires die,”&:c. 

To die, is the great debt and tribute due to Nature: 
Tombs and monuments, which shonid perpelnate our 
menuiirs, pay it themselves; and the proiulest pyramid 
of them ail, which wealth and science have erected, 
has lost its apex, and stands obtruncateil in the tra- 
veller’s horizon. Kingdoms and provinces, towns and 
cities, have they not their |>eriods? And when those 
principles and pow«‘rs, which at tirst cemented and 
put them together, have performed their several re- 
volutions, they fall buck, and come to an eiid.” 

V. 127, &c. “ Pf one departed world 

I see the mighty shadow,” &c. 

This striking representation of the antpd»b;vi n> 
world, in the attitude of weeping at the app.roL.chmg 
dissolution of another, is not only an original b^^auly, 
but an admirable illustration of the descriptive powr: v 
of language — as far exceeding what can be expresseci 

in any other mode. 

11. 2P 
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Note^ to Night the Ninth, 



y. 133. “ But like Cussandra, prophesies in vain!” 
I’aldiloiis history records, that Apollo granted her 
the gift of prophecy : But, she was looked upon by 
the 'rroiiK.is as insane — an<l was even confined — and 
her predictions totally disregarded. 

V. 135, &c. “ For know’st thou not/’ &c. — In 

these seventeen lines, the moral government of God, 
in his ]>i'ovidential dispensations, is illustrated and 
eiifor<;ed, in a luanner equally calculated to instruct, 
and to uhirni. 

V. 157, See. “ At the destin’d hour. 

By the loud trumi)ct summon’d,” &c. 
I’lio astonishing beauties of sublimity, sentiment, 
and e.Ypressutn, wilt rush upon us so fast, from this 
part, to the end, that it w ill be impossible, u]>on our 
plan, to point them out with any minute particularity. 
'i'l.t*y form together a constellation of the descriptive, 
picturesque, and grand. The reader of taste and 
morals will survey them accordingly. 

V. 1 73, &c. “ O how unlike 

The Babe at Bethlehem,” &c. 

“ Triumphant King of glory ! Sold of bliss! *■ 
Vi'hat a stupendous turn of fate is this ! 

0 w hither art tliou rais’d, above the scorn 
And indigence o{ Him in Bethlehem born! 

1 low' chang’d from Him, who meekly prostrate laid, 
Vouchsaf’d to wash the feet, Himself had made! 
I’roin Him, who was betray’d, forsook, denied, 

Wept, langursh’d, pray’d, l>led,thir.sted, groan’d, &die<l! 
Hung, pierc’d am! bare, insulted by the foe. 

All heuv’n iu teais above, earth unconcern’d below! 

“ Here high enlhron’il Jh’ eternal Judge is plac’d, 
With all the grandeur of the Godhead grac’d; 

Stars ou hi.s rol)e.s in bounteous order meet. 

And the sun hunis beneath his awful feet.” 

Yimig's Last 

ltH>, &c.' “ At midnight, when mankind is wrapp’d 
And worldly fancy feeds,” &c. [in peace, 

Ctfiisult St. Matthew’s Gospel, chap. xxv. 
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Notes to Night ike Ninth, ^ 

V. 235. “ Thrice happy they, that enter now the court, 
Heav’ii opens in their bosoms,” &(>. 

Some men, says St. Angnstiiu', admire the heights 
of the mountains, the luijje waves of the se«,^the steep 
foils of rivers, the compass ,of the ocean, ami the circuit 

of the stars, and pass liy Themselves. IS’emo in sese 

tenlat elcscentlere, says the Roman satirist, 

V..341,&c. “The goddess, with determin'd aspect, turns 
Her adamantine key’s enormous size,” &c. 

I know not whether. tins passage does not exceed, 
in the terribly suhlime, t?iose memorahle lines in ftlilton. 
Par. Lost, iiook ii. 1. 871, 883. ’ 

V. 374. “ All, all is right, by God ordain’d, or <lone.” 

“ Cease then, nor orixf.r imperfection name ; 

Our proper bliss depends on what we blame. 

All nature is but art, unknown to thee; 

All chance, direction, which thou canst pot see; 

All discord, harmony not understood; 

All partial evil, universal good : 

And, spite of j)ri(Ie, in erring r(‘ason’s spite, 

One truth is clear. Whatever is, is right." 

V. 390, &c. “ All evils natural, are moral goods ; 

All discipline, indulgence,” &c. 

In these few lines is contain’d, and sublimed, if the 
expression may be permitted, all that Mr. Pojie has 
laboured, with so much poetic elegance ami philoso-« 
pineal ingenuity, through his whole Essay ou Man. 

V. 445, &c. “ Ills ! there are none,” &c. — ^’^To teach 
us the two great lessons of humility and resignation, 
we shoidd never forget, that, our moral depravity is 
the real source of all our natural misery. 

V. 448. “ Begot by madness, on fair liberty.” 

Liberty enjoyed, is indisputably one of the niost 
inestimable privileges of man ; but, let it gver b<; re- 
membered, that the gearest evil that can befall in- 
dividuals, or nations, is liberty perverted and abused. 

V.526, &c. “ Thro’ many a field of moral and divine 
The muse has stray’d, &c. 
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^ fiotcM to Night the Ninth* 

And never, in the history of human nature, were 
political abilities applied with greater reputation to the 
author, or with more benevolent and noble purposes 
towards nKtitkind, than in the present instance. 

V. 541. “ These thoughts, O Night! are thine.” 

“ Now, while the drowsy world lies lost in sleep. 
Let me associate with the serious Night, 

And Coiilemplatiou, her sedate compeer : 

Let me shake oil' th’ intrusive cares of Day, 

And lay the meddling senses all aside. 

“ AVhere now, ye lying vanities of lifel 
Ye cver-ti.nipting, ever-cheating train! 

AVhere are ye now? ami what is your amount? 
A^exation, disappoinlim yt, ami remorse.” Thomson. 

V. 613, ^c. “ So, Cynthia (poets feign) 

In sliadous a ail'd,'’ kc. 

The fable of Lmlyinion's amours with Diana, or the 
iVIoon, arises from Ids knowh'dgi? of astronomy; and, 
as he passed the night on some high mountain, to 
observe the celestial bodies, it was reiiorted that he 
was courted by the Moon. • 

V. 565. “ Ami what, O Man! so worthy to be sung?” 

See liervey’s Contemplations on the Starry Heavens. 

V. 533, &c. “ Thou! who didst touch the lip,” &c. 

See Eublimc and beautiful specimens of this, in 
Psalms viii. ami xix. 

V. 644, “ ’Tis Nature’s system of divinity.” 

And so it is treated by an inspired penman, in Rom. i. 

V. 697, &c. “ Tlie planets of each system represent 
Kind neigjfibours,” &c. 

What, but a mind most amiably benevolent, could 
have conceived so charming an idea, as this ! And, 
what a comparative jiaradise would this earthly scene 
afTord, were this political and social attraction to per- 
vade all ranks of |>eople! 

V. 789, &c. “ Night opes the noblest .scenes,” See. 
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Notes to NiglU tfte Ninth. * 

— “ At night the skte^, 

Discloski iind kindicci by reriiiiiig frost, 

Ponr every lustre on th’ exalted eye. 

A friend, or brook, the stealing hours socnre. 

And mark iheiu down for wisdom." Thomson. 

V. 835, &c. “ A God alone can comprehend a God ; 

. Man’s distance how immense!’’ &c. 

Stretcli thine imagination, frail but haughty creature; 
try the efforts of thy genius; elevate thy meditations; 
collect thy thoughts; see whether thou canst attain to 
compn.'hend an existence without, beginning, a dura- 
tion without succession, a presence without circuni- 
forence, an iniinobility without place, an agility with- 
out motion, and many other* attributes, which the 
mind can conceive, Imt which language is too imper- 
fect to express. See — weigh — calculate. “ Canst 
thou by searching find out God? canst thou lind out 
the Almighty to perfection? It i.s as high as heaven, 
what canst thou do? Deeper than hell, what canst 
thou know?” 

M.. 1)89, &c. “ Perhaps a thousand demigods descend 
On every beam we see,” &c. 

“ JXor (hiiik, though men were none, 

'I'liat Ileav’n would want.spectators, God want praise: 
Millions of spirKnal creatures w'alk the earth 
Unseen, both when we wake, and when w'e sleep. 
All these, with ceaseless praise, liis w'orks behold, 
llotli tlay and night.” Milton. 

V. 1045, &c. “ Call it, the breast-jdate of the true High- 
Ardent with gei.ns oracular,” &c. [priest, 

The allusion here, is to one of the most remarkable 
ornaments in tlieilress of the Jew ish high-priest, under 
the Mosaic economy. The reader will meet with it 
in Exod. xxviii. ; and will employ his time to the most 
beiu'ficial purpose, by studying the whoje history iii 
its evangelical application to the official character of 
^iiir great High-priest, who is passed into the heavens, 
Josns, the Son of God ; the sole Original, and Author, 
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of all the light and perfection of nature, of grace, and 
of glory. 

V. 1328, &c. “ Open mine eyea, dread Deity! to read 
• The tacit doctrine of thy works I” &c. 

How sublime and comprehensive is this invocation 
to the Divine Being! Nor does the dignity of Man 
ever appear in so noble a point of view, as when the 
human mind is tlms engaged in religious inhn-course 
with its God ; its Creator, Preserver, and Bnd. 

V. 1353. “ In ev*ry storm, tljat either frowns, or falls, 
What an a^ylnm has the soul in pray'r T 

Admitting this — and who, that has ever made the 
experiment, will deny it? — what a cool, delerminetl 
enemy to his species, nhist the infuld and |)hiloso|)her 
be, who would reason away the use and excellency of 
this sup])Ort and cordial under all the countless ills, 
which tlesh and blood is heir to ! 

V. 1387. “Divine contemplate, and heconic divine.” 

So reasoned, and so thought, tl. ■ great apostle of 
the Gentiles, when he said, in the language of in- 
spired writ, “ We all with open face, l>ehohling ifs in 
a glass the glory of the Lord — in the jaason of Jesus 
Christ — are changed into the same image, from glory 
to glory, by the S[)irit of the Lord !” 

V. 1394. “ Take GW from nature, nothing great is left; 
Man’s mind is in a pit,” &c. 

Nothing can be more beautiful, than the history of 
nature, w'hen it is united to that of ndigion. Nature 
is nothing, without God. Without being any part of 
what composes the universe, he is the inovenient, the 
sap, and the life, of it. Let his activity ceastf, eternal 
darkness must take place of light, and the universe 
become its own grave. Certainly, Imman reason only 
digs frightful precipices for itself, when it hearkens to 
nothing, but to the passions and senses; and reason, 
without faitli, can do no more for us, than render us 
the gbjects of pity or contempt. 

V. 1431, &c. “ Grant matter was eternal,” &c. — 
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A.n etcnral world offers a tiioiisand greater difficul- 
ties, than ah eternal intelligence. Then, why prefer 
the former? Is this reason? Is it not rgither, Cttm 
ratione insunire ? • 

V. 1715, &c. “ In ardent Contemplation’s rapid car. 
From earth,” &c. 

A more sublime and instructive flight of imagina- 
tion than this, is no Avhere to be found within the 
compass of human science. The attentive admirer of 
this work, will follow tlje author in his celestial travels 
with increasing pleasure and astonishment through 
one hundred and forty lines: Nor let that occasional 
stroke of satire and reproof to a world called Christian, 
f)ass unnoticed — “ Is your llodcemer scorn'd 

V. 2074. “ iMtr 1 have peep’d into thy cover’d heart, 
And seen, ” itc. 

iSover, to be sure, were infidels and infidelity ex- 
hibited in colours more lively, more disgraceful, or 
more just, by any writer who has taken pains to ex- 
pose their folly, to correct their mistakes, or to coii- 
ibund their vain pretences to superior discernment, 
and expansion of mind. 

V. 2090, iSLC. “ liy Silence, Death’s peculiar attribute; 
iiy Darkness,” &c. 

’I’he Rolemu moral grandeur of this address, may 
he classed among the author’s inimitable peculiarities, 
aiul merits especial regard. 

V. 2170, &c. “ Sleep’s dewy wand 

lias strok’d my drooping lids,” &c. 

There is not a more common topic with the poets 
than sleep ; and, notwithstanding the celebrity of our 
iJhakespeare, he has not touched it himself, in his 
■Second Part of Henry the Fourth, with a more 
masterly pen, than this Author, pi these lines. And 
how docs he leave him far, far indeed, bejiind, in that 
improving transition, which immediately accompanies 
it ! that devout address to the eternal Giver and Source 
of all good— THE TRicNE God! Tlic sublime, the 
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grand, and the useful, of this %vhole address, is superior 
to all critical education, or praise. Unwilling to divert 
the reader’s thoughts from so great an object, upon 
which, it ’is equally his wisdom, his virtue, and his 
bliss, for ever to dwell, we close our remarks, with, 

“ O thou supremely good ! 

Great self-existent! all-creating Power! ■ 

Whom jarring elements unite t’obey ; 

Whom earth and heav’n revere, adore, and serve ; 

O grant us understanding to descry, 

Through error’s piists, th’ unvarying steady way. 
That leads to Truth, to Glory, and to Thee !” 




THE LAST DAY. 

A POEM. 


IN TiniEE BOOKS. 


BOOK 1. 

Whil K others sinp; the fortune of the ^reat. 
Empire and arms, and all the pomp of slate. 

With Brilon’s hero* set their souls on fire. 

And grow immortal as his deeds inspire, 

I draw a deeper scene; a scene that yields ti 

A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields ; 

Tfie world alarm’d, both earth and heav’n o’erthrown. 
And gasping Nature’s last tremendous groan ; 

Death’s ancient sceptre broke, the teeming tomb, 

The righteous Judge, and man’s eternal doom. 10 
’Twixt joy and pain I view' the bold design. 

And ask my anxious heart if it be mine. 

Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the sight of conscious stars or sun. 

Is far beneath my daring. 1 look down 1,'i 

On all the splendors of the British crown. 

This globe is for my verse.a narrow bound; 

Alb'iid me, all ye glorious worlds around ! 

O ! all ye angels, howsoe’er disjoin’d. 

Of ev’ry various order, place, and kind, 20 

Hear, and assist, a feeble mortal’s lays ; 

’Tis our eternal King I strive to praise.* 

But chiefly thou, great Ruler! Lord of all t 
Before whose throne archangels prostrate fall, • 

• The Duke of MarIVorough. 

2Q 


11 . 
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< View the whole earth’s vast landscape unconfin’d. 


If at thy lux), froni discord, and front night, 25 

Sprang' beauty, and yon sparkling worlds of light. 
Exalt ev’n me; all inward tumults tpieli ; 

The clomfs and darkness of my mind dispel : 

To my great subject TJjoii my breast inspire. 

And raise my lab'ring soul with etpial lire. 30 

Man! bear tliy brow aloft, view ev’ry grace 
In Cod’s great oftspring, beauteous Natttre's face; 
See Spring’s gay bloom, see golden Autumn’s store; 
See how Earth smiles, and hear ohl Ocean roar. 
Leviathans but heave their cirtnbrous mail, 35 

It makes a tide, and wind-bound navies sail. 

Here forests rise, the mountain’s awful pritle; 

Here rivers measure climes, and worlds diviile; 

There vallies, fraught w’ith gold’s resplendent seeds, 
H<>ld kings’ and kingdoms’ fortunes in their betls: 40 
There to the skies aspiring hills ascend. 

And into distant kinds their shailes (ixteinl. 

View cities, armies, lleets; of lleets the pride. 

See Europe’s law in Albion's cliannel ride; 

View the whole earth’s vast laiulsi'ape uncourm'd, 45 
Or view in Britain all her glories join’d. 

Then let the lirniament thy womler raise; 

’Twill raise thy wonder, but transcend thy praise. 
How far from east to west? 'I’he lab’ring eye 
Can scarce the distant azure bounds descry: 50 

Wide theatre! where tempests play at large, 

And God’s right hand can all its wrath discharge. 
Mark how' those radiant lamps inllame the pole. 

Call forth the seasons, and the year control : 

They shine through time with an unalter’d ray, 55 
See this grand period rise, and that decay : 

So vast, this world’s a gram; yet myriads grace. 

With golden )tomp, the throng’d ethereal space; 

So bright with such a wealth of glory stor’d, 

’I’were s'in in heathens not to have ailor’d. 

How great, howlirm, how sacred, all appears! 

How worthy an immortal round of years! 

Yet ail must drop, as Autumn’s sickliest grain, 

And earth and firmament be sought in vain; 
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Tlifc track forgot where coiisteiiatioiis shone, 05 
Or where thfe Stuarts tiiUM an awftil tlirone: 

Time sliall be slain, all INatnre be destroy’d, 

Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. • ^ 

Sooner or later, in some future date, 

(A «lrea<lfiil secret in the book of fate!) 70 

This hour, for aught all human wisdom knows. 

Or when teii thousand harvests more have rose ; 

When s(;eties are chang’d on this revolviiig earth. 

Old em|>ires fall, and give new empires birth; 

While otiicr Bourbons /ulo in other lands, 75 

And (if man's sin forbids not) other Annes; 

While the still busy worUl is treading o’er 
The paths they trod five thousand years before, 
Thoughtless as those who notv life’s mazes run; 

Of earth dissolv’d, or an extinguish’d sun; 80 

(Yo suliluiiary worlds! awake, awake! 

rnha's of the nations! hear, and shake!) 

Thi(;k < lond.s of ilarkncss shall arise on day. 

In sudden night all earth’s dominions lay; 

Impetuous winds the scatter’d forests rend, 85 

Eternal mountains, like li.eir cedars, bend; 

The \idlies yawn, the troubled ocean roar. 

And break the bondage of his wonted shore ; 

A sanguine stain the silver moon o’erspread. 

Darkness the circle of the sun invade; 90 

I’roin inmost heav’ii incessant thunders roll. 

And the strong echo bound from pole to pole. 

When, lo! a mighty trump, one half conceal’d 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal’d. 

Shall pour a dreadful note: the piercing call 95 

Shall rattle in the centre of the ball ; 

Th’ extended circuit of crtAition shake; 

The living die with fear, the dead awake. 

Oh pow’rful blast! to which no equal sound 
Did e’er the frighted ear of nature woumi, . 100 

Though rival clarions have been strain’d on high. 

And kindled wars immortal through the’ sky. 

Though God’s whole eugin’ry discharg’d, and all 
The rebel angels bellow’d in their fall. 
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Have angels sinn’fl? and shall not man beware? 105 
How shall a son of earth decline the snare? 
jS'ot folded arms, and slackness of the mind. 

Can promise for the safety of inaiikiiid. 

None are supinely good ; through care and pain. 

And various arts, the steep ascent we gain. 110 

'I'liis is the scene of combat, not of rest; 

Man’s is laborious happiness at best; 

On this side death his dangers never cease; 

His Joys are joys of conquest, not of peace. 

If, then, obseipiioiis to the .vVill of fate, 115 

And bending to Ihe'terins of hinnan state, 

M hen guilty joys invite us to their arms, 

AVhen beauty smiles, or ^Tamleur spreads her charms, 
’I'he conscious ftoul would this great scene display, 
Cull down th’ immortal h(»sts in <lread array, 120 
The trump»‘t sound, the Christian banner spread, 

And raise from silent graves the treiiddiiig dead ; 

Siu;h deep impression would the picture make. 

No pow’r on earth her firm resolve could shake: 
lingag’d w ith angels she. would greatly stand, 125 
And look regardh'ss down on sea ami land ; * 

Nt)t profler’il wori«ls her ardour could restrain. 

And Death might shake his threat’ning lance in vain 1 
Her certain conquest would endear the fight. 

And danger serve hut to exalt tlelight. 130 

Instructed thus to shun the fatal spring. 

Whence How the terrors of that day 1 sing. 

More bohlly we our labours may pursue. 

And all the dreadful image set to view. 

d he spnrkliug eye, the sleek and painted breast. 
The burnish’d scale, euiTd train, and rising crest, 13(5 
All that is U»vely in the noxious snake. 

Provokes our fear, and bids lis tty the brake: 

The sting once drawn, his guiltless beauties rise 
In pleasing lustre, and detain onr eyes; 1 fO 

We view w itlj joy what once did horror move. 

And strong aversion softeii.s into love. 

Say,, then, my Muse! whom dismal scenes deliglit, 
J^requent at tombs, and in the realms of night; 
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No siin in radiant glory shines on high. 


Say, melancholy maid ! if bold to dare 145 

The last extremes of terror and despair. 

Oh say what change on earth, what heart in man, 

This blackest moment since the world began. 

Ah mournful turn! the blissful earth, who late 
At leisure on her axle roll’d in state, 150 

While thojisand golden planets knew no rest, 

Still onward in their circling journey prest: 

A grateful change of seasons some to bring. 

And sweet vicissitude of fall and spring ; 

Some through vast oceans to conduct the keel, 155 
And some those w'at’ry worlds to’sink or swell: 
Around her some their sph;ndors to display, 

And gihl her globe with tributary day: 

This world so great, of joy the bright abode, 
lleav’n's darling child, and fav’rite of her God, 160 
j\ow looks an exile from her Father’s care. 

Deliver’d o’er to darkness au<l despair. 

IVo sun in radiant glory shi|i<%i on high. 

No light but from the terrors of the sky : 

Fall'll are her mountains, her fam’d rivers lost, 165 
AiTd all into a second chaos tost: 

One universal ruin spreads abroad : 

Nothing is safe beneath the throne of God. 

8uch, liarth ! thy fate: what then canst thou afford 
To comfort and support thy guilty lord? 170 

Man, haughty lorti of all beneath the moon. 

How must he bend his soul’s ambition down? 
Prostrate, the reptile own, and disavow 
II is boasted stature, aud assuming brow? 

Claim kindred with the clay, and curse his form, 175 
That speaks distinction from his sister-worm? 

Vv’hat (Ireadful pangs the trembling heart invade? 
Lord, why dost thou forsake whom thou hast made? 
VVho can sustain thy anger? who can stand . 

Beneatli the terrors of thy lifted hand? 180 

It Hies the reach of thought: oh, save mb, Pow’r 
Df jiow’rs supreme, in that tremendous hour! 
riioii who beneath the frown of fate hast stoedi 
And in thy dreadful agony sweat blood ; 
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* Heav’ns ! how the good man trembles ? 

Thou, who for me, tltroiigh ev’ry throbbing vein, 185 
Hast felt the keenest edge of mortal pain ;> 

Wlioin Death led captive through the realms below. 
And taugh*- those horrid mysteries of woe 1 
Defend me, O my God ! oh, save me, Pow’r 
Of pow’rs supreme, in that tremendous hour! 190 
From east to w'est they fly, from pole to line. 
Imploring shelter from the wrath divine ; 

Beg flames to wrap, or whelming seas to sweep. 

Or rocks to yawn, compassionately deep : 

8eus cast the monster forth totineet his doom, 195 
And rocks but prison up for wrath to come. 

So fares a traitor to an earthly crown, 

Wliilc death sits threat’ning in his prince’s frown. 

His heart’s disitiay’d ; ahd now his fears command 
To change his native for a distant laud : 200 

Swift orders fly, the king’s severe decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the sea; 

The port he seeks, obedient to her lord. 

Hurls back the rebel to\ifs lifted sword. 

Hut nhy this idle toil to paint that day? 205 

This time elaborately thrown away? , 

Words all i«i vain pant after the distress, 

The height of elo<|uence wouhl make it less. 

Heav’iis! how the good man trembles? — 

And is (here a Last Day? and must there come 210 
A sure, a fix’d, inexorable doom ? 

Ambition! swell, and, thy proud sails to show. 

Take all the winds that vanity can blow! 

Wealth f on a golden mountain blazing stand. 

And reach an India forth in either hand ; 215 

Spread all thy purle clusters, tempting vine! 

And thou, more dreaded foe, briglit beauty, shine; 
Shine all, in all your charms together rise. 

That all,- in all your charms, I n«ay despise. 

While 1 mount upward on a strong desire. 

Borne, like Llijah, in a car of tire. 

In |mpes of glory to be quite involv’d ! 

To smUe at death ! to long to be dissolv’d! 
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Nor tears, nor pray’rs, the tempest can appease. • 

From oiir decays a pleasure to receive! 

And kindle’iuto transport at a grave! 225 

What equals this? And shall the victor now 
Boast the proud laurels on his loa<led hrow<? 

Religion! oh thou cherub, heav’idy bright! 

Oh joys iinniix’d, and tathoinless delight! 

Thou, thou art all! nor find I in the whole 230 

Creation aught but God and my own soul, 

For ever, then, my Soul, thy God adore. 

Nor let the brute creation praise him more. 

Shall things inaniinale ifpy conduct blame, 

And tliish my conscious cheek wiTth spreading shame? 
'I’hev all for him pursue, or quit, their end; 23t) 

Tlie mounting Haines thejr burning pow’r suspend ; 

In solid heaps th’ unfrozen billows stand. 

To rest and silence awM by his command : 

Nay, the dire monsters that infest the Hood, 210 
I’y nature dreadful, and athirst for blood, 

Jlis will can calm, their savage tempers bind. 

And turn to mild protectors of mankind. 

Did not the projihet this great truth maintain 

In the deep chainbers of the gloomy main, 21.> 

When darkness round him all her horrors spread, 

And the loud ocean bcllowM o’er his head? 

When now the thunder roars, the lightning flies. 
And all the warring winds tumultuous rise; 

When now the foumiug surges toss’d on high, 250 
Disclose the sands beneath, and touch the sky ; 

When death draws near, the mariners aghast, • 

Look hack with terror on their actions past; ■ 

Their courage sickens into deep dismay, i 
Their hearts, through fear ayid anguish, melt away: 
Nor tears, nor pray’rs, the tempest can appease; 25fi 
Now they devote tlieir treasure to the seas ; 

Lnload their shatter’d bark, though richly fraught. 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold ; but, oh, the storm so higli ! 260 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 

The trembling prophet then, themselves to sale. 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave; 
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Leviathan attends in all his state. 


Down be descends, and, bootninjy o’er his head. 

The billows close; he’s ii limber'd with the dead. 
(Hear, O ye just! attend ye virtuous few! 266 

And the bright paths of piety pursue.) 

Lo ! the great Ruler of the world, from high. 

Looks smiling down with a propitious eye. 

Covers his servant with his gracious hand, 270 

And bids tempestuous Nature silent stand; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place. 

Or kindly fold him in a soft embrace : 

He bridles in the monsters of/ihe deep ; 

The bridled monsteVs awful distance keep; 27(i 

Forget their hunger while they view tlieir prey. 

And guiltless gaze, and^ round the stranger play. 

But still arise new w'ouders; Nature’s I.ord 
Sends forth into the deep his pow'rful word. 

And calls the great Leviathan : the great 280 

Leviathan attends in all his state. 

Exults for joy, and, witli a mighty bonnd. 

Makes the sea shake, and heav’u and earth resound, 
Blackens the waters with tlie rising sand. 

And drives vast billows to the distant lantl. 

As yawns an eartlKpiake, when imprison’il air 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare. 

The whale expands his jaws enormous size. 

The prophet views the cavern with surprise. 

Measures his monstrous teeth, afar ilescry’d, 290 
And rolls his wond’riug eyes from side to side; 

Then takes possession of the spacious scat, 

And sails secure within the dark retreat. 

Now is he pleas’d the northern blast to hear. 

And hangs on liquid mountains, void of fear; 29'* 
Or falls immers’d into the depths below. 

Where the dead silent waters never flow ; 

To the foundations of the hills convey’d. 

Dwells' in the shelving mountain’s dreadful shade ; 
Where plummet never reach’d he draws his breath. 
And glides serenely through the paths of death. 301 

Tw o wond’rous days and nights through coral groves, 
Through labyrinths of rocks and sands, he roves ; 
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SliJikcs oli* the- slumber of ten thousand years. ^ 

When the third inornin^;, with it-^ levei rays. 

The nioiintfiins j"iJds, and on the billows plays ; 50.5 

It sees llie king' of waters rise, and pour ^ 
llis sacred guest uninjur’d on the shore: • 

A type of that groat bls'ssiug v. hieli the Muse 

In her next labour ardently pursues. 300 


ii. 

.Now man awakes, and from his sihad. bed, 

W here he has slept for ages, Jifts his head ; 

Shakes olV tin; sluudn'r of t(‘n thousand yt^ars, 

And on the bordois of new worlds iip{)ears. 

Whnte'er the hold, llio rasl?, ad\eii(me eost, 5 

in wide eterui'iV i dare he lost. 

The i\ius(; is uontin narrow hounds to sing. 

To teaoii the swain, or eelehrate the king. 

1 grasp the whole; no more to jsarts eonfiu’d, 

J lift luy voice, and sing to hu:nan kind : •' 10 

1 sing to men and angels ; angids join. 

While such the theme, their sacred soiig’s'with mine. 

Again the friimp<'t's int< rniil((>d sound 
Rolls the wide eii (;uit of creation romid, 

An mijv(;!sal eoneoiirse to prepare, 15 

Of ail that < v«‘r hreath’d (he vital air: 

In some \vi(ie ju ld, which active whirlwinds sweep, 
Drives cities, forests, mountains, (o the deep; 

To smooth arul lengthen out tii’ uuhouudcd space. 

And s})read au area for ail iiumati race. 20 

INow monuments prove faithful to their trust, 

And render hack tlieir long committed ilnst. 

Now charnels- rattle ; scatter’d limhs, and all 
'file various bones, obsecpiious to the call, 

Self-iiu)v’d, advance ; the neck jicrlmps lo meet 25 
The distant head ; the distant legs, the feet. 

Dreadful to view, see through the <lusky sky 
I''raguients of bodies in confusion fly, 

a R 
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' And not one filcepin;:; atom behind. 

To distant regions journeying there to claim 
Deserted members, and coin])lete the franie. '30 
When the world bow’d to Rome’s almighty sword, 
Rome bow^d to Pompey, and confess’d her lord. 

Yet one day lost, this deity below 
Became the scorn and pity of his foe. 

His blood a traitor’s sacrifice was made, . 33 

And smok’d indignant on a vnflian’s blade. 

No trmn})et’s sound, no gasping army’s yell, 

Bid, with due horror, his great soul farewell: 

Obscure his fall! all welt’ring/n his gore. 

His trunk w'as cast to perish on the shore ! 40 

VV'hilc .luliiis frown’d the bloody monster dead, 

Who bought the worhl ii\ his great rival’s head ; 
rhis sever’d heiu! and trunk sliall join once more, 
riiough realms now rise between, and o<^eans roar: 
I’hc lrmiH)et’.s sound each fragrant mote shall hear, 43 
Or fix’d in earth, or, if afloat in air. 

Obey tlie signal wafted in the wind. 

Ami not one .sleeping atom lag behind. 

So swarming bees, (hat on a smnnior’.s day. 

In airy rings, and wild meaiulers play, tSO 

Cliarm'd with the brazen sound, their waiid'rings end, 
And, gently circling, on a bongb dcsereml. 

'riie body thus renew’d, the* conscious sou!. 

Which bus perhaps hci-ii lluU’ring near the pole; 

Or 'midst the burning planets wond’ring stray’d, 55 
Or hover’d o’er where her pale corpse was laid ; 

Or rallu!!’ coasted on her final state, 

And fear’d, or wish’d for, her appointed fate; 

Tiiis sold, returning with a constant flame, 

Now weds for ever her immortal frame. 60 

Life, wliich ran down before, so high is wound, 

The springs niainlaiii an everlasting round. 

Tims, a frail model of the work design'd,' 

.First takes a copy of the builder’s iniml. 

Before li e structure firm, with lasting oak, 

Ami marble l) 0 \ve!s of llie solid rock, 

'J'uriipihe siroug arch, and bids the columns rise, 

And boar the loi'tv jiaiace to the skies: 
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The wrongs of time enabled to surpass. 

With bars <jf adamant, and ribs of brass. 70 

That ancient, sacred, and illustrious donie,* 

Where soon or late fair Albion’s heroes come, 

From camps, and co!irls, though great, or wise, or just, 
To feed the worm, and moulder into dust ; 

That solemn mansion of royal dead, 75 

Where passing slaves o’<;r sleeping monarchs tread. 
Now populous o’erilows : a numerous race 
Of rising kings fill all lh‘ ••xlcnded space. 

A life well spent, not the victorious sword, 

Aw'ards the crown, am? styles the gn^ater lord. fW 
Nor monuments alone, ami burial earth, 

Labours with man to this bis second birth ; 

But wliere gay palac(\s in pomp arise, . 

And gilded theatres invade llie skies. 

Nations shall wake, v-ihost' imn.'spected bones H5 
Support the jn-ide of their luxurious sous. 

The mOvst maguilicent aud costbv dome 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 

No spot oil earth but has supply’d a grave. 

And human skulls tlie spacious ocean pave. i)0 

All’s full of man; aud at this dreadful turn. 

The swarms shall issue, and the hive shall burn. 

Not all at once, nor in like numiier, rise : 

Some lift with pain their slow unwilling eyes. 

Shrink backward from the terror of the light. Do* 
And bless the grave, and call for lasting night. 

Others, whose iong-attenij>tcd virtue stood 
Fix’d as a rock, aud hroke the rushing llood; 

Whose firm resolve, nor lieauty could melt down, 

Nor raging tyrants from their posture frown; 100 
Such, in tliis day of horrors, shall be seen 
To face the thunders with a godlike mien ! - 

The planets drop, their thoughts are fix’d above; 

The <;entre shakes, their hearts disdain to move ; 

An earth dissolving, and a hcav’n thrown wide; 105 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every side ; 


Vre.stinittster 4bbe^. 
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Hcr« greatness prostrate falls ; Ibere strengtli gives place. 



Serene they view, impatient of delay,* « 

And bless the dawn of everlasting day. j [place; 

Here greatness prostrate falls; there strength gives 
Here lazar^sinile ; there beauty hides her face. 110 
Christians; and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans, stand, 
A blended throng, one luidistinguish’d band. 

Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir’d, 

With zeal for their distinct persuasions liv’d,' 

In mutual friendship their long slumber break, 115 
And hand in hand their Saviour’s love partake. 

But none are flush’d with brighter joy, or, w^arni 
With j lister confidenfe, enjoy me storm, 

Thau those whose pious bounties, unconOn’d, 

Have made them public fathers of mankind. 120 
In that illustrious rank, what shining light 
With such distinguish’d glory fills my sight ? 

Bend down, my grateful Muse, that homage show, 
Which to such worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Wickham! Fox! Chirchley!* hail, illustrious names! 
Who to far distant times dispense your beams; 12U 
Beneath your shades, and near your crv.-tal springs, 

I first presum’d to touch fla; trenibliiig si rings. ^ 

All hail, thrice honour’d! ’Twas your groat naiowu 
To bless a people, ami oblige a crown ; 130 

And now you rise efernally to shine. 

Eternally to drink the rays tlivine. 
g,, Indnlgent (lOo! oh how shall mortal rais*.* 
flis soul to due returns of grateful praise. 

For bounty so profuse to human kind, 135 

Tliy woud’rou.s gift of an eternal mind? 

Shall 1, who, some ft:w years ago, was less 
Than worm, or mite, or shadow can express. 

Was nothing: shall 1 live, wiio:) ev’ry lire 

Anil ev’ry star shall languisli and expire? I-IO 

When earth’s no more, sliall 1 survive above, 

And through the raiiiaut tiles of angels move? 

Or, as before the throne of (iod 1 stand. 

See new worlds rolling from his spacious. hand; 

^ f Olindt rs of N<u Coniii> CliiiMi, iiml AlUJSoiils, in Oxford; of 

ail which Ihc tnitlior inrjuhf.r. 
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Behold the God of j'ods indeed descend ! ^ 

Where our adventures shall, perhaps, be taught, 145 
As we now* tell how Michael sung or fought? 

All that has being- in lull concert join, 

And celebrate the depths of love divine! • 

But, oh! before this blissful state, before* 

Th’ aspiring soul this womlrous height can soar, 150 
The Judge, descending, thunders from afdr. 

And all iftankind is suuiniotrd to the bar. 

This mighty scene I next presume to draw; 

Attend great Anna with religious awe. 

Jixpect not here the kn|pwn successful arts 155 

To win attention, and command our hearts. 

Fictioji, be far away ; let no machine, 

Descending here, no fabled god, be seen ; 

Behold the Coo of gods index'd descend, 

And worlds uunumber’d llis approach attend! 100 
1 * 0 ! the wide theatre, w'hose um}>lo space 
Must entertain the whole of human race. 

At IJeav’n’s all pow'rful (alict is pre[)ar’d. 

And fenc'd around wilh an immortal guard. 

Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, o’erflow 105 
TIve mighty plain, and (h;!uge all below: 

And ev’ry age, and nation, pours along ; 

Nimrod and Bojirbon mingle in the throng; 

Atlani salutes his youngest son ; no sign 
Of all those ages, which their births disjoin. 170 

How empty learning, ami how vain is art, * 

But as it mends the life, anti guides the heart! ' 
What volumes have been swell’d, what time been spent. 
To fix a hero’s birth-dav, or descent? 

What joy must it now yield, what rapture raise, 175 
To see the glorious race of ancient days ? 

To greet those worthies, who perhaps have stood 
Illustrious on recortl before the flood? 

Alas ! a nearer care your soul demands, 

Cajsar unnoted in your presence stands. * IfiO 
Hovv vast the concourse! not in number more 
The waves that break on the resounding shdre; 

The leaves that tremble in the shady grove; . 

The lamps that gild the splangled vaults above; 
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^ For jvuli;ment, s<nis of men, prepare ! 

Those overwhelnihig armies, wlmsc eommaud 185 
Said to one empire. Fall ; anothex', Slaad 
Whose rear lay wrapt in iii.i;hl ; while hreaking daw n, 
lioiis’d the 'oroad fro))t, and call'd tl'.e haUle on; 

Groat Xerxes’ world in arms; proud (’-.imia-’s hold. 
Where Carthage taught victorious Home to jiehl: IfW) 
(Another blow' had broke the fates’ decree. 

And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy;) 
Immortal Blenheim; fam’d liamiilia’s host; 

They all are here, and hero they all ai*e 

Their millions swell to be dis(;;frn’d in vain, 195 

Lost as a billow in th’ imbonudod main. 

This echoing voice now rends the y S’- ilir, 

“ For judgment, jndgme^it, sons of mei:, prepare!” 
Earth shakes anbw% 1 hear her gioans proAumd; 

And hell through all her trembling r- ahns resound. "iOO 
Whoe’er thou art, thou greati*st pov/’r of earth, 
Bless'd with most cipial planets at ti\y birth. 

Whose valour drew the most succes.sbii sword, 
iVTost realms united in one common lord, 

Who, on the day of triumph, saixlsl, Be tiiino 20-5 
The skies, .Tehovah; all this world is mine: 

Dare not to lift thiue eye. — Alas, my jMuse! 

Ilow’ art thou lost? WJiat numbers canst thon choose? 

A siulden hlnsh iutlames the waving sky, 

Ami now the ci’imson curtains open ily; 210 

‘l.o! far witliin, and far ahovc all height, 

M’licre lieav ’n’s great Sov’x'eign reigns in worlds of liglit ; 
Whence TS'alnre lie informs, and willi one ray, 

IShot from Ilis eye, does all Iter works survey ; 
thvales, siij)j>orts, confoumls! wher ' tinti', ami place, 
Matter, and form, and fortune, lih', and gract,', 210 
W ait huuihlv at. the ftjolstoo! of their Coo, 

Am«I im)v<? obi'dient at liis aNviV.i iitifi; 

Vi iu !u-e Ml* ladjolils us \ arrant. csiMiitds cniNvl 
At raiuioin on this air-siiS()Oh(!(\l bail ; 220 

(Spook of oroatioii) if llo pour ouc breath, 

The bul>bh* iuoaks, aiul ’lis ( tornal doatii. 

'^riionoo 1 bchoici (but sight 

Sustaius not suoh a rushiug sen of light) 
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Triumphant Kin.!!; of giorj ! o{‘ hiiss ! * 

I setf, on an empyreal Hying throiif, 225 

Snblimely rais’d, licav’n’s everiastiog Son, 

Crown’d with that majesty which form’d Jhe world. 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hm-l’d. 

Virtue, Dominion, Praise, Omnipotence, 

Support tlie train of their triumphant Prince. 230 
A zone, \i(‘yond the thougltt of angels bright. 

Around Him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 

IN ight shades (!;e solemn arches of His brows. 

And in His c^'^ek the purple morning glows. 
NVliere’cr, seicne. He ttjrns propitious cyes^ 235 
Or we expect, or imd, a paradise*; 
lint if reseetmc'iit reddens their mild beams, 

I’he Eden kindles, and the ^|Oli(^s in fianies. 

On one liand knowledge chines in purest light; 

On one, the sword of justice, f!erf;e!y i>nghl:. 240 
iN'ow beiui tlic kneeiii spoi:, present the reed; 
iNow leii the scourg’d itnjsostor he shall bleed ! 

'^I'hi's giorions through the cs)iirts of heav'ii, the source 
f>f life anci (Jeatii ete rnal ?)eiuis fli.s course; 
lioud IhniHiers round HimVo!!, and lightnings play; 

angeiic liost is rang’tl in bright array : 24G 

Some tcu( h die string, some strike the soiuidiugnaliell, 
And n.'iiigling voice's in rich concert swell ; 

\ dices seraphic: f.'icss’d with such a strain, 

Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 25(1 

’^rrinnijshant King of giory! Soul of bliss! 

NViiat a stupendous turn of fate is this? 

< ) ! whither art Tlion rais'd above llie scorn 
Ami indigence of him in IJcthlc’m born; 

A needless, hel[)less, unaccounted guest, 255 

And but a second to the bvldcr’d beast? 

How' chang’d from him who meekly jwoslrate laid, 

V oiu'hsaf'd t<.) wash the feel himself had made ! 

I’roin him who was betray’d, forsook, deuy’d, 

AVept, languish’d, pray’d, bled, thirsted, groan’d, &,dy'<l! 
Hung, picrc‘<l and bare, insulted by the foe, , 2G1 

y\ll lieav’n in tears above, oartli unconcern ’<l below! 

And was’t enough to bid the sun retire! 

Why did not Nature at Thy groan expire? 
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1 see, 1 liear, I feel, the pangs divine ; 265 

The world is vanish’d, I am wholly thine. 

Mistaken, Caiaphas! ah! which blasphcniM, 

Thou or thy pris’nor? Which shall be condemn’d? 
Well inighl’st thou rend thy garments, well exclaim; 
Deep are the horrors of eternal Hame ! 270 

But God is good ! ’Tis wondrous all! ev’n ile ' . 
Thou gav’st to death, shame, torture, dy’d for thecy' 
Now the descending triumph stops its flight. 

From earth full twice a planetary height ; 

There all the clouds, condens’o, two columns raise, 
Distinct with orient veins and golden blaze : 276 

One fix’d on earth, and one in sea, and round 
Its ample foot the swellir.g billows sound. 

These an immeasurable arch support, 

The grand tribunal of this awful court; 280 

Sheets of bright azure, from the purest sky, [lly. 
Stream from the crystal arch, and round the columns 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the basis lies, 

Ami on the point of his own arrow dies. 

IJeri' high enthron’d th’ eternal Judge is ]>Iac’d, ?85 
Wit's ;sil tiie grandeur of His (iodliead gnre’d; 

.Stars o!i iiis robes in h(*auteous order im.'et, 

And tiie sun hums beneath His awful fe*;t. 

Now' ail archangel, itniiuenlly briglil, 

, t-’roui ofi'his .silviM' statf, of wondrous height, 200 
Unfurls the Christian flag, wliifrh waving flies, 

And shuts ami opens more than half the skies: 

’riic cross so sli’ong a red, it sheds a stain 
Where’er it floats, on earth, and air, and main; 
Flushes tlic hill, and sets on tiro the wood, 295 

And turns the deep-dy’d oCeun into blood. 

Oh formidabre glory ! dreadful bright! 

Uefidgeut torture to the guilty sight. 

All turn, .unwary Muse! nor dari! reveal 
W hat horrid thoughts w'ith tiie polluted dwell. 300 
,Say not, (to make the sun shrink in his beam) 

Dare pot aUirin, they wish it ail a dream ; 

Wish or their souls may with their limbs decay, 

Or God be spoil'd of His eternal sw'ay ; 
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<) Thou! whose halunce does the monntaius weigh- 

JBttt rather, if thou kiiow'f^t Uio uicaiis, unfold 305 
How they witli tnnisport riii 2 ,iit tlie scene behold. 

Ah, how! but by rejicutance, by a mind 
Quick, and severe, ils own oflcnceto find<? 

By tears, and groans, and never-ceasing care. 

And all the pious violence of pray’r? 3l0 

Thus then, with fervency, till now unknown, 

I cast my heart before tli’ eternal throne; 
hi this great temple, which the skies surround 
For homage to its Lonl, a narrow bound. 

“ O'riiou ! who.se balance does the inountains weig’h, 
“ Whose will the wild uimultuouj; .seas obey, ,310 
“ Whose breath can turn tlmse wat’ry worlds to flame, 
“ That flame to lem[>est, and that tempest tame; 

“ Earth’s meanest sou, all tr/mhling, prostrate falls, 

“ And on the boundless of Thy goodness calls. 320 
“ Oh! give the winds all past oflence to sw'eep, 

“ To scatter wide, or hnry in the deep ; 

“ Thy pow’r, my weakness, may I ever see, ; 

“ And wholly tledicate my soul to 'Thee : 

“ lleign o’er luy will ; iny jiassions ebb and flow 325 
“ Thy cominand, nor human motive know'! 

“ ]f anger hoil, let anger be my praise, 

“ And sin (he graceful indignation raise: 

“ Aly love he warm to succour the distre.ss’d, - 
“ And lift the burden from the soul oppress'd.; 330 
“ Oh may my nndcM'standing ever read 
“ This glorious volume which Thy wisdom made! 

“ Who (leek.s tin* maiden Spring with flow’ry pride? 

“ Who calls forth Summer, like a sparkling hride? 

“ Who joys the mother Autumn’s bed to crown? 330 
“ Ami bills old Winter lay her Itoiiuuis tlown? 

“ iS'ol the great Ottoman, or greater C/ar, 

“ Not ]Mirope’s arliitress of pea<;e aiid* war. 

“ Alay sea, and land, e.nd earth, iiml heav’u, be join’d, 
“ To bring th’ eternal Anther to my mind ! . 340 

“ When oeraiis roar, or awful thuiultTs roll, 

“ Alay thoughts of Thy dread veng’ancesliakeaiiysoul; 
“ When earth's m bloom, or planets proudly shpie, 

** Adoiv, my lit art! the Alajesty Divine. 
i2. ' 
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Call on our minds^ and raise them to the skies. 

■ " f 

“ Through cv’ry scene of life, or peace, or war, 345 
“ Plenty, or want. Thy glory be iiiy care!, 

“ Shine we in arms? Or sing beneath our vine? 

“ Thine is Jhe vintage, and the conquest '^^riuue: 

“ I'hy pleasure points the .shaft, and bends the bow, 

“ The cluster blasts, or bids it brightly glow ; 350 

’Tis Thou that leadst our pow’rful armies forth, 

“ And gives great Anne Thy sceptre o’er the north. 

“ Grant I may ever, at the morning ray, 

“ Open with pray’r the consecrated day ; 

“ Tunc Thy great praise, and bid my soul arise, 355 
“ And Avith the morning sun j'seend the skies: 

“ As that advances, let my zeal improve, 

“ And glow with ardour of consummate love ; 

“ Nor cease at eve, but with the setting sun 
“ My endle.ss worship shall be still begun. 300 

“ And, oh ! ])ermit the gloom of solemn night 
“ To sacred thought may forcibly invite. 

“ When this world’s shut, and awful plamds rise, 

“ Call on our minds, and i-aise them to the skies; 

“ Compose our souls with a less dazzling sight, 365 
“ And shew all Nature in a milder light; 

“ How ev’ry boist.’rous thought in calm subsides ! 

“ Hew the smooth spirit into goodness glides ! 

“ O how divine! to tread the milky Avay, 

“ To the bright palace of the Lord of tlay; 370 

“ His court admire, or for his favour sue, 

“ Or leagues of friendship Avilh his saints renew ; 

“ Pleas’d to look doAvn, and see the world asleep ; 

“ While I long vigils to its Pounder keep! 

“ Canst thon not shake the centre? Oh, control,' 

“ Subdue by force the rebel in my soul. 375 

“ Thou Avho canst still tho raging of the flood, 

“ Kestrain the various luinults of my blood; 

“ Teach me, with equal lirmne.ss, to sustain 
“ Alluring pleasure, and a.ssaulting pain. 

O may I jiant for tlnje in each desire! 360 

“ And with iJlrong faith foment the holy lire! 

“ Stretch out, my soul, in hope, and grasp the prize 
“ Which in eternity’s deep bosom lies! 
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Ten thousand irutnpets now at once advance. 


“ At the great day of recoin pence liehohl, 

** Devoid of fear, the fatal liook unfold ! 

“ Then wafted upward to tlio hlissfni seat, 

“ From age to age my grateful song repeat; 

“ My light, my life, luy Goo, my Saviour, see, 
“ And rival angels in the praise of Thee.” 
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The book imfoldiiig, the resplendent scat 
Of saints and angels, the treinendous fate 
Of guilty souls, the gloomy il-ahns of-woc. 

And all the horrors of tlie world below, 

I next presume to sing. What yet remains 5 

Demands my last, but most exalted, strains; 

And let the Muse or now aflect the sky. 

Or in inglorious shades for ever lie. 

She kindles; she’s inllam'd, so near the goal ; 

She mounts ; she gains upon the starry pole ; 10 

The worhl grows less as she pursues her flight, 

And the sun darkens to her distant sight. 

Hcav’n op’ning, all its sacred p<»mp displays, 

And ov('rwhelms her with the rushing blaze 1 

The triumpli rings ! archangels shout around ! liJ" 

And echoing Nature lengthens out the sound ! 

'I’eu thousand trumpets now at once advance ; 

Now deepest silence lulls the vast expanse: 

So deep the silence, and so strong the blast. 

As Nature dy’d, when slur hatl groan'd her last. 20 
Nor man nor angel moves; ‘the .fudge .on high 
Looks round, and w'ith his glory fills the sky ; 

Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, 

M'hich high to view supporting seraphs raise*; 

In solemn form the rituals are prepar'd, , 25 

The seal is broken, and a groan is heard. 

And thou, my soul! (oh, fall to sudden pray’r. 

And let the thought sink deep !) shalt thou be tliere ? 
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W l>;u iiiQi’c lii;ui ik'uili iu uv’n taco aw*! uiUn? 

8ee ou the; left (for by the ,«roat comuiunil 
The thsoiig elivided fulhs on either hand) , 30 

How weak, how pale, how iuiggard, Iiow oUsccne, 

\V I'.at inore,t!iaii death in evVy face and iniesj? 

With what distress, and p;!arin.i^ai of aiiVigh.t, 

They shock the heart, and turn away tiie sight? 

In gloomy orbs their trembling eye !»aiL s 11, 35 

Ami tell the horrid secrets of the soul. 

Each gesture mourns, i.'ach look is black with care. 
And ev’ry groan i.s load(;d with <lespair. 

Jleader ! if guilty, spare the Muse, and lind 
A truer image pictur’d in thy Aiiml. 40 

►Sliould.st thou behold thy brother, father, wife. 

Ami all the soft companions t>f thy life. 

Whose blended ud’iv.ds^jViverrd at one aim, 

W iu)se snixM dosir.'s s' .ot up om* common ilame, 
S)i\i<h''d far, tliy wri t' hod seii alotu; 45 

on the left of :d! uhoen iSiOu hast known, 
how wonld it woioul : XVliut mi!!i«)ns wonldst lliougive 
Tor on(3 more trial, one day more to live ? 

Filing hack iu time an hour, a momenrs .space, 

I'o grasp w ith cagorui ss tin; means of grace, • 50 
Coiitemi for mercy with a jiious rage, 

And /Ml that moment to red«;em an age? 
f>nyc hark the tide, suspend a storm in air, 

Airiist the snn, but still of this de,s[)aii’. 

fv'lark, ou tin; rig'd, bow auiiabie a grace! 55 

Their Marker's iiiiage fresh in ev’ry face! 

W hat purple bloom r.iy ravish’d soul ailmiros, 

And their eyes sparkling with immortal fires! 
’^rriumph-aut beauty ! ebanns ileal rise above 
'rhis world, ami iu biess’d angels kiudle love! GO 
'I'o the great Judge with iioly pride they turn. 

Am! dare behold th’ Almighty’s anger burn ; 

It.s dash sustain, against its terror 1 - 0 . 0 , 

And on the tiread tribmia! fix thesr eyes. 

Are ibose the forms that moulder’d in the dust? G5 
Oh the trgnsex.-nding glory of the just! 

Tot stihi some thin remains of fear and doubt 
Th" infected bj-ightuess of their joy pollulti* 
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the oliaste bride^rooni, whon the priest draws 
Ijel'.olds his*l)lcssing witli a hv.m'olin«- eye, [nigh. 
Feels tioiibtful pas'-iens throb in cv’ry vein, 71 

And in ins cheeks are mingled joy and pam; 
j/cst stiil some intervening chance shovdd vise, 

Feap forth at once, ami snatch tiic golden prize, 
Infiaine his woe, by bringing it so late, 75 

And stab 4iini in the crihis of his fate. 

.Since Adam’s family, from first to last, 
j\o\v into one distinct snrv<-y is <;asf, 
i .o(;:; ioiind, ain-gloritms Muse! and you whoe’er 
f)<'vot(' yourselves to Fame, ami think her fair, 00 
Lo!»k round, and seek the lights of human race*, 

'■Viiose .sliinuig acts Time’s biightf;st annals grace! 
Wlio founded sects, crowns fwiiquer’d- or resign'd; 
<i:r>e iiatnes to nations, or fam’d empires join’ll ; 

V’lio rais'd tlse vale, and laid the mountain low, 05 
And taught ohedieut rivers where to flow ; 

'iViio witli vast fleets, as with a mighty cliain, 

F'ould bind the madnc.ss of the roaring inain ; 

-All lo.st ? all iindistingni.siri! ? no wlicrc Ibuin! ? 
ilojv will fhis truth in Jiourbou’s palace sound? 90 

'That isuur, on which th’ Almighty King on hisdi, 
I'ioni all eternity, lias fix’d his eye, 

U iielln?r his right hand favour'd or annoy'd, 

Foul inn’ll, alter’d, threaten’d, or destroy’d ; 

Southern or eastern sceyitre downward huiTd, 95" 
< hi\ (; north or west dominion o’er the world ; 

'The point of time, for which the world w'as built, < 
h'or which the blood of God himself was spilt, J 
'riiat dreadful monieiit is arriv’d. 

Aloft, the seats of bliss th'eir pomp display, 100 
Ihighter than brightness thi.s distinguish’d day: 

Les.s glorious when of old th’ eternal Son 
!'’rom realms of night return’d w ith trophies vrou; 
Tlirongh hcav’n’s high gat.e.s when he trinipphaut rode. 
And slnmting angels hail’d the victor God. 105 

Horrors hciieath, darkues.s in darkness, hell • 

Of hell, where torineuls behind toiiiients dwell j 



B42 


THE LAST DAY. 


[book 


Proceed who dares ! — I tremble as 1 write. 

A furnace formidable, deep and M’ide, 

O’erboiliug with a mad sulphureous tide. 

Expands its jaws, most dreadful to survey, 110 

And roars outrageous for the <}e,stin’d prey: 

T’he sons of light, scarce miappall’d, look down. 

And nearer press Ueav’n’s everlasting throne. 

Such is the scene, and one short moment’s space 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 115 
Proceed who dares! — 1 tremble as I write; 

The whole creation swims before my sight: 

I see, 1 see the Judge’s frownjpg brow; 

Say not ’tis distant; 1 behold it now: 

I faint, my tardy blood forgets to How, 120 

My soul recoils at the s'*upeiulous woe; 

That woe, those pangs, A» hieh frotn tiie guilty breast 
In these, or words like these, shall be exprest: 

“ Who burst the barriers ot my peaceful grave? 

“ Ah! cruel Death, that would no longer save, 125 
“ But grudg’d me e’en that narrow dark abode, 

“ And cast me out into the wrath of (iod ; 

“ Where shrieks, the roaring tlame, the rattling chain, 
“ And all the dreadful elocpienee of pain, 

“ Our only song; black lire’s malignant light, 130 
“ J’he sole refreslunent of the blasted sight. 

“ Must all those j)0w'rs Jleav’n gave me to supply 
“ My soul with pleasiin*, and bring in my joy, 

Jiise. up in arms against me, join the foe, 

“ Sense, reason, memory, increase my woe? 135 

‘‘ And shall my voice, onlain’d on hymns to dwell, 
f C’orrnpt to groan.s, and blow the fires of hell? 

T Oh! must] look with terror on my gain. 

And, with exi'stenee, only measure pain? 

“ What! no reprieve, no least indulgence giv’n, 140 
“ Alo beam of hope, Irom any point of Hoav’n! 

“ Ah Mercy! Mercy! art thoii de.ad above? 

“ Is liovti extinguish’d in the source of love? 
f “ Bold thaj 1 am, did Heav’u stoop down to hell? 
Th’ ejtpiring Lord of life my ransom seal? 145 
“ IJakl not been industrious to provoke? 

Eroiii Jtis embraces obstinately broke? 
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Pain is for man ; and, oh ! how vast a pain, ^ 

“ Pursu’d and panted for his mortal hate; \ 

“ Earn’d my destruction, labour’d out my fateP^i 
“ And dare I on extinguish’d love exclaim? 150 

“ Take, take fidl veng’aiice, rouse the slack*iuug flame; 
“ Just is my lot — but, oli ! must it transcend 
“ The reach of time, <lespair a distant end ? 

“ With dreadful growth, shoot forward, and arise, 

“ WhQi’e tiiought can’t follow, and bold fancy dies. 155 
“ Never! Where falls the soul at that dread sound? 
“ Down an abyss how dark, and how profound ! 

“ Down, down, (1 still am falling, horrid pain !) 

“ Ten thousand thousand fathoms still remain ; ; 

“ My plunge but still begun — and this for sin? 160 
“ Could I oft’end if I had nevar been, 

“ But still increas’d the senstfless happy mass, 

“ Plow’d in the stream, or shiver’d in the grass ? 

“ Pathcr of mercies! why froin silent earth 
“ Didst thou awake, and curse me into birth? 105 
“ J’ear me from quiet, ravish me from night, 

“ And make a thankless present of thy light? 

“ Push iuto being a reverse of thee, 

“ i\»d animate a clod with misery? 16.9 

“ The beasts are happy ! they come forth, and keep 
“ Short watch on eartli, and then lie down to sleep : 

“ Pain is for man; and, oh! bow vast a pain 
“ For crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in vain? 
“ Annuird his groans, as far as in them lay, ‘ 

“ And flung his agonies and death away? 175 

“ As our dire punishiueut for ever strong, 

“ Our constitution too, for ever young. 

“ Curst with returns of vigour, still the same, 

“ Pow’rfiil to bear, and satisfy the flame; 

“ Still to be cauglit, and still to be jjursu’d! . 180 
“ To perish still, and still to be renew’d! 

“ Aud this, my help! my Goi) ! at thy decree ? 

“ Nature is (;haug'd, and hell should succour me. 

“ And canst thou, then, look down from perfect bliss, 
“ And sec me plunging in the dark abyss? 180 

“ Calling thee Father in a sea of fire? ' \ 'I 
“ Or pouring blasphemies at thy desire? I 
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^ Rollins in voiig’Hnce, straggling wirh his chain. 

“ AVith mortals’ aiiguisb, wilt tljou raise tliy name, 

“ Anti, by my pangs, Onniipotence proclaim ? 

“Thou whocanst toss the planets to anti fro, 190 
“ Contract^uot tlij' great vong’ance to my woe : 

“ Crush worlds ; in hotter flames fall’a angels lay ; 

“ On me almighty wrath is cast away. 

“ Call back thy thimdcrs. Lord ! hold in thy rage, 

“ Nor with a speck of wretchedness engage: i 195 
“ I’orget me tpiite, nor stoop a worm to blame, 

“ But lose me in the greatness of iliy name. 

“ Thou art all love, all mercy, all divine, 

“ And shall I make those glories cease to shine? 

“ Shall sinful man grow great by liis t)fl<?nce, 200 
“ And from its course >lnrn back Omnipotence ? 

“ Forbid it! and oh!\rant, great Coo! at least 
“ This one, this slender, almost no recpiest ; 

“ When I have wept a thousand lives away, 

“ AVhen lornieut is grown weary of its ju'ey, 205 
“ AVhen I have rav’d ten thousand years in lire, 

“ Ten thousand thousands, let me tlu.'n (expire.” 

Deep anguish! but too late; the hopeless soul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, . 

Though loth, and ever lomi blaspheming, owns 210 
He’s jiKstly doom’d, to pour eternal groans; 

End os’d with horrors, and translix’<l with pain. 
Rolling in veng’ance, struggling with his chain; 

To talk to liery tempests, to implore 

The raging flame to give its burnings o’er ; ^ 215 

To toss, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, ■; 

And bear the weight of an ofleuded God. 

The favour’d of their Judge in triumph move. 

To take possession of their thrones above ; 

Satan’s accurst desertion 'to supply, 220 

And fill the vacant stations of the sky; 

Again to kindle long extinguish’d rays. 

And with new lights dilate the heav’niy blaze ; 

To crop the, roses of immortal youth, 

And jlKnk the fountain head of sacred truth ; 225 

To stvim in seas of bliss, to strike the string. 

And lift the voice to their Almighty King ; 
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Citien aiul deserts in one ruin bli nd. 

To lose'etcruity in grateful lays, 

And fill lieav’n’s wide circiiinfereiice with praise. 

But I attempt the wondrous height in main, 230 
And leave untinisird tfic too lofty strain : * 

What boldly 1 begin let others end ; 

My strength exhausted, fainting 1 descend, 

And chopse a less, but no ignoble theme. 

Dissolving elements, and worlds in Hame. 235 

The fatal period, the great hour, is come. 

And Nature shrinks at her approaching doom : 

Loud peals of thnndei^ivc tlie ^ign, and all 
Heav’n’s terrors in array surround the ball ; 

Sliarp lightnings with the meteors’ blaze conspire, 240 
And darted downward, set me world, on lii'e: 

Black rising clouds the tliickini'il ether choki!. 

And spiry Hames dart through the rolling smoke. 

With ki-en vibrations cut the sullen night. 

Anti strike the darken’tl sky with dreadful light! 245 
From heav’n's four regions, with immortal force, 
Angeks drive on the wind’s iinpetiious course, 

T’ enrage the dame; it spreails, it soars on high, 
Svtells in the storm, and billows through the sky: 
Here winding pyrainiils of lire ascend, * 250 

Cities and tleserts in one. ruin blend ; 

H ere blazing volumes, wafteil, overwhelm 
The spacious face of a far distant realm ; 

There, undermin’d, down rush eternal hills. 

The neighb’ring vales the vast destruction Jills. 255 
Hear'st thou that dreadful crack? that sound which 
Like peals of thunder, ami the eoulre shook? [broke 
W hell Monclcrw must tliat ^roau of iNalure tell ? 
Olympus tlitTC% and miglitivr Atlas, fell ; 

VVineli seem'd above the rcaeli of fatelo stand, " 260 
A towriiii;' inouument of Goo's hand; 

IVow <lust and smoke, whose brow so lately spread 
0’<?r shelter'd conntriifs its diflusive shatle. 

Shew m(‘ that celebrated spot, where all 

various rulers of thv* sever’d hall ^ 265 

Have humbly son;;hl wealth, honour, and redress; 
"i'hat lajid Avbif'h l!L‘:t\*n seem’d diligent to bless, 

12 . :T 
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The sun, the moon, the stars, all melt away. 

Once call’d Britannia : can her glories end? 

And can't surrounding seas her realms defend ? 

Alas.' in dailies behold surronuding seas! 270 

Like oil, their waters but augment the blaze. 

Some angel say, Where ran proud Asia’s bound ? 
Or where with fruits was fair Eiiropa crown’d ? 
Where stretcli’d waste Lybia? Where did India’s store 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore? 275 

Each lost in each, their mingling kingdoms glow. 

And all dissolv’d, one fiery deluge flow: 

Thus earth’s contending monar jhics are join’d. 

And a full period of ambition lind. 

Ami now whate’er or swims, or walks, or flics, 280 
Inhabitants of sea, or eaiVh, or skies : 

All on whom Adam’s wistlom lix’d a name. 

All plunge, and jierish in the eomju’ring flame. 

This globe alone would but defraud the fut?, 

Starve its devouring rage; the flakes aspire, 286 
And catch the clovuls, and make theheav’ns their prey; 
The sun, the moon, the stars, all melt away ; 

All, all is lost ; no monument, no sign, 

Where once so proudly blaz’d the gay machine. 

»So bubbles on the foaming stream expire, 200 

•So sparks that scatter froni the kindling fire: 

’.riie devastations of one ilreadful hour 

great Creator’s six days work devour. 

A mighty, mighty ruin! yet one soul 

lias more to boast, and far outweighs the whole; 295 

Exalted in superior excellence. 

Casts donn to notliiiig such a vast ex{)enco. 

Have you not seen th’ eternal mountains nod. 

An earth dissolving, a descending (loo? 

What strange surprizes through all jNatnrc ran? 300 
For whom these revolniions, lint for man'? 

I’Or hiin, Omniputiaice new incesnres takes; 
i’or hiij!, fiiroagh all eternity awakes; 

Ponrs on i.im'gii’ts sntfieient to supply 
Heav’i^s loss. ;ui(l with (Vi'sh glories fill the sky. 305 
Think (iee[:iy tin n, (> man, how great thou art: 

Pay thyseli iKmcuge v^itil a treiidtling heart; 
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And brighter sun beyond the bounds of time. 

What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 

Slighting ftiyself, affront not God’s respect. 

Enter the sacred temple of thy breast, » 310 

And gaze and wonder there, a ravish’d gntst ; 

Gaze on those hidden treasures thou shalt find ; 
Wander through all the glories of thy mind. 

Of perfe 9 t knowledge, sec, the dawning light 
Foretels a noon most exquisitely bright! 315 

Here, springs of endless joy are breaking forth ! 

There, buds the promise of celestial worth ! 

W’orlh which mustrip'yi in a happier clime. 

And brighter sun, beyond the bounds of time. ' 

Thou, Minor, canst not guess thy vast estate, 320 
What stores, on foreign coasp, thy landing wait : 

Lose not thy tdaini, let virtue’s path be trod ; 

Thus glad all heav'n, and jdease that bounteous God, 
Win), to light thee to pleasures, hung on high 
Yon radiant orb, [)roud regent of the sky : 

That service done, its beams shall fade away, 

And God shine forth in one eternal day. 327 
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VERSES TO THE AUTHOR. 

let the Atheist treiuhle, thon oloiie 
Canst bill his conscious heart the ( Jodheail own. 
\Vhom slialt thou not reform ? <) thou hast s(;eu 
How God descends to judije the souls of nieu. 

Thou heard’st the senteneii how the s>'ilty mourn, 5 
Hrii ’ii out from (iod, and uc'ver to return. 

Yet more, behold ten thousand thiuulers fall. 

And sudden vengeance wrap t!ie flaming ball. 

When Nature sunk, Avhen ov’ry bolt was hurl’d, 

Tliou saAv’st the boundh^ ruins of the world. 10 
When guilty S.odom feP," the burning rain. 

And suljdmr fell on the devoted plain, 

'I'he Patriarch thus the* tiery lenij)cst past, 

With pious horror view’d the desert waste ; 

Tlio restless smoke still wav’d its curls around, 15 
l'’or ever rising from the glowing ground. 

But tell me, oh! what hcav'iily pleasure, toll, 

To thiidi so greatly, and describe so well! 

Jlow wastthou pleas'll the wondrous thi'ine to try. 
And find the thought of man could rise so high? 20 
Beyond this world the labour to pursue, 

And open all cti'rnity to view? 

. But thou art best delighted to rehearse 
Heaven’s holy dictates in exalted verse. 

(> thon hast power the harden'd heart to warm, *2o 
’I’o grieve, to raise, to terrify, to charm; 

To tix the soul on God; to teach the mind 
'fo know the dignity of humankind ; 

By stricter rules well govern’d life to scan, 
AmPpractise o’dr the angel in the man. 30 
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TlIRfCK happy .Ton long liv’d in regal state, 
or saw the sumptuous East.a Prince .so great ; 
Wliose worldly stores in sucp ahundance flow’d, 
AVliose heart with such exalted virtue glow’d. 

At length misfortunes take their turn to reign, 5 
And ills on ills succeed; a dreadful train! 

What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 

’I'lu' sword wide wasting, the reproachful tongue, 

/\nd spottetl plagues, that mark’d his limbs all o’er 
No.lliick vvith pains, they wanted room f<»r more? 10 
A change so sad what mortal heart could bear ? 
Mvhansted woe had left him nought to fear; • 

But gave him all to grief. Low earth lie prest, 

\\ {‘|)t in the dust, and sorely smote Ids Vn’east. 

Jlis friends aronnd the tleep aflliction mourn’d, 

I'ell all his pangs, and groan for groan return’d; 

In anguish of their hearts their uianties rent. 

And s);v’u hnig da^'s iji solemn silence spent; 

A debt of rev’rcnco to dislrijss so gnjat! 

'I'lien Job contain’d no more; but ciu's'd his ftile. 20 
llis «lav of birth, its inauspicious light, 
wishes sunk in shadts of cmlh.ss fdglit, 

Ami blotted from tin: year; nor h'ars to crave 
.Death, instant deatli : impatient for the graw, 

'I'liat seat of peace, that mansion of repose, 2*> 

Whore rest aiul mortals are no longer foes ; 

Where eoimsellors are hush’d, and mighty kiii;^ 

(O happy turn !) no more are w retched things. 
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^ A Ureadful voice, jiud thus th’ Almiglity spoke. 

His words were daring, and displeas’d his' friends ; 
His conduct they reprove, and he defends; 30 

And now they kindled into warm debate. 

And sentiplents oppos’d with ecjual heat; 

Fixt in opinion, botli refuse to yield. 

And summon all their reason to the field : 

So high, at length, their arguments were wrought, 35 
They reach’d the last extent of human thought : 

A pause ensu’d. — When, lof Heav’n interpos’d. 

And awfully the long contention clos’d. 

Full o’er their heads, with terrible surprise,, 

A sudden whirlwind' blacken’d all the skies: 40 

(They saw, and trembletl !) J’rom the darkness broke 
A dreadful voice, and tEhis th’ Almighty spoke. 

Who gives his' tongue a loose so bohl and vain. 
Censures my conducl, and reproves my reign? 

Lifts up his thought against me from the dust, 45 
And tells the world’s Creator what is just? 

Of late so brave, now lift a daunt, less eye, 

Face my demand, aiul give it a reply : 

Where tiidst thou dwell at Nature's early birth? 

W'ho laid foundations for the spacious Earth f 50 
Who on the surface did extend the line, 

Its form determine, and its bulk confine? 

Who fix'd the corner-stone? What hand, declare, 
Hung it on nought, and fasten’d it in air ; 

‘^.Vhen the bright morning stars in concci’t sung, 55 
When heav’ii’s high arch with loud Hosannas rung ; 
When shouting sons of God the triumph crown’d, 

And the wide concave thunder’d with the sound? 
Farth’s num’rous kingdmus, hast thou view’d them all ? 
And can thy span of kuowl.edge grasp the ball ? 60 

Who Jieav’d the jnouulain, which sublimely stands. 
And casts its shadow into distant lands? 

Who, stretching forth his sceptre o’er the deep, 

Can that Wild world in due subjection keep? 

I broke the globe, I scoop’d its hollow’d side, 65 
And did' a bason for the Hoods provide; 

1 chaiv^ them with my w'ord ; the boiling sea, 

Work’d up in tenpests, hears my great decree ; 
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“ Thus far thy floating tide shall be convey’d ; 

“ And here,* O main, be thy proud billows stay’d.” 

Hast thou explor’d the secrets of the deep, 71 

Where, shut from use, imnmnber’d Ireasuros sleep; 
Where, down a thousand fathoms from the day, 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the sea? 

Those gloomy paths <lid thy bold foot e’er tread, 75 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o’er thy head ? 

Math the cleft centre open’tl wiile to thee? 

Death’s inmost chambers <lidst thou ever see ? 

E’er knock at his tremfindons gate, and w ade 
To the black portal ibrongli th’ ilicmnbeut shade? 80 
Deep are those shades; but shades still deeper hide 
My counsels from the ken of’iunnan pride. 

Where dwells the light? lli what refulgent dome? 
And wlu;re has darkness made her dismal home? 
Thou know’sl, no doubt, since thy largo heart is fraught 
With ri})en’d wisdom, through long ages brought, 80 
Since Nature was cajl’d forth wIkmi thou wast by. 

And into being rose beneath thine (;ye! 

Arc nusts begotten? Who their father knew? 

From whom descend the pearly drops of dew? i>0 
To bind the stream by night, what hand can boast. 

Or whiten morning with the hoary 

Whose pow’rful breath, from northern regions blown, 

’I'ouches the sea, and turns it into stone? 

A sudden desert spi'('ads o’er realms defac'd, bo 

And lays one half of the enration waste? 

I'hoji know’st me not; thy blindness cannot see 
How vast a distance parts thy t ied from thee. 

Canst thou in whirlwinds mount aloft? Canst thon' 

In clouds and darkness wrap ihy awful brow ? tOt) 
And, when day triuiiiphs in meridian light, 

Put forth thy hand, and slnule the world wiih nieht? 

Who launch’d tlm clouds in air, and bid them roll 
Suspended seas aloft, from pole to pole? 

Who can refresh the buruiiig sainly plain, ^ ltr> 
And quench the summer with a waste of rain'? 

Who in rough deserts, far from human toil, 

Made rocks bring Ibrtb, and ilestdation smik'? 
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Who taught the rapid winds to fly so fast? 


There blooms the rose, where human faee_ne*er shone, 
And spreads its beauties to the sun alone. HO 

To check the show’r, who lifts his hand on high, 
And shuts the sluices of th’ exhausted sky. 

When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins. 

Her naked mountains, and her russet )))ains ; 

But, new in life, a cheerful prospect yields , 1 15 

Of shining rivers, and of verdant jjelds ; 

When groves and forests lavish all their hloom, 

And earth and heav’n are fdl’d with ri(.‘h perfume? 

Hast thou e’er scal’d my wjhtry skies, and seen 
Of hail and stioivs my northern magazine? 120 

These the dread treasures of mine anger are, 

My fund of vengeance i}i,r the day of war, 

When clouds rain death, and storms, at iny eoininaiid, 
Rage through tlie world, or waste a guilty land. 

WJjo taiiglit the rapid n'imh to fly so fast, 125 
Or siiakes the centn; with his eastern blast? 

Who from the skies can a whole deluge pour? 

Who strikes tlirough nature with the sulenin roar 
Of dreadful thunder, points it w here to fall, 

And in Hevim lightning' wraps the flying ball? l.'JO 
J\ot he who treml>lcs at the darted tires, 
h’ails at the sound, and in the flash expires. 

Wlio drew the comet out to such a size, 

^And pour’tl his flaming' train o’er half the skies? 
l)id thy resentment hang him out? Hoes h»: 1.‘15 

dare on the nations, and denounce, from thee? 

Who on low earth can mo<lerate the rein 
'"J'hat guides the slurs along th’ ethereal plain? 
Appoint their seasons, and direct their course, 

’riieir lustre brighten, and supply their force? 1-1(1 
Caiifjt tliou the skies’ benevohaice restrain, 

And cause tiie Pleiades to shine in vain? 

Or, w'heij Orion sparkles from bis splicre. 

Thaw Ihe cold season, and unbind the year? 

Bid Alazzarolh his tiestiii’d station know, 145 

And trach the bright Arcturus where to glow? 

Mine is the night, with all her stars ; 1 pour 
Myriads, and myriads 1 reserve in store. 



S53 


THK BOOK OF JOB.| 

Ami thou tInuidtT with n voire like mine? 

l><>sttjl«ou pronounce when; djiy-light slnill he born, 
And draw the purple curtains of the morn ; loO 

Awake the sun, ami bid him come away. 

And si'lad ihy worUI wish Ids obsetjuiuus :*ay ? 

Jlast Ihon, enthron'd in (lannm>; i;!or\, driv’n 
'rriiini|:hant round the spacious rinij of heav’n? 

That pomp of li“ht, what liami so far ilisplays, 155 
Tliat disbmt earth lies baskini;' in tlie blaze? 

\V!io tlid the soul with Ina' rich powVs invest. 

And light np reason in the human breast? 

To shine, witli fresh iivjreas(‘ {)f lustre, bright, 

When stars and sun are set in emlless night? 1(30 
IVt liiese my various (jocstions make r<;ply. 

'I'h' Alndghly spoke; and, Sj^-aking. sbo«)k the sky. 

V\ liat then, Chaldwau sire) was thy. snrprisid 
Thus (lion, with trembling heart, and downcast eyes : 

“ ((licc' and again, which J in groans deplori', 1(35 
“ ,My tongiK' has err'il; but shall presume no more. 

:M v voice is in cbTiial siletu'e bomn!, 

“ And all my soul fillls |>a»strate tt> the ground.” 

lie ceas’d: When, lo! again tb’ Aindgiitv sjioke; 
TUv same dread voice from the black whirlwind iiroke. 

(dll that arm ineasiire with an arm ilivine? 171 
And caiisl thon tlinnder with a voit'c like miin.*? 

Or in the iiollow of iby hand contain 

'^rhe bulk of waters, the vviilc-sprcadiiig main, 

\\ hen, mad witli tein()ests, all the billows rise 1*? 
In all their rage, and dash the ilistaiil skies? 

(,’oine forth, in beauty’s excellence array’d; 

And be the grandeur of thy pow’r display’d; 
i^nt on omnipotence, and frowning make 
The spacious round of the creation .sliakc; 180 

Dispatch tliy vengeance, bid it overthrow 
Triumpiiant vice, lay lofty' tyrants low, *** 

And cruinble tiiein to dn.st. WMien this is done, 

.1 grant thy safety loilg’d in thee aiom* ; 

Of thee thon art, and niay’st nmlaunti'd^ stand 185 
liehind the buckler of thine own right Ihiie.k 
Jmiid Ilian! the vision of a nionient made ! , 

Dream of a dream ! and sliadow of a sliade! 

12. )ai3 
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Who ill tho oriicl Ostrich iias subdu’d a parent's care P 

What worlds hast thou produc’d, what creatures fram’d. 
What insects cherish’d, that thy God is blani’Il ? 190 

When, pain’d with hunger, the wild ravens brood 
liOiid calls f}n God, importunate for food ; 

Wlio liears their cry, who grants their hoarse request. 
And stills the clamour of the craving nest?, 

Who in the cruel ostrich has subdu’d 195 

A parent’s care, and fond inquietude? 

While far she Hies, her scatter’d eggs are fo\ind, 
Without an owner, on the sandy ground ; 

( 'ast out on fortune, they at mercy lie, 

And borrow life from an indulgent sky; 200 

Adopted h}' the sun, in blaze of <iay, 

They ripen under his pi;olific ray. 

(Jnmiiulfid she, .timt soni'? unhappy tread 
May ernsli l)er young in their neglected bed. 

What time she* skims along tlm held uilli speed, 205 
She scorns tlie rider, and pursuing steed. 

How rich i\io peacock ! what bright glories run 
Troni plume to plume, and vary in the sun ! 

He proudly spreads them to the golden ra\, 

Gives all his colours, and adorns the day; 210 

With (conscious state the sj>a(dous round di.splays, 

And slowly moves ami<l the waving blaze. 

Who taught the hawk to find, in seu.sons wise, 
Perpetual summer, and a change of skies ? 

JWhen clouds deform the year, .she mounts the wind. 
Shoots to the south, nor fears the storm behind; 216 
The sun returning, she returms agen. 

Lives in his beams, and leaves ill day.s to men. 

Though strong the hatek, tho’ practis'd well to fly. 
An eagle drops in?r in a lower sky. 

An eagle, when, de.serting human sight, 221 

Shescibks the .sifti in her un weary ’d flight: 

Hid thy^ conmiand her yellow pinion lift 
So high ip air, and seat her on the clift, 

Where far above thy world she dwells alone, 226 
And promlly Inako.s (he strength of rocks her own ; 
Tlieii(;j^'v.itle o’er Nature takes her dread survey 
And with a glance predestinates her prey? 
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Didst thou from srrvict* the Wild- Ass discliarfjo? • 

She feasts her young- with blood, and, hov’ring- o’er 
Th’ unsladghter’d host, enjoys the promis'd gore. 230 
Know’st thou how many moons, bv me assign’d. 
Roll o’er the rnonntain goal, ami forest Inud, 

While pregnant they a mother’s loa»l snslain? 

They bend in anguish, and cast forth tlieir pain. 

Hale are their young, from human frailties freed ; 235 
Walk unsustain’d, and unassisted fec-d ; 

Tliey live at once; forsake the dam's warm side; 

Take the wide world, with Nattire for their guide ; 
Jloiind o’er the lawn, Or seek the distaiH. glade; 

And find a home in each delighl’lul shade. 240 

Will the tall ree.m, which knows no lord but me. 
Low at the crib, and ask an hhns of thee ? 
fciubmit his unworn shonlde^ to tlie yoke, 

.Break the stifl'cdod, and o'er thy furrow smoke? 

•Since great his strt'ugth, go trust him, void of cure; 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; 21(J 

Hid him bring luniie tin; seasons to thy doors-. 

And east his load among thy gather’<l stores. 

Didst thou from service the waYd-nss discharge, 

A«d break his bonds, and bid him live at large; 250 
Throngli the wide waste, his ample mansion, roam. 
And lose himself in his unbounded home? 

By Nature’s hand magnificcaitly fed. 

His meal is on the range of moniitains spread ; 

As in pure air aloft he bounds along, 2u5 

He set^s in distant smoke the <;ity throng? 

Conscious of freedom, scorns the smother’il train. 

The threat’ning driver, and the servile rein. 

Survey the warlike horse! didst thou invest 
With thunder, his robust, distended dliest? 260 

No sense of fear his daunlfoss soul alUiys ; •».. 

’Tis dreadful to behold his nostrils blaze: 

To paw the vale he proudly lakes delight. 

And triumphs in the fulness of his might: 

High-rais’d, he snuffs the battle from afar, ^ 265 

And burns to plunge amid the raging war ; • 

And mocks at death, and throws his foam arouhd, 
And in a storm of fury shakes the ground. 
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Mild is my Hehrmotli, though large his frame. 

How does In's firm, his risiii«’ heart, advance, 

ImiH on Iho braiulish’tl sword, and shaken laiicc; 27(J 
AVhile his fix’d oye-halls meet the ihi/zling shield, 
(iaze, and return tlu^ liithtuing- of the field! 

He sinks the sense of pain in gen'rous pritle, 

JN'or feels the shaft that trenihles in his side; 

lint neighs to the shrill trumpet's dreadful Mast, 275 

Till death; and when he groans, he groans his last. 

Ibit, fiercer still, the lordly Hon, stalks, 

(iriiiily majestic in his lonely walks; 

'When round he glares, all living creatures /ly; 

He clears the desert with his foiling t“ve. 280 

Say, mortal, does he rouse at thy i-ommaiid, 

Aud roar to thee, and live upon tliy hand? 

J)ostthou for him in forit'sls hend thy how. 

And to his gloomy den tin* morsel throw. 

Where, bent on death, lie hid his lawny iirood, 285 
And, coiK.'h'd in dreadful amhnsh, pant for hiood ; 

Or, stretcli'd on broken limbs, eonsmiie the day. 

In darkness wra[»t, and slumher '6'er liieir prey? 

]ly the pule moon they take their liesliii'il rouml, 

And lash their sides, and furious tear llie ui oimd. 2i)0 
Now shrieks, aud dying groans, llio deseri fdl; 

They' rage, (hey rend, their rav’noiis jav. s liistil 
ith crimson foam; and, when the han«(!iel’s o’er. 
They stride away, ami paint their sli-p:*, with gore: 

‘In flight alone the shepluTd puts his trust, 290 

Aud shudders at the talon in the dust. , 

Mild is my Behemoth, tliough large his frame; 
Smooth is his temper, aud represt his flame, 

VV'hile improvok’d. This native of the llooil 
Lifts his broad foot, aiul puts ashore for food ; 300 

Earth sinks beneath him, as he moves along 
To seek (he herbs, aud mingle with tin; throng. 

See, with what strength his harden'd loins are hound, 
All over proof, ami shut against a wouml. 

Mow like a mountain cedar moves his tail! 300 

Nor can his complicated sinews fail. 

Ibiiltihigh and wide, his sold! bones surpass 
Tile bars of steel ; his ribs are ribs of brass ; 
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Witli slc^ador hair Licviatlian command. 


Ills j)ort,inajestic, and his armed jaw, 

(iive the whie lorest, arul the mountain, law. 310 
'J'he uiounlaius feed him ; there the beasts admire 
Tile mighty stranger, and in dread retire: * . 

At h.'iigih his greatness netirer they survey, 

Graze in his shadow, ami his eye obey. 

The fens and marshes are his cool retreat, 315 

His noonlitle shelter from the burning heat; 

'i'heir seilgy bosoms his wide couch are made. 

And groves of willows give him all their shade. 

Ills eye drinks Jordan A\\i, when, tir'd with draught, 
He trusts to turn its cm’rent down his throat; 320 
1)1 lessen'd waves it creeps along the plain : 

He sinks a river, and he thirsts again. 

t to to thf ;NV/c', and, from i’ls fruitful side, 

Cast ffirth tliv line into the swu'llina; tide; 

With slender hair Lecialhan command, 326 

And sireteli hss vastness on the loaded strand. 

AVill he lieeonie thy servant? will he own 
'I'hy lordly nod, and treml.de at thy frown? 

Gr with his sfiort amuse thy leisure day, 

And, hoinid in silk, with thy soft maidens play? 330 
.Shall pompous hamjuets swell with such a prize? 
Aiul tin* hoM I journey romul his ample .size? 

(.)r the debating nierelianls shave the prey. 

Ami various liiuhs to various marts convey? 

'riirtuigh his lirm skull wliat steel its way can win? * 
Wliat Ihrecful engine can subdue his skin? 336 

3’ly far, and live; tempt not his matchless might; 

'I'he bravest shrink toeowanls in his sight; 

'^I'he rashest dare not rouse him up: who then 
.Shall turn on me, among the sons of men? 340 

Am I a debtor? Hast lluhi ever heard « 

AVhenee come the gifts which are on me conferr’d? 

My lavish fruit a tlionsand valleys tills, 

And mine the henis tiial graze a thousand hiHs; 
Earth, sea, and air, alt nature is niy own • 345 

And stars and sum are dust beneath my throile. 

And dav'stthou with the world's great Eatlior vie, 
'J’hou, who dost treinhio at my creature's eye? 
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» As steel his ner^*cs, as adamant liis heart. 

At full iny huge JLematkan shall rise, « 34S 

Boast all his strength, and sjjreail his wondVous size. 
Who, great in arrus, e’er stripp’d !iis shining mail, 

Or erown’tl'his triumph with a single seale? 

Whose heart stistaiiis him to draw near? Behold, 
Destruction yawns: his spacious jaws unfold. 

And, inarshall’d rotnid the wide expanse, disclose 355 
Teeth edg’d with deatli, and crowding rows on rows ; 
What hideous fangs on either side arise! 

And what a deep ahyss between them lies! 

Mete with tliy lance, and with thy phnnhet sound, 
The one how long, flie other how })rofonud. 360 
llis hulk is charg’d witl> such a furious soul. 

That clouds of smoke it om his spread nostrils roll. 
As from a furnace; and, when rous’d his ire. 

Fate issues from his jaws in streams of tire. 

The rage of tempests, and the roar of seas, 363 

Thy terror, this thy. great superior please; 

Strength on his ample shoulder , sits in state ; 

His Avell-join’d limbs are dreadfully complete; 

His Hakes of solid flesh are slow to part ; 

As steel his nerves, as adamant his heart. '‘37C 

Wlien, late-awak'd, he rears liim from tlie floods. 
And. stretching forth his stature to the clouds. 
Writhes iii the sun aloft his scaly height, 

^jAnd strikes the distant hills with transient light. 

Far round are fatal damps of terror spread, 373 

The mighty fear, nor blush to own their dread. 

Large is his front ; and, when his buriiisli’d eyes 
Lift their broad lids, the morning seems to rise. 

In vain may Death in various shapes invade. 

The swift-wing’d arrow, the tlescending blade ; 38( 

Hit*-naked breast their impotence defies; 

The dart rebounds, the brittle fanlchion flies. 

Shut in himself, the war without he hears. 

Safe in *the tempest of their rattling spears ; 

The cinnbet’d strand their wasted vollies strow; 38i 
His sport, the rage and labour of the foe. 

His pastimes like a caldron boil the flood 
And blacken ocean with the rising mud ; 
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Thou canst accomplish all things Lord uf might V* ^ 


The billows feel him, as he works his way ; 

His hoary footsteps shine along' the sea; 3i)0 

The foam high wrought with white, divides the green, 
And distant sailors point where death lias*i).ee‘n. 

His like earth hears not on her spacious face : 
Alone in nature stands his dauntless race. 

For utter ignorance of fear renown'd : :}P5 

In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around ; 

Makes ev’ry swohi disdainful heart subside, 

And holds dominion o’er the sons of pride. 

Then the Chaldcean cas’d his lab’riug breast, 

With full conviction of his crime opprest. -100 

“ Thou caiist accomplish all things. Lord of might! 
And ev’ry thought is naked to thy sight. 

“ But, oh! thy ways are woilderful, and lie 
“ Beyond the rieepcst reach of mortal eye. 

“ Oft have I heard of thine almighty pow’r; 40.5 

“ But never saw thee till this dreadful hour. 

“ O’crwholm’d with sliame, the Lord oi' life I see, 

■“ Abhor myself, and'givcmy soul to thee. 

“ INor shall my weakness tempt thine anger more : 

“ Man is not made to question, hut adore.” 410 


"c-Stt- 


NOTES OJS THE BOOK OF JOB. • 

IT is disputed among the critics, who was the au- 
thor of the hook of Job. Some give it to Moses; some 
to others. As I w'as engag’d in thi.s little perfonu-anee, 
some arguments occurr’d to me, which favour the former 
of these opinions; which aigmncids I have flung.ynto 
the following notes, where little else is to he expected. 

Verse 1. “ Thricchappy Job,” &c. — ^I'hc Almighty’s 
speech, chap, xxxviii. &c. which is what 1 paraphrase 
in this little work, is by much the finest part of the no- 
blest and most ancient poem in the world. * Bishop 
Patrick says, its grandeur is as much above all other 
poetry, as thunder i-s louder than a whisper. In order 
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The Author's Notes, 

to set this lUstiiig'uisli’d part of the poem in a 
light, and give the reader a clearer conception of it, j 
have abridg'd the preceding and snhsequent parts of 
the poem,, and join’d them to it; so that this piece is 
a sort of an epitome of the whole book of Job. 

I use tlie word Paraphrase, because 1 want another 
whicli might belter answer to flie uncommon liberti 
1 have taken. J have omitted, achied, and tiansp 
'riie Momiluin, the Comet, the Sun, and other '^'utr. 
an; entirely added : those upon tlie Peacock, the «)on 
&c. are much enlarged: and I have? thrown the win . 
into a method more suitable to oiir notions of regi 
larity. 'I'he judicious, if they compare this ])iece w i| 
the original will, I flaher myself, find the n'asons tl 
the great lilicrties 1 have indulg'd myself in throng, 
tlie whole. 

Longinus has a chajiter on interrogations, wliie! 
shew.s that they contribute nnu.-h to the sublinw'. J'hi: 
speecli of the Almighty is madi^ up of tlu^ni. lulerro- 
gation seems indeed the proper style of Majesty in- 
censed. It ditfers from oth«:r manner of reproof as 
bidding a person execute himself, does from aeoiruuon 
exeoution ; for he that asks the guilty a propi'r ques- 
tion, makes him, in eflecl, pass sentenee, on himself 

Verse 4*2. “ A ilreadful voice, and thus,”itc. — I'ln* 
(.book of Jol> is well known to be dramatic, and, like 
the tragedies of old (ireece, is fiction built on truth. 
Probably tliis mo.st noble part of it, the Almighty 
speaking out of the whirlwind (so suitable to the after- 
practice of the (b’cek stage, when there happened 
tligmis vindice jiodus,) in fictitious; but it is a li<aion 
more agreeabh! to the time in which Job lived, than to 
anr^siiice. Preqnent, before the law, were the ap- 
jiearances of the Almighty after this manner. Exodus 
xix. Ezekiel i. &c. llenct; is he said to dfceli in 
thick darkness ; and have his tmi/ in the u'hirUcind. 

Verse 70. “ And here, O main,” &c. — There is a 
very' great air in all that precedes; but this is signally 
sublime. ^V(^ are struck with admiration to see the 
vast and nimovernable ocean receiving commands,, 
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The Author’s Notes. • 

'Jir\ puii<ftiisilly obeying them ; to find it like a manag’d 
'horse, raging, tossing, and foaming, but by the rule 
and direction of its master. This passage yields in 
snblimity to that of Lcl there he light, so much 
only as the absolute go\ eminent of nature yields to 
the creation of it. 

The like spirit in these two ^lassages is no bad con- 
1 .'•ent argument, that Moses is aiulior of the book of 
ear 

a?, erse 192. “ Loud called on fiod,” &c. — Another 
l•gnment that Moses \Vas tin; author, is, that most of 
he creatures here uuailioned are ligy|jtian. The 
easou given \ihy the Haven is particularly mentioned 
s an object of tlie l are of Providence, is, because, by 
ner clamorous and importunate voice, she particularly 
seems always calling upon it ; tlnnice Kofao-o-u « xopaf, is 
to ask earnestly, Ailiau. 1. ii. c. 48. And since there 
were ravens on the lianks of the Nile more clamorous 
than the rest of the .species, those probalily are meant 
in this place. 

Verse 195. “ Who in the stupid Ostrich.” &c. — 
Tli^re are many instances of this stup.idity ; let two 
suliice. First, It covers its head in the rced.s, and 
thinks it.s(‘lf all out (d' sight. 

Stal luminc clauso 

I Hideudiim revoluta caput; credilrpie latere, 

Qiue non ijisa videt Claud. 

'( Secondly, I'hey that go in pursuit of them, draw 
the skin of an ostrich’s ne<‘k on one hanil, which 
proves a sufficient huv to faki* them with the other. 

They have so little brain, that Ileliogabalus had 
six hundred heads for his snpjicr. 

Here we may observe, that our judicious as w'ell as 
iBiiblime author, just touches the great points of distinc* 
tion in each creature, and then hastens to another. A 
description is exact when you cannot add, but what 
is common to another thing; nor witlidraw, but some- 
thing peculiarly belonging to the thing ile.scribed. A 
likeness is lost in too much lic'scriptioii, us a lueuuiug 
iifteu in too much illustration; 
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Verse 205 . “ Wlmt time she,” &c. — Here is niark’Jf 
another |>«^cnliar fjnalily of this creature, which iieithep 
flies, iior runs diroelly, Imt has a motion composed 
of both, and, using its wings as sails, makes great 
speed. 

Vasta vflnt ljii)va‘ venantmn vocihus ales 

Cnm premitnr, calidas enrsn transmittit arenas, 

Jn<|uemodum veli sinuatis flamine peimis 

Pnlvoi'identa volat Claud, in Butr. 

Verse 200. “ She scorns the ri<ler,*’ K'c. — Xenopliou 
says, t’yrns had liorses tiiat conlt* overtake the goat, 
and the wild-ass; but none that could reach this 
creature. A Ihoiisaiid go/<len ducats, or an hiindretl 
(•aniels, was the stated price of a horse tljat could 
ecpial their speed. 

Verse 207 . “ How rich the peacock,” &c. — ^I’hough 
this bird is but just mentioned in my author, I could 
not forbear going a little farther, and s[)reading those 
beautiful plumes (which are there shut up) into half a 
dozen lines. The circninstunce 1 hav»! markt'd of his 
opening his plumes to the sun is true. Eivprmdil 
colores adverso maxime sole, quia sic J'ulgenlius radiant, 
Plin,.l. X. c. 20 . 

Verse 21.0. “ Though strong the hawk,” &c. — Thua- 
nus {de Jie Accip.) mentions ahawk that flew from Paris 
to London in a night. 

And the Egyptians, in regard to its swiftness, made 
it their symbol for the wind: for which reason we 
may siij)[)ose the hawk, as w'ell as the crow above, to 
have been a bird of note in Egypt. 

Verse 220. “ And with a glance,” &c. — The eagle 
is said to be of so acute sight, that when .she is so 
high ill air that man cannot see her, she can discern 
the smaih'st lish under water. My author accurately 
understood the nature of the creatures he describes, 
and seems to have l)een a naturalist as well as a poet, 
which the next note w ill coiilirin. 

Verse 2.‘11. “ Knowest thou how many,” &c. — ^The 
meaning of this question is, Knowest thou the tiiM 
and circmnstances of their bringing fortli ? for to know 
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the thnoouly was easy, and had nolhiit^ extraordinary 
in it; blit Ihe circmustances had sont<>thiii^' peculiarly 
expressive of Cod’s I’rovitleuce, wliich luakos the 
question proper in this place. Pliny oftiierves, that 
the hind with younu; is by instinct directed to a certain 
herb called tSeselis, w hich facilitates the birth, Thnmler 
also (which looks like the more immediate hand of 
Providence) has the same efl'ect, Psa. .xxix. In so 
early an age to observe these things, may style our 
author a naturalist. 

Verse 259. “ Survey the warlike horse,” &c. — The 
description of the horse is th(‘ ifiost celebrated of any 
in the poem. There is an excellent crithpie on it in 
the Guardians. I shall therelore only ohserve, that, in 
tills description, as in other* parts of'this speecii, our 
vulgar transiuUon ha.s much more spirit than the Sep- 
tuagint ; it always takes the original in the most 
poetical and exalted sense, so that most commentators, 
even on the Hebrevv itself, tali beneath it. 

Verse *299. “ lly tin; pale moon,” — Pursuing 
their prt*y l»y night is trm‘ of most wild l»< asis, partU 
ciflarly tlie lion, P5a. civ. 20. ’^lln; Arabians have one 
among their live hundred names for the ih/ii, ^vvliich 
sigiiilit's the himler by moon-shine. 

Vi.rse 922 . “ lie .sinks a river,” ice. 

Cephesi glaciate caput, quo snetiis anlni.iiii 
Ferre sitim Python, anmennpie avorU.iv ponto, * 

iS/at. Tlii'b. V. 949. 

Qui spiris tegeret montes, hauriret Inatn 
Fliimma, jkc. Claud. PraJ. lu Uuf. 

Pet net then this hy\>erlH)le seem t-io nnicli for an 
Pastern Poet, though some comnfentaiors ol name 
strain hart! in this place for a uj;vv conslgnptiou, 
through fear of it. 

Verse 925. “ With slender hair,” — ilic taking 
the Crocodile is most (idiicult. Itiodorus says, they 
are not to be taken hut by non iieis. NYleii Augustus 
conquered Pgypt, he struck a medal, tUe’impress of 
which was a Crocodile chained to a palm-tree, with 
this inscription, Nemo atUea religavU 
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Verse 3J39. “ raslis st <lare not,”. &c. — Tliis 
alludes to a custom of this creature, which is, when 
sated with lish, to come ashore, ami sleep among the 
veeds. 

Verse 354. “ Destruction j’awns,” &c. — The cro- 
codile's mouth is «-xc<'ediug wide. When he gapes, 
says I*liny, I'il toiiim Os. Martial says to his old 
Avomaii, 

(Jiini comparata rictihus tuis ora 
iNdiacus hahet crocouilus angusta. 

So that the expression there isj/harel) just. 

V'e.rs«‘ “ Fate’ issues fr(uu hivS jaws,” &c. — This 
too is nearer truth than at first \iew may l>e imagined. 
The crocodile, say the* naturalists, lying long under 
water, and being there forced to hold its hreath, when 
it emerges, the Ineath long n'presl is hot, and hursts 
out so \iolently, that it roseiuhhs lire and smoke. 
The horse siip|)rfcsses not his breath by any means so 
long, neither is he so tierce and animated ; yet the most 
correct of [»oets ventures to use the same’inetaplior 
concerning him. 

Colkclumque preimms volvitsnh nurihus ignem. 

By this and tin- foregoing note, 1 would caution against 
a false opinion of ihe I'astern boldness, from passages 
in them ill understood. 

Verse 378, “ Lift their broad lids,” &c . — Ills eyes 
are like the eyelids nj the morning. 1 think this gives 
ns as great an image of ihe thing it would express, as 
can enter the thought of man. It is not improbable, 
that the Egyptians shde their hieroglyphic for the 
morning, which is the crocodile’s eye, from this pas- 
sage, though no eomnienl- tor I have seen mentions 
it. JU^is easy tw concei\e how the Egyptians should 
be both readers atul adn'iirers of the writings of Moses, 
whom J suppose the author of this poem. 

I have* observed already, that three or four of the 
creatures, here describetl are Egyptian: the two last 
are notoriously so; they are the Kiver-horse and the 
Crocodile, those celebrated inhabitants of the Nile; 
and on these two it is that our author chiefly dwells. It 
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'wouUI lulvo, been expeeteil from an author more re- 
mote from that river than Moses, in a catalogue of 
cn'atures produced to magnify tlieir CrcaV>r, to have 
dwelt on the two largest w'<*rks of liis haifd, the 
Elephant and the Wlnde. Tliis is so natural an ex- 
pectation, that some coiniuentators have rendered 
Behemoth and Leviathan, the Elephant and Whale, 
though the descriptions in onr author will not admit 
of it; hnt Moses being (as we may well suppose) 
under an imniiMiiate terror of the Ilipjmpolamos and 
Crocodile, from their ilaily mis»‘hiefs and ravages 
around him, it is very accountable why he should 
permit them to take place. 



THE 


FORCE OF RELIGION? 

OR, 

VANQUISHED LOVE. 


IN TWO BOOKS. 


Gratior <*t pulchro venicna in c/>rpore virtiis. 


V’^IRGIL. 


BOOK I. 

•—Ad ccelcrm anientia Iiimina tollnis, 

Lumina ; nam tcnieras iircebant viucula palma&. 


Virgil- 


From lofty tlieines, from thoughts that soar’d on high, 
And opon’d womiVous soviics above the sky. 

My muse descend: Indulge iny fond dtisire; 

With softer thouglits my melting soul inspire. 

And smooth my nimd»ervS to a female's praise : 5 

A partial world will listen to my lays, 

While Anna reigns, and sets a female name 
, UnrivaH’d in the glorious lists of Fame. 

Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy laud. 

Whose ratliant eyes the vanquish’d world eouininnd, 
Virtue is Beauty: lint when charms of mind 11 

With eh 'gunce of outward form are join’tl ; 

When ^owtAmakessuch brightolqeets still more bright, 
And Jorlune sets them in the- strongest light; 

’liVaJI ef heav’ii tiiat we below may view, 15 

And all but atloratiou is your due. 

Fam’d feniale virtue di<l this isle adorn. 

Ere Ormond, or her glorious Queen, was born: 

When iiowMaria's pow’rful arms prevail’d. 

And haughty Dudley’s bold ambition fail’d, 20 
The bt aiiteous daughter of great Suffolk’s race. 

In blooming youth, adorn’d with every grace ; 
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Grieve iiol, my lord; a crown indeed is lost. 

Who gaiifd^ crown by treason not her own. 

And innocently till’d another’s throne; 

Hnrl’d from the snininit of imperial state, , 25 

With equal mind sustain’d the stroke of faW. 

But how will Guii.fori), her far dearer part, 

With manly reason fortify his heart? 

At once slje longs, and is afraid, to hwtff : 

Now swift she moves, and now advances slow, 30 
7'o find her lord ; and, finding, passes by. 

Silent with fear, nor dayes she meet his eye; 

J^esl that, unask’ll, in speechless grief, disclose 
The mournful secret of his imvard woes. 

Thus, after sickness, doubtful pf her face, 35 

’I'he melancholy virgin shuns J,he glass. 

At haigth, with troubled thought, but look serene, 
And sorrow soften’d by her heav’idy mien, 

She clasps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young. 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue; 40 

(jientle and sweet, as 4'ornal zephyr blows. 

Fanning the iilly, or the blooming rose. 

Grieve not, my lord ; a crown indeed is lost; 

“ Wliat far outshines a crown, we still may boast; 

A mind compos’d ; a mind that can disdain * 45 
“ A fruitless sorrow for a loss so vain. 

“ Nothing is loss that virtue can improve 
“ To wealth eternal ; and return above; 

“ Above, wdiere no distinction shall be known 
“ ’Twixt him w'hom storms have shaken from a throne, 
“ And him who, basking in the smiles of fate, 51 
“ Shone forth in all the splendor of the great : 

“ Nor can I find the difl ’rence here below ; 

“ 1 lately was a Queen ; I still am so, 

“ While Guilford’s wife: Thee rather* I oiey, ’55 
“ Than o’er mankind extend imperial 'sway. 

“ When we lie ilown in some obscure retreat, • 

“ Incens’d Maria may her rage forget; 

“ And 1 to death my duty will improve, 

“ And what yon miss in empire, add in love. — 

“ Your godlike soul is open’d in your look, 

“ And 1 have faintly your great meaning spoke. 
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His pain was equal, but his virluc lesd. 

“ For this alone I’m pleas’d I wore llie erowti, 

To find with what eonleiit we lay it d«>w*ii. 

“ Heroes may win, hut ’tis a lieav’iily race 05 

“ Can quit a throne with a hecotnin;; l^race.” 

Thus spoke the fairest of lier sex, and cheer’d 
Her drooping lord ; vv}it)se hodinu,' bosom fear’d 
A darker clomi of ills would hurst, and shed 
Sev<'rer veng<;ance on her guiltless head: 70 

Too just, alas, tlie terrors which he felt! 

For io! a guard ! — Forgive him if he melt 

How sharp her pangs, when sever’d from his side. 
The most sincerely fov’d, ami loviiig bride. 

In s[)ace confin'd, the muse forbears to tell; 75 

Deep was her anguish, but she bore it well. 

His pain was evpial, but his virtue less; 

He thought in grief there could be? no excess. 

Pensive he sat, o’ercast with ghjomy care. 

And often fondly clasp’d his absent fair; 80 

Now silent, wander’tl through lyis rootns of state, 

Ami sicken’d at their pomp, and tax’d his fate; 

Which tluis adorn’d, in all her shining store, 

A splendid wretch, inaguific<‘utly poor. • 

Now on the bridal-bed his eyes w'ere cast, 85 

And anguish fe<l on his enjoymetits past; 

Faeh recollected [»leasure made him smart, 

,And ev’ry transport stal)b‘d him to the heart. 

That happy moon which stimmoii'd to delight, 
That moon which shone on his dear nuptial night, Ofl 
Which saw him fohl her yet untastt;(l charms 
(Deny’<l to princes) in his longing arms ; 

Now sees the transient blessing licet away, 

Fnipire and love! the vision of a day. 

Thus, in the Hrilis/t clime a summor storm t>5 
Will oft the smiling face of heav’n deform ; 

The winds with violence at once descend, 

Sw'eep fiow’rs and fruits, and make the forest bend ; 
A sudden winter, while the sun is near, 

O’ercoines the season, and inverts the year. lOO 

But whither is the captive borne ?,\vay, 

The beauteous captive, from the cheerful day? 
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The scene is chaii<;M in<lt*ed; belong her eyes 
lll-ho(.lini;;*loc)ks and iinkiinwii horrors rise; 

For pomp and spli iidtn*, forlua- miani and crown, 10-5 
A j;loomy <!im|L?tH)n, and a keeper's IVowfl- 
lilack fho;:;j,hls each morn invade the Locrrs breast, 
Each niyht a rnihan locks tin* (Juan to 

All, imnirnriil ( hanjii', irjini^M by vnl^ar minds! 
lint 8ioroia/s dan^hler its ad\antai»(' rnids, 110 

IieiigfO)is torci* di\ine is best display'd 
In <Ie‘ep de sertion of all Jinman aid : 

To succour in extrinx^s, is lu r <!eli;dit. 

And vhvi'v tlu‘ la‘arl, \then it rri^r strikes the siglit. 

We, dishelievini; our own seisst^s, 115 

And wonder ^^lJata mortar.s* heart (am raise 
'J\) triumph o er misiorlum*^, s;i:ile io ^riel. 

And (ouijort tli< se wiio euna* to bring rclii f: 
W'egaze; and as we gazt‘, weallii, fame, dtx*ay, 

And all the world's \a!n ^ilories fade away. l-JO 

Against her cart s siu^ rais'd a dauntless mind. 

And w ith an ardenf lieart, but most resignM, 
j)(H'|) in the (in adl’ul gloom, with pious lieal, 

Amid lh<‘ silence (d' her dark vein at, 

Address'd her God- — “Almighty Pow’r I)i\i;ieJ 125 
“ Tis liiim* to ruis(% and to depress is ihint*; 

\\ itli lioiKiur to liglit up ihi* name unkiiowu, 

“ Or to ])e.t i ut the lustre* of a tlii eue. 

In my short span botli fortune. s 1 [ia\e prov’d, * 
And though \>i(h ill, fiail iiatuiewill be mov'd, l;J0 
“ rjl bear it \U’I! ; (O sUt-nglben me* to bear!) 

And if my piety eeay claim iby care; 

“ Jf J rememlierd, in joutii’s gidfly beat, 

And tumuli of a e'ourt, a b'uiun* State; 

“ O favour, wln ii tli^ men’ y 1 impiorp • . 155 

For (me who m‘Her guilty sceptre bon ! 

’I'uas 1 rcee iv el the e rowii ; m\ lord* is fref;; \ 

If it must fall, let ve*Mgeauce fall on im^ * ^ 

Ee*t liini survive, his country’s name U) raise, \ 

** And in a guilty land to spe ak I’hy praisti! 140 

O may th’ indnlgeuee of a father a love, 

Pour’d forth ou me, be doidjlt*d from above | 

Id. 2 Y 



370 


TUB FORCE OF RELIGION; 


[book 


Sweet innocence in cliains can take her rest. 

“ If these aro saf«, I’ll think iny prayers succeed, 

“ And bless thy tender mercies, whilst I bleed.” 

’Twas now the mournful e\'e before that day 145 
In which thccQtieen to her full wrath j;ave way; 
Through rigid justice rush’d into offence. 

And drank in zeal the lilood of innocence: 

The sun went down in clouds, and seem’d to mourn 
The sad necessity of his return ; 150 

The hollow wind, and melancholy rain, 

Or <lid, or was imagin’d, to complain; 

The tapers cast an inauspicious. light ; 

Stars there were none, and doubly dark the night. 

Sweet innocence in chains can take her rest ; 155 

.Soft slumber gently creeping through her breast. 

She sinks! and in her sloop is re-enthron’d, 

IVIock’d by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd. 

She views her fleets and armies, seas and land. 

And stretches wide her shadow of command; 160 

With royal purple is lier vision hung; 

lly phantom hosts are shouts of ednquest rung; 

Low at her feet, the sup[)liant rival lies; 

Our pri.s'ner mourns her fate, and bids her rise. 

iNow levtfl beams upon the waters pfay’cl, 165 

Cllanc’tl on the hills, and westw'ard ca.st the shade; 
The busy trades in city ha<l began 
To sound and speak the painful life of man. 

In,'<yrauts’ breasts the thoughts of vengeance rouse. 
And the fond brulegroom turns liim to his spouse. 

At this first birth of light, while morning breaks, 171 
Our spouscle.ss bride, our widow’d w'ife, awake.s ; 
Awakes, and smiles; nor night’s imposture blames; 
Her real pomps w;ere little more than dreams; 

A short-liv’<! blaze, a light’iiiog quickly o’er, 175 

That fl J'd in birtii, that shone, and was no more; 

She turns her side,* and soon resumes a state 
Of mimJ, \ycll suited to her alter’d fate. 

Serene, though serious ; when dread tidings come 
(Ah wretclred Guilford I) of her instant doom. 180 
Sun, hide thy beams ; in clouds as black as night 
Thy face involve; be guiltless of the sight; 
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At length she conquers in the doubtful field. 

■ ■ — 

Or haste more swiftly to the western main ; 

Nor let'ho*' l>lood the conscious day-light stain ! 

Oh! how severe! to fall so new a bride; 185 

Yet Idushing from the priest, in yoiithful*pride ; 

When time had just matur’d each perfect ^race, 

And open’d all the wonders of her face ! 

To leave her Guilford dead to all relief, 

Fond ofdiis woe, and obstinate in grief. 190 

Unhappy fair! whatever fancy drew, 

(Vain proniisM blessings) vanish from her view; 

No (rain of cheerful tlays, endearing nights. 

No sweet ilomestic jojis, and chaste deliglits ; 
Pleasures that blossom e’en from doubts and fears ; 
And bliss and rapture risingout nt‘ cares: 196 

No little Guilford, with internal giaice, 

Lull'd on her knee, or smiling in her face; 

Who, when her f/earesf father shall return, 

J’rom pouring tears on her untimely urn, 200 

Might (.“omfort to his silver-hairs' impart. 

And fill her place iifliis indulgent heart : 

As where fruits fall, quick-rising blossoms smile, 

Ayd the bicss’d Indiaii of his cares beguile. 

In vain these various reasons jointly press, 205 
To blacken death, and heighten her distress; ’ 

•She, through th’ encircling terrors, darts her sight 
To the bless’d regions of eternal light, 

And fills her soul with peace: To weeping friends • 
Her father and her lord she recommends ; 210 

Un mov’d herself ; Her foes her air survey. 

And rage to see their malice thrown away. 

She soars ; now nought on earth detains her care — 
But Guilford; who still struggles for his share. 

Still will his form importunately rise, ^ 215 

Clog and retard her transport to the s’kies. 

As trembling flames now take a feeble flight, 

Now catch the brand with a returning light,. 

Thus her soul onward from the seats above. 

Falls fondly back, and kindles into love*: • 220 

At length she conquers in tlie doubtful field ; 

That heav’n she seeks will be her Guilford’s shield. 
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Ht'i* rigid trials arc not yt t cojnplete. 

Now death is welcome; his approach is slow; 

■'Tis tedious louj^er to expect the blow, * 

Oh! mortals, short of sight, who think the past 22/> 
0*erhlown iRisfortime still shall prove the last ! 

.Alas! iTiisPortiiues trav<d in a train. 

And oft in life form one perpetual chain; 

Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend. 

Till life and sorrow me^^tone common end. 2.TO 

She thinks that she has nought but death to fear, 
And (h'alh is coufpier’d. Worse than <lealh is near : 
Her rigid trials are not yet couy)lete ; 

The news arrives of her great father's fate. 

She sees his hoary head, all white witli age. 2-‘{5 

A victim to th’ offended uionarclrs ragc'. 

How great the mercy, had she breath'd her last. 

Kre the dire senltaice on her father |)ast! 

A fonder parent nature never knew; 

An<l, as his age increas'd, his fondness grew. 240 
A parent’s love ne'er better was bestowal; 

The pious dunght<a* in her heart o'erllow'd. 

An<l can she from all weakness still n'frain r 
And still the firmness of her soul maintain? 
Imiiossihlo! a sigh will force its way, 245 

One jmtient tear lier mortal birth betray ; 

8he sighs and ueejis! but so she weeps and sighs. 

As silent dews descend, and vapours rise. 

^('i-lestial Palience! how dost thon defeat 
The foe's proud menace, ami elude his hate? 250 
While Passion takes his j»art, betrays our peace. 

To death and torture swdls each slight disgrace; 

Jly not o)>posing, thou ilost ills destroy, 

And wear thy ctynpier d sorrows into joy. 

Now she revolves within her an.xious mind, 255 
What t\oe still lingers in reserve behind, 
flrit fs ri.se on griefs, and she can see no bound, 

While nafure iasis, and can receive a wound. 

'J'lie sword is drawn ; the Queen to rage inclin’d, 

ISy nii^rcyf nof by piety, confin’d. 260 

Wln jj^ ercv can the Zealot's heart assuage, 
"V^iOj^itiiety itself converts to rage ? 
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Hrr vyvs the annnish of her heart coi)fes.sM. 

Slio thouf^lit, Sind sigli'd. And now the l»loo(l be^an 
'fo leave Iwii' l>eau<eous <‘ljeek all cold and wan. 

New sorrow diinniM the lustre of her eye, 205 

And on her cheek the fudiiiir ros('s die. • 

Alas ! should ( Jrii.FOKi) too —when now .sli'e’s brought 
'I’f) that dire view, that of thought. 

While there she; trembling stands, nor dares look down, 
jNor can recede, till heav’n’s »locrees arc known; 270 
(bin* of all ills, till now her lord appears — 
lint not to eht'cr her heart, and dry her tears! 

Not now, as usual, like the rising <lay. 

To chase the shadows and the damps away: 

Ibit, like a gloomy storm, at once to sw-(!ep 275 

And pliiiige'her to the bottom of the deep. 

Pdack were his robes, <lejeefte<l was his air, 

Jlis voice was frozen by his cold despair; 

.Slow, like a ghost, he movM with solemn pace; 

A dying paleness sat n|>on his faro. 280 

Ptaek siie retioil'd, she sjnote her lovely breast, 

Her eyes the anguisit of Inn- heart confess'd ; 

.Struck to the sonl, she stagg< r'd with the womid, 

An/1 sunk, a hrealhless imag<', to the ground. 

Thus th(^ fair lily, wiien the sky's o’ereasi, 2}35 
At tirsf lint shiulders in the feeble blast ; 

Ibit when the winds and weighty rains descend, 

The fair and iijn-ight stem is forc ’d to bend ; 

Till broke at hmgth, its snowy lea\«;s are shed, 

And strew with dying sweets tlseir native l>ed. 200 

BOOK II. 

Jlic pit'talis Iionos ? sic no.s in .scrplra repoiii.s^^ ^ Virgit.. 

Heu Guii.ford clasps her, beautiful in death. 
And with a kiss recalls her fleeting breath. . 

To tapers thus, which by a blast expire, 

A lighted taper touch’d, restores the fire; 
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You wound your Guilford with each cruel tear. 

She rear’d her swinitning eye, and saw the light, 5 
And Guilford too, or she had loath’d the sight; 

Her father's death she bore, ilespis’d her otm. 

But now she must, she will, have leave to groan: 

“ Ah! Guilford!” she began, and would have spoke; 
But sobs rush’d in, and ev’ry accent broke: 10 

Reason itself, as gusts of passion blew. 

Was rutfled in the tempest, ainl witiulrew. ' 

So the youth lost his image in tlie well. 

When tears upon the yielding surface fell: 

The scatter’d features slid iiitw decay, lii 

And spreading circles drove his face away. 

To touch the soft affections, and (control 
The manly temper of the bravest soul. 

What with afflicted hearty can com[)are, 

And drops of love distilling from the fair? 20 

It melts us down; our pains delight bestow; 

And we with fondness languish o’er our woe. 

This Guilford prov’d ; ami, with excess of pain, 
And pleasure too, did to his bol^om strain 
The weeping fair: Sunk deep in soft tiesire, 25 

Indulg’d his love, and nurs’d fin; raging lire: 

Then tore himself away; ami, standing wide, 

As fearing a relapse of fondness, cry’d, 

M'ilh ill dis.sembled grief: “ My life, forbear! 

“ You wound your Guilford with each <Tuel tear: 

Did you not chide my grief? Kepress your ow'ii; 31 
“ Nor want compassion (or yourself uXone : 

“ Have you beheld how, from the distant main, 

“ The thronging waves roll on, a num’rous train, 

“ And foam, and bellow, till they reach the shore ; 35 
“ There burst their noisy pride, and are tio more? 

“ Thus the successive flows of human race, 

“ Chas’d by tlie coming, the preceding chase; 

“ They sound arid sw'ell, their haughty heads they rear. 
Then fall, and flatten, break, and disappear. 40 
“ Life is a forfeit we must shortly pay : 

And where’s the mighty lucre of a day? 

** Why should you mourn my fate? ’Tis most unkind; 
Ifour otim you bore with an unshaken mind; 
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A shining axe is on the table laid. 


“ Ami which, cun j'on imagine, was the dart 45 

“ That drank most blood, sunk deepest in my heart? 

“ I cannot live without you ; and my doom 
“ I meet with iov, to share one common tdmb. — 

“ And are again your tears profusely spilt ? 

“ Oh ! then, my kindness blackens to my guilt ; 50 

“ It foils itself, if it recall your pain ; — 

“ Life of Miy life, I beg yon to refrain ! 

“ The load which fate imposes, you increase ; 

“ And help Maria to destroy rny peace.” 

• But, oh! against himself his labour turn’d; 55 
The more he comforted, 4116 more- she mourn’d : 
Compassion swells our grief ; words soft and kind 
But sooth our weakness, and disstdve the mind. 

Her f^orrow llow'd in streams? nor her’s alone. 

While that he l)lam’d, he yiehled to his own. (j(i 

Where are the smiles she wore, when she, so late, 
Hail'd him great partner of the regal state; 

W hen orient gems arouml her ternjdes blaz’d, 

And bending nations 5n the glory gaz’d ? 

’Tis now the Queen's command, they both retreat. 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in state; (J(i 

She forms tin* decent misery with joy. 

And loads with pomp the wretch she would destroy. 

A spacious hall is hung with black; all light 
Shut out, and noon-day darken’d into night, 70 

From the mid-roof a lamp depends on high, * 

Like a dim crescent in a clouded sky : 

It sheds a quiv’ring melancholy gloom, 

Which only shows the darkness of the room. 

A shining axe is on the table laid ; 75 

A dreadful sight! and glitters through *1116 shade. 

In this sad scene the lovci-tj are conhq’d ; • 

A scene of terrors, to a guilty mind! 

A scene that would have damp’d with* rising cares. 
And quite extinguish’d every love but theirs. * 80 

What can they do? They fix their mournfiii eyes — ■ 
Then Guilkord, thna abruptly : “ 1 despiee 
“ An empire lost ; I fling away the crown ; 

“ Numbers have laid that bright delusion down; 
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IVicaiitiiiic, till* Qumi now oriiolty docrood. 

“ 3inl wliorij’s tlu; Charles, or Dioclesiax whore, 85 
“ CuuUl tjuit tln^ Itlooining, wielded, W(M‘piiijr (Uir? 

“ Oh ! t<» dwell ever on thy li|) ! to stand 
“ 111 full p(*:^sessioii of thy snowy hand ! 

“ And, tliron,! 5 h th’ nncloinled crystal of thine eye, 

“ The hoav’nly treasures of thy mind to sj)} ! 90 

“ Till rapture reason happily destroys, 

“ And my soul wanders through immortal joys! 

“ Oive me the world, and ask me, where’s my bliss? 

“ 1 clasp thee to my breast, and answer. This. 

“ And sliall the grave” — Hogioans, and can !io more; 
But all lier charms in silence* traces o'er; 90 

Her lip, her clieek, and eye, to wonder wrought; 

And, wond’ring, sites, ill sad llnnigln, 

3’^rotn that fair neck lhaP world of beauty fall, 

And roll along the dust, a ghastly ball! 100 

( Hi! let tliose Iremhlc, who an' gri'afly bless'd ! 

I’or will) but (iCii,i;()Ki> could be tlius distress'd r 
Come hither, all yon liappy, all you gnat, 

J*'rom dow’ry in< :ulows, and from rooms of staU;; 
rSor think 1 call, your pli-asunts to destroy, 105 

Ibii to n hue, and to exalt your joy; 

W een not ; but, smiling, hx your ardent can* 

On uohlei' titles than the brave or fair. 

\Va-> ever siudi a mournful, moving sight? 

.See, ifyoii ean, by that dull trembling iiglit : 1*0 

'‘iSow they embrace; and, mix’d with billi'rwoe, 

Like Jjis and InT Thames, one stream they How : 

:\ow they start wide; tix’d in benumbing care, 

'^riiey siili'eii into statues of despair : 

^'ow li iiiiei ly M'\ ere, and fiercely kiiid, 115 

'riii'Y rush at o'nce; they ding their (.ares behind, 
Ande'lasp, as if lo death ; new vows repi.'at: 

Ami, epiite w ra\»p'd up iu love, forget the 'ir fate. 

A short debision ! for the raging pain 

itelurn?); and their poor hearts must bleed again. 120 

iMeaiitimt', the Queen new cruelty decreed; 

But, ill content that they should otUy bleed, 

A pfiest is sent; who, with insidious art, 
hi.s poison into .Sufvolk’s heart ; 
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Yc blessrtl spirits! now your charge sustain. • 

And Guilford drank it; Hanging on the breast, 125 
He froin'his childhood was witli Rome possest. 

When now the ministers of death draw nigh. 

And in her dearest lord she first must die. 

The subtle priest, who long had watch’d tO fiml 
The most unguarded passes of her mind, 130 

Bespoke her thus: “ Grieve not; ’tis in your pow’r 
“ Your lord lo rescue from this fatal hour.” 

Her bosom pants; she draws her breath with pain; 

A sudden horror thrills through ev’ry vein; 

.Life seems suspemled„on his words intent, l.'Jo 

And her soul trembles tiu* the great event. 

The priest proceeds: “ Embrace the faith of Rome, 
“ And ward your own, yoiir lord’s, and father’s, doom.’’ 
Ye blessed spirits! no\v yoiui (tharge sustain; 

The past was ease; i\ow /irsl she suU'ers pain. 140 
Must she pronoiinec her father’s death? must she 
Jiid (iuiLFORi) bleed? — It must not, cannot be. 

It cannot be! But 'tis the Christian’s praise. 

Above impossibilities^to raise 

The weakness (if our nature; and deride 145 

Of vain philoso])hy the lioastcd pri(h*. 

Wirat though our feitblo sinews scaiv«? impart 
A moment’s swiftness to the feather’d dart; • 
Though taiutiMl air our vig’rous i/oj/Y/i (;an break. 

And a chill blast the hardy warrior shake; 150 

Yet are we strong: Hear the Ion I tempest roar 
From east to wc.'st, and call ns weak no more*; 

The lightning’s unresisted forc<’ proclaims 
Our might; and thumlers raise onr humble names; 
T'is our Jehovah fdls tin* heav'us; as long 155 

As He shall nagn Almighty, we an; strong: 

We, by devotion, borrow frvm his tiirone; 

And almost make Omnipotence our o^n : 

We force the gales of heav’n by iVrvCut 'way’r ; 

And call forth triumph out of desp ir. ■f' KK) 
Our lovely mourner, knetling, lifts her ejos 
And bleeding heart, in silence, to the skit’s, . 
Devoutly sad. — 'rhei^ bright’ning, like the day. 

When sudden winds '^weep scatter’d clouds away, 

1.3. a 7. 




878 


Tii^ FORCE OF reli!'gion; [book 

Pierce, resolute, delirious with his tears. 

Shining in majesty, till now unknown, 1(55 

And breatliing lilV mnl spirit scarce her o\vit; 

She, rising, speaks: “ ll'tliese the terms ” 

Here, Cuilfokd, cruel Guilford, (harb’rous man ! 
Is this ihy love?) as swift as lightning ran; 

O’erw helm'd her with tempestuous sorrow fraught. 
And stifled, in its hirtii, the mighty thought;; 171 
Then bursting fresh into a flood of tears, 

Fi(.“ie(', resolute, delirious with his fears; 

II is fears for her alone : lie beat his breast. 

And thus the fervour of his stj^nl exprest : 175 

“ Oh! let l!iy thongld o’er our past converse rove, 

“ And show one inoinent iininflani’d with love! 

“ Oh! if thy kindness can no longer last, 

“ In pity to thyso'lf, forget the past! 

“ Else wilt thou never, void of shame and fear, 180 
“ Eronottnce fits doom, whom thou hast iield so dear; 
“ TI;on, who hast t()ok me to thy arms, and swore 
“ En:pir<-s were vile, and fate c<‘Mld give no more ; 

“ That to corJhme, was its niuiost pow'r, 

“ And make the future like the pres<'nl hour. 185 
“ ISow call the i ufiiaii : l)i<l his crm l sword 
“'Lay wide the hosom of thy worthless lord ; 

“ Transfix his heart (since you its love disclaim,) 

“ And stain his liononr with u naiue. 

“ 7y«V might |»erhaps he home without rtriuorse; 190 
“ lint sure a Julhers pangs will Iiave their force! 

“ Shall his goiul age, so near its journey’s end, 

“ Through t rnel torment to the grave descend? 

“ His shallow blooil ail issue at a wound, 

“ Wash a slave’s feet, and smoke upon the ground ? 

“ liut lie to you has ever been severe; 190 

“Tin .1 takeyonr veugeaneo.” — Suffolk how drew' near, 
lieiidiiig beneath the hiirdcii of his care; 

His robes neglected, and his head was hare; 

Decrepit winter, in the yearly ring, 200 

'J'hns sl 9 wly creeps, to meet the blooming spring: 
Downward he cast a ineiauchoi^ hmk ; 

T^i||jc turn’d, to hide his grief f then faintly spoke: 
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The bentincf storm’s propitious rage she blest. • 

“ N»nv deep in years, and Ibrvvartl in decay, 

“ That fixc^kcan only roll me of a (iay : 206 

For thee, niy soul’s desire! I can’t refrain ; 

“ And shidi my tears, my last tears, flow^n vain? 

“ Whiii you sliall know a mother’s tender haiiie, 

“ My heart’s distress no lon^'er v.rill yon l)lanic.” 

At this, afar his hnrstitis; s*roan8 were heard ; 210 

Tlie tears. ran lricklini>‘ «Jo\vn his silv<’r heard : 

He snat<di’d her liand, which to his lips he prest, 

And bid her plant a dagger in his liri-asl; 

•Then, sinking, call’d ItiT piety unjust, 

And soil’d his hoary teutples in Jlhe dust 215 

Hard-hearted men! will yon no mercy know? 

Has the Queen brib’d you t«) »!istress her f/C ? 

O weak deserters to misfortwiu/s port, 

By false atl'ection tlu;s to ]U«'r{‘e her h(?arl ! 

^Vhen she had soaiM, vr> K). y(>'ir arrows ily, 220 
And fetch her bleeding Iroui the middle sky ! 

And can her virtue, spriiiging iVoiii the ground, 

Her tiight recover, ahd disdain the woinnl. 

When cleaving lov«*, ami hijuia'i inter st, bind 
Thg broken force of her aspiring mind; 225 

As round tiie gen’rous eagi •, witiolt in vain 
Exerts her strength, the serpen* wreaths his trai’ii. 

Her struggling wings entangles, curling jtlies 
His pois’nous tail, and slings tier as >,!ie dies? 

While yet the blow s lost dn uilin! weight she fei^. 
And with its force her resohitioa reels; 251 

Large doors, unfolding w ith a nn-iiinfid sound, 

To view' discover, well’ring on the ground. 

Three headless trunks of those whose arms maintain’d. 
And in her wars inmiorlai glory g;tin’'d : 235 

The lifted axe assur'd her feady doom, 

And silent mourners sadden'd all the room. 

Shall 1 proceed ; or here break oft iny tale ; 

INor truths, to stagger human faith, reveal? 

She met this utinogt malice of her fat^j 240 

With Christian dignify, and pious state ; 

The beating storm’s propitious rage she blest. 

And all the martt/r triumph’d in her breast; 
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TXI^ FORCE OF REtlOION. 

h 

I«ot Rome, iinloncliM with sorrow, heard her fate. 

X — - — . ■ - ' ■ ^ 

Her lord and J'uther, for a inoinnit's space. 

She strictly folded in her soft ejiihrace! * 245 

Then thus she spoke, while anjafcls heard on high, 

And sudden gladness sniilM along the sky, 

“ Your over-Ibndness has not mov’d iny hate; 

“ I am well pleas’d you make my death so great; 

“ I joy I cannot sav«;you; and hav»*giv’n 250 

“ Two lives, much dearer than my own, to heav’n, 

“ If so tin; Queen detTees.* — But I have cause 
“ To hope my blood will satisfy the laws; 

“ And there is mercy still for jou in store: 

“ With me the bitterness of death is o\t. 255 

“ He shot his sting in that farewell embrace ; 

“ And all that is to come, is joy and ])eace. 

“ Then let mistaken sorr.»w be supprest, 

“ Nor scorn to envy iny approa<;hing rest.” 

Then, (urning to the niinislers of fate, 2C0 

She, smiling, says, “ My victory’s complete: 

“ And tell your Queen 1 thank her for the blow’, 
A))dgru!ve, my gratitude I canfiotshow: 

“ A poor return 1 leave in J^nglaud's c.rowu, 

" l'’or everlasting' pleasure, and renown : .265 

/|/Jlcr guilt alone allays this happy hour; 

‘j;Hcr guilt, — the <w/y vengeance in her pow'’r.” 

Not Rome, uutouchM with sorrow’, heard her fate, 

And fierce Maria pity’d her loo late. 

% 


^ Here site cinbi'aces them. 
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PIIKLUDE. 

C(>NTENTS. — The propositiou. An address to the vessel that brough 
over the kin«. W'lio sliould s^ng on this occasion. Pindaric boast. 

Fast by tlie suri^e my limbs are spread, 

TIfe naval oak ikxIs o’er my bead, 

TJie winds are loud; the waves tiinmituous roll.; 

Yc winds! indid!j,'C your rage no more; 

Ye sounding billows! cease to roar; 

The go«! tlescemls, and transports warm my soul, 

TIjo waves are bnsli’d, the Avinds are spent; 

This kingdom, from the kingdoms rent, 

I celebrate in s(>ng. Fam'd isle! no less. 

By nature's favour from inaiikiud. 

Than by the foaming sea disjoin’d; 

Alone in bliss! an isle in Irappiiiess! 

'^rhougb fate and time have damp’d Jny strains, 
Thcmgh youth no longer fires my veins, 

Tlmugh slow their streams in this cold clima'tc run; 
The royal eye dispels my cares. 

Recalls the warmth of blooming years; 

Ucturning George supplies tlie distant son. 
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. THJi MERCHANT. 

I 

L ... 

1 am her pilot, and her port the skies! 


Away, aiy soul! salutt* the Pine,* 

That jilads the heart of Caroline, 

Its grand deposit iaitl.ful to rest<»re; 

Salute the bark that neVr shall hold 
So rieh a freight in gems or gold. 

And loaded from both Judies woidd be poor. 

My soul! to thee she spreads her sails ; 

Their bosoms fill with sacred gales; 

With inspiration from the Codhead warm; 

Now bound for an eternal c lime, 

0 send her down (lie tide ofiiine, 

Snatch’d from oblivion, and secure from storm. 

Or teach this flag like that to soar, 

Which gods of old and> heroes bore; 

Bid her a British conslellal ion rise 

The sea she scorns ; and now shall liuund 
On lofty billows of sweet sound ; 

I am her {ulot, and her port the skies! 

Dare yon to sing, ye tinkling train? 

Silence, ye wretched! y\t profane! 

Who shackle prose, and boast of absent gods: 
Who murder thought, and numbers maim, 
Who write Pindarics cold and lame, 

And labour still' Anacreontic odes. 

‘ Ye lawful sons of genius, rise ! 

Of genuine title to the skies; 

Ye founts of learning! and ye mints of fame! 
Yon, who fde ofl'the mortal part 
Of glowing thought, with Attic art. 

And drink pnre.song from Cam’s or Isis’ stream. 

1 glow, I biinn! the nninhers pure, 
High-flavour’d, delicate, mature. 

Spontaneous stream from my unlahour'd breast; 
As when fulbripen’d teems the vine. 

The gcjii’rcMis burst of willing wine, 

Pistil nectareous from the grape unpress’d. 

* Tlic vessel in wliich tUc king eamc oven 
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THE MERCHANT. 

•On oaks iiursV^, ivar’d by tUep, w*caUh, empire, grcArs. 

STRAIN I. 

CONTENTS. — How Iht King attended. A prospect of happiness. In- 
dustry. A surprising instance of it in Old Rome. Thcgmischief of sloth. 
What happiness is. Slotli its greatest enemy. Tr«idc nafiiral to Britain. 
Trade- invoked. Deserihed. What the greatest human excellence. The 
praise of Avealtli. Its use, abuse, end. The varietj’ of Nature. The hnal 
moral eau^e. <»f it. The benefit of man's necessities. Hritaiifs naval stores. 
.She mrkes r.*l nature serviceable to her ends. Of reason. Its excellence. 
How we should form our estimate of things. Reason's difBcnUtask* W'^hy the 
first glory lui ’s. HtreiVt cii. in Old Britain. 

CltJU iiK'iiarclj foint^s! nor i-onies alone ! 

\\ hat U’nr.s siirnnuKi his throne, 

O snn ! as plain (s tin e! To'niy loud strain 
St'O jM'acc, hy wisi'oni l« d* advance; 

The jiirace, ll.e imiso, tlu; season, dance! 

And jileuty spnad.s behind her flowing’ train! 

Our II onari li con i's! nor comes alone! 

Nt'M’ j^ierie.' kiiniU ronin! his throne; 

The visions rise! 1 (rinniph as I gaze. 

1/y Pindar le<l, 1 turn'd of late 
Tlie volume dark, the fohls of fate; 

And now am present to the future blaze. 

By George and Jove it is decreed. 

The mighty inonihs in pomp proceed. 

Fair daughters of the sun! O tlion divine, 

bless’d industry! a smiling earth 
From thee alone derives its birth : 

By thee the ploughshare and its master shine. 

From thee, mast, cable, anchor, oar, 

From th( e the eoiiiion, ajnl his roar; 

On oaks nurs'd, rear’d hy thee, wealth, empire, ‘grows ; 
O golden I'ruit! oak well might prove, 

The sacretl tree, the tree of Jove ; 

All Jove can give, the naval oak bestow’s. 

What cannot Industry complete? 

*When Punic war first fiam\l, the great, 

» L. Floras. 



{ TflE ^lEKCHA'^f. 


^4 

^ H^re was Trade born, hero bred, here flourish’d long. ' 

Bold, acliv«’, ardent llouinn fathers meet: 

“ Fell all yonr «TOves,” allninin cries; 

As soon they fall; as soon they rise; 

One moon a forest, anti (he next a fleet. 

I 

Is sloth indnipjencor ’Tis a toil, 

Enervates mun, and damns the soil; 

Defeats creation, plunges in distress. 

Cankers our being: all tievours: 

A full exei tit)!! of our pow’rs! 

Thence, and thence only, glow^ our liappiness. 

The stream may stagnale, 3vt he clear. 

The SUM snsneiul his swift career. 

Yet heallliy nntiire feel her wonted force; 

Ere mar. ins active spKngs re.'>ign'd, 

Can rust in luitl)’ and in mind, 

Yet taste of hliss, of which he chokes the source. 

Where, Industry! (hv tiaughter fair? 

Recall ht!r to her native air; . 

Here was Tratle horn, herehred, here flourish’d long; 
And ever shall she flouri.sh hero: 

What though she languish’d ? ’twas hut fear ; ‘ 

She’s soiutd of heart, her constitution’s strong. 

Wake, sling her up. Trade! lean no more 
On t'ly tix'd anchor; push from shore; 

Earth lies before thee, ev’ry climate court. 

And see! she’s rous’d, ahsolv’<l fiom fears, 

Her brow in (dondless azure rears. 

Spreads all her .sail, and opens every port. 

See, cherish’d by her sister. Peace, 

She levies gain on every, place, 

Religi?)ii, habit; custom, tongue, and name ! 

Again she Jtravels with the sun. 

Again she draws a golden zone 
Round earth and main; brightzone of wealth and fame! 

Ten titou.sand active hands, that hung 
In shameful sloth, with nerves unstrung. 
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, Eatli land's each season blendinu; on thy shores 

The nation’s lan<;ni(l loa«1, <lefy tlie storms. 

The sfiepts imtiirl, and anchors \vcit;h. 

The long-nioor’d vessel wing to sea, 

Worlds, worhls salute, and peopled ocean swarms. 

His sons, Po, (Janges, Danube, ]Nile, 

Their sedgy forelujads lift and smile; 

Their urns inverted, prodigally pour 

ISln iufis charg’d with wealth, and vow to buy 
liritannia, for their great ally. 

With climes paid down. What can the gods do more? 

Cold llussia costly'furs, from far 
Hot Chi!i:i sends her painted *jar, 

I'rance genVous wines to crown it, Arab sweet, 

With gales of incense swells onr sails. 

Nor distant Ind onr Merclrant fails". 

Her richest ore the ballast of our Heet. 

luxuriant isle! what tide that Hows, 

Or stream that glid< s, or wind that l)lows. 

Or genial sim tliat shines, or sliow’r that pours, 

But Hows, glides, bri'allies, shines’, pours, lor thee? 
How evc'ry In art dilates to see 

JKach laiul’s each season blending on thy shores! 

• 

All these one I’ritish harvest make! 

The serv ant ocean, for thy sake, 

Both sinks and swells: his arms thy bosom wrap; 
And fondly give in boundless dow’r ' 

To mighty Okouok's growing pow'r. 

The wafted world into thy loaded lap. 

Commerce brings ritthes, riches crown 
Fair virtue with the first renown 
A large revenue, and a lai«gc cxpence. 

When hearts for others’ welfare gl(5w'. 

And spc'iu! as free as gods bestow, . 

Gives the full bloom to mortal excellence. 

Glow then, my breast! abound, my store; 

This, and this boldly, I implore: 

14. 3 A 
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^ /\11 blessings wound us, whoii discretion’s lost. , 

Their want and apathy let Stoics boast: 

Passions and riciies, good or ill, . ' 

As us’d by man, demand our skill : 

All blessings wound ns, u hen discretion’s lost. 

Wealth in the virtuous and the wise, 

Tis vice and t^»lly to <lespise: 

Let those in praise of poverty refine. 

Whose heads or hearts pervert its use, 

The narrow-soul’d, or the profuse. 

The truly great find morals in the mine. 

Happy the man! who, large of heart. 

Has learnt the rare; illnstridns art 
Of being rich : stores starve us, or they cloy, 

Prom gold if more than chjmic skill 
lixtraet not what is brighter still: 

’Tis hard to gain, inueh harder to enjoy. 

Plenty’s a iiK'aiis, and joy her end ; 

Pxalled minds their joys extend. 

A Chandos shines, when others’ joys are done; 

As lofty turrets by their height, 

When humbler sc«‘iies resign their light. 

Retain the rays of Ihe declining sun. 

Pregnant with blessings, Rritain ! swear 
No sordid son of thine shall dare 
Ofl’end the <lonor of thy wealth and peace: 

’’Who now his whole creation drains 
To pour into thy tumid veins 
That blood of nations. Commerce and Increase. 

How various nature! turgid grain. 

Here nodding, floats the golden plain ; 

There worms weave silken' webs, here glowing vines 
Lav'forih their purple to the sun: 
lienealli tlie soil, their harvests run. 

And king’s revenues ripen in the mines. 

What’s various nature? art divine, 

Man’s soul to soften and refine: 
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Her pilot into service lists the stars. 

# 

Heav’n diff’rent growths to diff’ront lands imparts, 
That MUinay stand in need of all. 

And iiit'rest draw around the ball 
A net to catch and join all human hearts.. 

Thus has the great Crkatok’s pen, 

His la\v supreme to mortal men, 

In their necessities distinctly writ : 

Jiv’n appetite supplies the place 
Of abs(*nt virtue, absent grace, 

And human want performs for human wit. 

Vast naval ensigns sH'Ow’d arpund. 

The wond’ring foreigner confound : 

How stands the deep-aw’d continent aghast. 

As her proud sc«*plred so«s survey, 

At ev’ry port, on ev’ry quay. 

Huge mountains rise, of cable, anchor, mast! 

Th’ unwieldly tun! the pomrrous bale! 

Each prince his o\vu clime set to sail 
Sees hero, by subjects of a British king: 

How earth's abridg’d ! all nations range 
A narrow spot, our throng’d Exchange ! 

And send the streams of plenty from their spring. 

Nor earth alone, all nature bends 
In aid to Britain’s glorious ends : 

Toils she in trade? or bleeds in honest wars? 

Her keel each yielding sea enthrals. 

Each willing wind her canvas calls. 

Her pilot into service lists the stars. 

In size confin’d, and humbly made, 

\yhat though we creep beneath the shade, 

AOid seem as emmets on tins point th§ ball ? 

Heav’n lighted up the human soul, 

Heav’n bid its rays transpierce the whole, 

And giving godlike reason, gave us all. 

Thou golden chain ’twixt God and mfen, 

Blest Reason! guide my life and pen; 
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: if 

A p;ofl lA nought but reason iiiftnite* ^ 

- — - f ’- — ■ — ■ — ^ 

All ills, like ghosts, lly trembling at thy light. 

Who thee obeys, reigns over ail ; 

Smiles, though the stars around him fall ; 

A god is nought but reason iiitinite. 

The man of reason is a god. 

Who scorns to stoop to fortune’s nod ; 

Sole agent he beneath the shining spln.-re. 

Others are jiassive, are iinpeU'd, 

Are frighii'n’d, tkitU r'd, sunk, or swell’d. 

As accident is pleas’d to domineer. 

Our hopes and fears are nm/:h to blame ; 

Shall monurchs awe? or crowns inllaine? 

From gross mistake our .idle tumult springs: 

Those men the silly world disarm, 

Flude the dart, <lissolve the charm. 

Who know the slender worth of men and things. 

The present <d»ject, present da> , 

An; idle phantoms, and away; 

What's lasting oidy dot^s exist. Know this, 

Fife, fanu!, friemls, freedom, empire, all; 

Peace, eoimnerce, freedom, nobly fall. 

To lanneh us bn the Hood of endle.ss bliss. 

How foreign these, though most in view ! 

Oo, look your w hole existence through ; 

Thence form your rule; thence lix your estimate : 

For so the gods, lint as the gains. 

How gnat the toil? ’twill cost more pains 
To vanquish folly than reduce a state. 

Hence, Ileasou! the first palm is thine; 

Old Britain leftrnt from thee to shine; 
lly thee, trade's,s\varming throng, gay freedom’s smile, 
Annies in warpf fatal frovvii, 

Of peace, the pride, arts flowing down, 

Enrich, e^xalt, defend, instruct our isle. 
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Ply commerce, then, ye Britons hokl. 


STRAIN 11. 

COXTRNl’S. — Arts from commerce* Why Britain shoulj^ piirsne it. What 
wealth iiicliides. An historical digression, which kind is »iost frequent in 
Pindar. The wealth and wonderful glory of Tyre. The approach of her 
;uin. Tlie cause of it. H«t crimes through all ranks and orders. Her 
iiiscrable liill. Tluj neighboaring kings* just reflection on it. An awful imagn 
>f the divine power and vengeance. From what Tyre foil, and how deep her 
cahnnity. 

C^OMMERCE cjivee arts, well as gain ; 

liy <.‘oniiiierce waft<!d o’er the main, 

I’liey l)arh’roiis climes enlighten as they run; 

Arts, the rich traflic of th« soul ! 

May travel thus from ]K)le to pole. 

And gild the world with learning’s brighter sun. 

Commerce gives learning, virtue, gold ! 

Ply commerce, tlien, ye Britons bold, 

Inur’d to winds and seas! lest gods repent: 

The gods that thron’d you in the wave. 

And, as the trident’s emblem, gave 
A triple realm that awes the continent. 

And awes with wealth ; for wealth is pow’r : 

When Jove descends a golden show’r, 

’Tis navies, armies, empire, all in one. 

View, eiiinlate, outshine old Tyre; 

in scarlet rob’d, with gems on fire. 

Her merchants princes ! every deck a throne! 

She sat an empress! aw’d the flood ! 

Her stable column oceap trod; 

She call’d the nations, and she call’d the seas, • 

By both obey’d : the Syrian sings : , 

The Cyprian’s art her viol strings; 

Togarmah’s steed along her valley neighs. 

The fir of Senir makes her floor ; 

And Bashan’s oak, transform’d, her oar ; 
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' y 1.. ,, ^ . . 

Great mart of nations ! But she fell. , 

• 

High Lebanon her mast; far Dedan warms 
Her mantled host; Arabia feeds; 

Her sail of purple Egypt spreads; 

Arvad seiid^, mariners ; tiic i’ersian, arms. 

The world’s last limit bounds her fame. 

The Golden City was her name ! 

Those stars on earth, the topaz, onyx, blaze 
Beneath her foot. Extent of coast, 

And rich as Nile’s, let others boast; 
tier’s the far nobler harvest of the seas. 

I 

O merchant land ! as Eden ..fair! 

Ancient of empires! Nature’s care ! 

The strength of ocean ! head of plenty’s springs ! 
The pride of isles! in wars rever’d ! 

Mother of crafts ! lov’d! courted! fear’d! 

Pilot of kingdoms ! and support of kings ! 

Great mart of nations! But she fell : 

Her pamper’d sons revolt! rebel! 

Against his favourite isle loud roars the main ! 
The tempest howls! her sculptur’<l dome 
Soon the wolf’s refuge, dragon's home ! ’ 

The land, one altar! a whole people slain ! 

The destin’d day puts on her frown ; 

The sable hour is coming down ; 

She’s on her march from yon almighty throne; 
The sword and storm are in her hami ; 

She trumpets shrill her dread conunaiid : 

Hark be the light of earth, the boast, unknown ! 

For, oh! her sins, as red as bloo<I, 

As crimson deep, outcry the Hood : 

The queen of trade is bought, once wise and just ; 
Now, venal is her council’s tongue : 

How riot, violence, and wrong. 

Turn gold tp dross, her blossom into dust! 

To things inglorious, far beneath 

Those high'bora souls they proudly breathe. 
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Her very priests in guilt abonntl. 

— — — — — — — 

Her sordid nohle sinks! her mighty how! 

Is it fm* this the groves around 
Return tiie tabret’s sprightly sound? 

Is it for tliis lier great ones toss tlie brow? 

• 

Wliat burning feuds ’twixt brothers reign ! 

To nuptials cohl, how glows the vein, 

Confomuling kindred, and misleading right? 

The spfiriuiis lord it o’er the land ! 

Bold blasphemy dares make a stand, 

Assault the sky, and brandish all her might ! 

• * 

Tyre’s artizan, sweet prator, 

Her merchant, sage, big man of war. 

Her judge, her prophet, nay, her hoary heads, 

Whose brows with wisdouj should be crowjfd, 

Her very priests, in guilt abound :• 

Hence, the world’s cedar all her honours sheds. 

What dearth of truth ! what thirst of gold ! 

(’hiefs warm in peace, in battle cold! 

Wliat youth unletter’ ! base ones lifted high ! 

W liat public boasts! what private views! 

Wliat desert temples! crowded stews! 

Wh at women — practis’d but to roll an eye! 

() ! foul of heart, her fairest dames 
Decline the sun’s intruding beams. 

To mad the midnight in tbeir gloomy fiaunts ; 

Alas! tliere is who sees them tlnire; 

There is who flatters not the fair. 

When cymbals tinkle, and the virgin chaunts. 

He sees, and thunders! — Now in vain 
The courser paw's and foams the rein. 

And chariots stream along the printed*soil : 

In vain her high presumptuous air,. , 

In gorgeous vestments, rich and rare, 

O’er her proud shoulder throws the poor manV toil. 

In robes or gems, her costly stain, 

Orcen, scarlet, azure, shine in vain! 
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, Vain are her gods, and vainly men adore* 

— 

In vain tlieir golden head her turrets rear ; 

In vain high-flavour’d, foreign fruits, 

Sidonian oils, and Lydian lutes. 

Glide o’er her tongue, and melt upon her ear. 

Tn vain wine flows in various streams. 

With liehn and spear each pillar gleams, 
Damascus vain ! unfolds the glossy ston;. 

The golden wedge from Ophir’s coasts. 

From Aral) incense, vain, she boasts ; 

Vain are her gods, and vainly men adore. 

Dell falls ! the mighty Neljuo bends ! 

The nations hiss ! her glory ends ! 

To ships, her confidence! she flies from foes; 
Foes meet her there: ,the wind, the wave. 
That once aid,- strength, ami grandeur gave. 
Plunge her in seas from which her glory rose. 

He r iv'ry deck, euibroider’tl sail. 

And must of cedar, nought avail, 

C>r pilot learn ’d ! she sinks, nor sinks alone, 
fier gods sink with her! to the sky. 

Which never more shall meet her eye, 

She sends her soul out in one dreadful groan. 

What though so vast her naval might. 

In her first dawn’d the British right, 

*A!1 flags abas’<l her sea-doniiuiou greet. 

What though she longer warr’il than Troy ? 
At length her foes that isle destroy. 

Whose coiKiuest sail’d as far as sail’d her fleet. 

The kings she eloth'd in purple, shake 
Their awful brows: “ () foul mistake! 

“ O fatal pride! (they cry ;) this, this is she, 

“ Who said— With my own art and arm, 

“ In the world’s wealth 1 wrap me warm 

“ And swell’d at heart, vain empress of the sea! 

“ This, this is she, Avho meanly soar’d: 
“Alas! how low to be ador’d, 


Q. Curtius 
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•Twas thini*, of jarring thrones to still <lebates. 
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“ Anti style herself a god ! — Through stormy wars 
“ This eagloisle her thunder bore, 

“ High-fed her young with hiiiiiaii gore; 

“ And would have, built her nest among tfip stars. 

“ But ah ! frail man ! how imj>otent 
“ To stand Heav’u’s vengeance, or prevent! 

“ To tnrn.aside the great CREA.Taii’s aim! 

Shall island-kings w'ith him contiMid, 

Who makes the jmles beneath him bend, 

And shall drink up t4ie sea herself with flame! 

“ Earth, ether, empyrfeiim, bow, 

“ When from the brazen mountain’s brow, 

“ The God of battle takes his' mighty bow : 

“ Of wrath prepares to pohr the flood, 

“ Puts on his vesture dipt in blood, 

“ And marches out to scourge the world below. 

“ Ah, \vretchc<l isle, once call’d the great! 

“ Ah, wretched isk*, ami wise too late! 

“ The vengeance of Jehovah is gone out; 

“ 'I'hy luxury, corruption, pride, 

“ And, freedom lost, the realms deride; 

“ Ador’<l thee standing, — o’er thy. ruins shout. 

“ J’o scourge with war, or peace bestow, 

“ Was thine, O fallen! fallen low ! 

" ’Twas thine, of jarring thrones to still debates: 

“ How art thou fallen, down, down, down ! 

“ Wide, waste, and night, and horror, frown, 

“ Where empire flam’d in gold, and balanc’d states.” 

SB 
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Ocean's the womb of riches and the grave. 


STRAIN III. 

CONTENTS.— An inference from this history. Advice to Britain. More 
proper to her than otlH-r nations. How far tlie stroke of tyniimy reaches. 
Wliat supports our eiuKavoura. The iiiieonsidemi bcnefifs of liberty. Bri- 
tain’s obligations to pnrsue tnnle- Why above half the globe is sea. Britain’s 
grandeur from her sitiialimi. 'J’hr v. inds, l!ie seas, the constellations, des- 
nibevL Sir Isaac Nen ton’s praise. Brifaiii compared with oilier sRitcs. The 
h'vicitliau (.b scribed. lj» ilaiii’s right, and am ient title to the seas. Who rivals 
her. Of Venice. Holland. Some despise^ trade as mean; censured for it. 
Tradi’s glory. TIu- laU* <'/a.»*. Solomon. A surprising instance of iniigiii- 
ficence. The Mcrchauro dignity. Compared with men of lettm's. 


JrllKNCE learn, as hearts are foul or pure, 
i>iir rortiinos \vil.li<;r '.r (.‘udiire: 

Na(i(*iis may tliriveor polish hy llio wavo. 

AVhat storms from .!ovo'’s ninvilliiig' frown, 

A people’s oriim^s solioit (iowii ! 

Oca'aii’s the worn!) of riehos and. the grave. 

This truth, O Britain! ponder well; 

Virtues should rise, as fortunes swell . 

What is largo property? — 'riiesign of good, 

Of worth superior : if ’tis less. 

Another’s treasuri’ we possess, 

And charge tlie gods with favours luishestow’d. 

This counsel suits Britannia’s isle, 
lligh-tlush’d with wealth and freedom’s siuiie; 
To vassals prison’d in the continent, 

Who starve at home on meagre toil. 

And suck to death their mother soil, 

’Twere useless caution, and a truth mispent. 

Fell tyrants'strike heyond the hone. 

And wound llie sold ; how genius down. 

Lay virtue waste! For worth or arts, who strain, 
To throw them at a monster’s foot? 

’Tis property snpiiorts pursuit ; 

Freedom gives eloquence; and freedom, gain. 
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TUe uiaa that can lliink $;rrady is no slave. 


She |)piii's tli(^ thought, and forms the style; 

Shi? mafee the blood and spirits boil : 

I feel her now ! and rouse, and rise, and rave 
III Theban song : O muse! not thine, *. 

Verse is gay freedom’s gift divine: 

The man that can think greatly is no slave. 

Others, may traffic if (hey please ; 

Britain, fair daughter of (he seas, 

Is born for trade, to plough lier field, the wave. 

And reap the growth of every coast; 

A speck of land! but let her lioast, 

Oods gavi; the world, when tliey the waters gave, 

Britain! iiehold the world’s wide face; 

Nor cover’d half with solftl space, 

Three parts are fluid: Jhiqiire of the sea! 

And why r for commerce. Ocean streams 
For (hat, through ail his various names: 

And if for commiirci^ ocean flows for thee. 

Britain, like some great, potentate 
Of eastern clime, retires in state. 

Shuts out the nations! Wouhl a prince draw nigh? 
He passes her strong guards the waves, 

Of servant w inds admission craves, 

Her empire has no neighbour but the sky. 

There are her friends ; soft Zejihyr there. 

Keen iiuriis, Notus never fair. 

Rough Boreas bursting from the pole : all urge, 
And liege for her, tlieir various toil ; 

The Caspian, the broail Ballit:, boil. 

And into life the ilead Pacific scourge. 

• 

There are her friends, a marshall’d irain! 

A golden host! and azure plain! . , 

By turns to duty, and hy turns retreat: 

They may rc'treat, but not from her; 

The stars that quit this hemisphere, ' 

Must quit the ski.esto want a British fleet 
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** The sea8 are ours,'* the monarchs said. 


Hyad, for her, leans o’er her urn ; 

For lier, Orieii’s glories burn, 

The Pleiads gleam. For Britons set and rise 
The fair-fac’d sons of Mazaroth ; 

Near the deep chambers of the south. 

The raging Dog that fires the inidniglit skies. 

These nations Newton made his own; 

All intimate with him alone, 
llis mighty soul did, like a giant, run 
To the last volume’s closing Star; 

Decipher’<l every character*; 

His- reason pour’d new light upon the sun. 

Let the proud brothers of the land 
Smile atom* rock ami barren strand ; 

Not such the sea : let Fohe’s ancient line 
Vast tracks, and ample beings, vaunt; 

The camel low, small elephant; 

O Britain ! the Leviathan is thine. 

Leviathan ! whom nature’s strife 
Brought forth her largest piece of life! 

He sleeps an isle! his sports the billows warm! 
Dreadful Leviathan! thy spout 
Invades the skies ; the stars are out : 

He drinks a river, and ejects a storm. 

< 

The Atlantic surge around our shore, 

German and Caledonian roar ; 

Their mighly genii hold us in their lap — 

Hear Fgbert, Edgar, Ethelred : 

“ The seas are ours,” — the monarchs said — 

The floods their hands, their hands the nations, clap. 

Whence is a rival then to rise ? 

Can he be found beneath the skies? 

No, thei-v they dwell that can give Britain fear: 

The pow’rjj of earth by rival aim. 

Her grandeur but the more proclaim ; 

Aud prove their distance most as they draw near. 
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" — — — '• * - -- 

Britannia is a Venice built by gods* 

— — — « 

Proyd Venice sits amid the waves ; 

Her fobt ambitions Ocean laves; 

Art’s noblest boast! but, O wbat wondrous odds 
’Twixt Venice and Britannia’s isle? 

’’I’wixt mortal and immortal toil? 

Britannia is a Venice built by gods. 

Let Holland triumph o’er her foes. 

But not o’er friends by whom she rose; 

The child of Britain ! and shall she contend ? 

It were no less than parricitle ! — 

What wonders rise/roni out the tide! 

Her High and Mighty to the rudder bend. 

And are there then of lofty brow. 

Who think trade mean, and scorn to bow 
So far beneath the state of noble birth ? 

Alas ! these chiefs but little know, 

Commerce how high, themselves how low! 

The sons of nobles are the sons of earth. 

• 

And what have earth’s mean sons to do. 

But reap her fruits, and warm pursue 
The world’s chief good, not glut on others’ toil? 

High Commerce from the gods came down,* 

With compass, chart, and starry crown, 

Their delegate, to make the nations smile. 

Blush, and behold the Russian* bow. 

From forty crowns, his mighty brow, 

To trade — to toil he turns his glorious hand ; 

That arm which swept the bloody field, 

See! the huge axe or hammer wield; 

While sceptres wait, and thrones impatient stand. 

m 

O shame to subjects ! first renown, 

Matchless example to the crown?! . 

Old Time is poor: What age boasts such a, sight? 

Ye drones! adore the man divine — 

No; virtue still as mean decline; 

Call Russians barb’rous, and yourselves polite. 

* Peter the Great. 
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Ib Merchant an inglorious name? 


He too of Judah, great as wise, 

With Hiram strove in merchandise; 

Monarchs with moiiarohs struggle for an oart 
That merchant sinking to his grave, 

A flood o^ treasure swells the cave; 

The king left much, the merchant bury’d more.* 

’ Is Merchant an inglorious name? 

Wo ; fit for Pindar such a theint?, 

Too great forme; J pant beneath the weight! 

If loud as Ocean’s were my v^ice. 

If words and thoughts to court my choice 
Out-numher’d sands, I could not reach its height. 

Merchants o’er proudest heroes reign ; 

'riiosc trade in blessing# these in pain. 

At slaughter swell, aud shunt while nations groan : 
With purple inunarchs incrchauts vie: 

If gnrat to spend, what to supply? 

Priests [>ray for bkwsings, merchants pour ’m down. 

Kings merchants arc*, in league aud love; 

Eartli’s otlours pay soft airs above, 

That o’er the teeming field prolific range ; 

Planets are inerchants, take, return. 

Lustre and heat ; by traffic burn : 

The whole creation is one vast exchange. 

'is Merchant an inglorious name? 

What say the sons of letter’d fame. 

Proud of their volumes, sw<-lling in tlmir cells? 

Jn open life, in change of scene. 

Mid various inanncrs, throngs of men. 

Experience, arts,. and solid wisdom, dwells. 

Trado, art’s uv'chanic. Nature’s stores 
Well weighs; tp starry science .soars: 

Heads warm in life (dead-colour’d by the pen) 

'Fhe sifes, tongues, int’ rests, of the hall : 

Who studios trade, he studies all : 

Accomplish’d merchants are accomplish’d men. 

* Vast treasure taken from Solomon's tomb 1300 years after his death; 3000 
taleuU at one time^ and an immense snni the m xt. 
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* Let Britons shout! earth, seas, and skies, resounds 




STRAIN IV. 

CONTENT'S. — Pindar invoked. His praise. Britain should decline 
but boldly assert her trade. Eiieoiiraged tVojii the throne.* Britain’s condition 
without trade. Trade’s eliaracter, and surprising deeds. (Carthage. Solomon’s 
teinph*. St. Paul’s ehureh. The miser's chaiarler. The wonderiul effects of 
trade. Why religion recommended to the merchant. W’^iiat talsc joy. What 
true. What religion is to the merchant. Why trade more, glorious in Briton?^ 
than others. Vlow warnily ami how long to be ]>ursued by us. The Briton’s 
legacy. Columbus. His praise. America described. Worlds still unknovrn 
Queen Eli/abetli. King (ieorge II. liis glory iiuvally represented. 

How shall I furtiter ronse*tlie soul? 

How sloth’s lascivious reign control 
By verse, with iinextingiiish’d ardour wrought? 

How ev'ry breast intianiA with luihe? 

How hid iny tlieinc still )»right<;r shine. 

With wealth of words, and nnexhausled thought? 

O thou Direiean swan (>ii iiigh. 

Round whom fuiuitiar thunders fly ! 

While Jove attemls a language like his own. 

Thy spirit puw’r like vernal shovv’rs; 

^ly vers<! shall burst out with the tlow’rs, 

While Britain's trade advances witli her sun. 

Though Britain was not horn to fear, 

Grasp not at bloody fame from war; 

Nor war decline, if thrones your right invade: 

Jove gathers tempest black as night; 

Jove poms the golden flou<l of light; 

Let Britain thunder, or let Britain Irade. 

Britain, a comet or a star, 

In commerce this, or tlvat in war ; 

Let Britons shout! earth, seas, and ^kies, resoundl 
Commerce to kindle, raise, preswve» 

And spirit dart through every nerve. 

Hear from the throne* u voict; through time renown’d. 

So fall from heav’n the vernal show’rs. 

To cheer tite glebe, and wake the Huw’rs; 

TUe Kiog’s Speech. 
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Trade’s the source, sinew, soul of all. 

The bloom call’d forth, sees azure skies display’d ; 
The bird of voice is proud to sing ; 

Industrious bees ply every wing, 

Distend their'cells, and urge their golden trade. 

Trade once extinguish’d, liritain’s sun 
Is gone out too ; liis race is run ; 

‘He shines in vain! her isle’s an isle indeed, 

A sp(>t too small to be o’ercome : 

Ah, dreadful safety ! wretched doom! 

No foe will conquer what no foe can feed. 

Trade’s the source, 'sinew, sOul of all : 

Trade’s all herself; her’s, her’s the ball; 

Where most unseen, the god<less still is there: 

Trade leads the dance. Trade lights the blaze. 

The courtier’s pomp, the student’s ease! 

Twas trade at Blenheim fought, and clos’»l the year. 

What Rome and all her gods defies? 

The Punic oar. Behold it rise 
And battle for the world 1 Trade gave the call ; 

Rich cordials from his naval art 
Sent the strong sjiirits to his heart. 

That bid an Afric merchant grasp the ball. 

WMiere is, on earth, Jehovah’s home? 

Tt'side mark’d the soil, and built the dome. 

In which his Majesty first deign’d to dwell ; 

The walls with silver sheets o’erlaid, 

Rich as the sun, through gohl unweigh’d. 

Bent the iuooimI arch, and bid the column swell. 

Grandeur unknown to Solomon ! 

Metijiuks the lab’ring earth shouhl groan, 

Beneath yon load :■* Created, sure, not made ! 
Servant and rif'al of the skies ! 

Heav’ii’s arch alone can liigher rise: 

What hand iinmortal rais’d thee? — Humble TVade. 

Where hadst thou been, if left at large? 

‘Diose sinewy arms that tugg’d the barge, 

* St. Paul’s, built by tbe coal-tax. 
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Tlatle give.s fair virtue fairer still lo sliine. ^ 

Had caught at pleasqre on the flowVy greeu: 

If they that watcli’d the uiiduiglit star. 

Had swung behind the rolling car. 

Or fill’d it with disgrace, where had’st thfip been? 

As by repletion men consume. 

Abundance is the miser’s doom : 

Expend \l nobly ; he that lets it rust. 

Which, passing nuin’roiis hands, would shine. 

Is not a man, but living mine. 

Foe to the godsi, and rival to the dust. 

Trade barb’rous lamK can polish fair; 

Make earth well worth the wise man’s care; 

Call forth her forests, charm them into fieets ; 

Can make one house of liAman ractV; 

Can bid the distant poles embrace : 

Her’s every sun ; and India India meets. 

Trade monarchs crowns, and arts imports, 

With bounty feed.'»i witli laurel courts : 

Trade gives fair virtue fairer still to shine ; 

Enacts those guards of gain, the laws ; 

Exalts even freedoin’s glorious cause :• . 

Trade, warn’d by Tyre, O make religion thine!* 

You lend each other mutual aid; 

Why is Heav’n’s .smile in wealth convey’d ? 

Not to place vice, but virtues, in our pow’r: 

Pleasure <lecliird is luxury, 

Boundless in time, and in degree ; 

Pleasure enjoy’d, the tumult of an luan-. 

False joy’s a discomposing thing, . 

That jars on nature’s trembling string, 

Tempests the spirits, and untunes tlie*fraine : 

True joy the sunshine of the soul,* • 

A bright serene that calms the whole; , 

Which tliey ne'er knew, whom other joys infiame. 

Merchant! religion is the care 
To grow as rich- as angels art*; 
u, .3C 
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^ ComoK^rcc gives gold, religion xnnkea n • 

To know false coin from true; to sweep the inaiii ; 
The mighty stake secure, beyond 
The strorij^est tie of field or fund ; 

Commerce ^ives gold, religion makes it gain. 

Join then religion to thy store, 

Or India’s mines will make thee poor : 

Greater than Tyre! O bear a nobler mind, 
Sea-sovereign isle! proud war ilecline. 

Trade patronize! What glory thine. 

Ardent to bless, who could’st subdue mankind! 

Rich commerce ply, with w^^irmth divine. 

By day, by night; the stars are thine: 

Wear out the stars in traile! eternal run, 

Prom age to age, the rioble glow, 

A rage to gain, and to bestow ; 

While ages last! in trade burn out the sun. 

Trade, Britain’s all, our sires sent down, 

With toil, blood, treasure, age!, won; 

This, Edgar great bequeath’d : this, KdwanI liold ; 
Let Porbisher’s, let Raleigh’s lire ! 

O let Columbus’ shade inspire! 

New worlds disclose, with Drake surround an old. 

Columbus ! scarce inferior fame 
Por thee to find, than lleav’n to frame. 

That womb of gold and gem her wide domain, 
An universe! her rivers, sea.s! 

Her fruits, both men and gods to please! 
lleav’n’s fairest birth ! and but for thee in vain. 

W’orlds still unknown deep shadows wrap ; 

Call wonders forth from nature’s lap ; 

New glory jioUf on her eternal Sire ; 

O noble search ! O glorious care! 

Are yon not Britons? Why despair? 

New worlds are due to such a gotlUke tire. 

Sw'ear by the great Eliza’s soul, 

TJiat trade as long as waters roll: 

* Vitl. Descriplionj of Ameiica. 
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TruUi brif^ht as stars with tlioc prevails. # 


Ah ! n(n the gods chastise my rash decree. 

By great Eliza do not swear : 

For thee, O George ! the gods declare ; 

And tliou for them! late time shall swear by thee, 

■'Truth, bright as stars, with thee jirevails; 

Full be thy fame, as swelling sails : 

Constantnis tides thy mind; as masts elate; 

Thy justice an unerring helm, 

To steer Britannia s fickle realm : 

Thy nuin’rous race, sure anchor of tlie slate. 


STRAI>1 V. . 


CONTENTS. — U'liat is (ho bound of Hnlain’s power. Beyond that of tlie 
most famed in history, 'riie sign Lyra. What llic conslcHations arc. Argo. 
The Whale. The Dolphin. Ei idanus. The Lion. Libra. Virgo. Berenice. 
The British ladies censured. 'Vhe Moon. M^hat the s»*a is. Apostrophe to the 
Emperor. The Spanish Armada, How Britain should speak her resentment. 
What^gives power. What natives do in war. The Tartar, Mogul, Africa. 
China. Who master of the world. What the history of the world is. The 
genealogy of Glory. Mistakes about it. Peace the merclianfs harvest. Ships 
of divine origin. Merchants ambassadors. The Briton’s voyage. Praise the 
food of Glory. Britain’s record., 

Britannia’s stafe what bounds confine? 

(Of rising thought, O golden mine!) 

Mountains, Alps, streams, gulfs, oceans, set no bound; 
She sallies, till she strikes the star ; 

Expanding wide, and launching far 
As wind can fly, or rolling 'wave resotpid. 

Small isle! for Caesars, for the soir 
Of Jove, who burst from Macedon, 

For gorgeous Easterns blazing o’er mankind; 

Then, when they call’d the world theii* own. 

Not equal fame from fable shone ; 

They rose to gods, in half thy .sphere confinM. 
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Pii'ates^^iiot meichatits, are the British fair. 


Here no demand for fancy’s wing; 

Vlain truth’s illustrious: as 1 sing, 

O hear yon spangled harp repeat my lay ! 

Yon starry lyre has caught the sound, 

And spreads it to the planets round, 

WJio best can tell where ends Britannia's swav. 

*• 

The skies, (fair printed page!) unfold 
'J’he naval fame of heroes old ! 

As in a mirror show th’ adventurous throng : 

The <lee<ls of Grecian marindrs 
Are reatl hy gods, are writ in stars. 

And noble verse that shall endure as long. 

The skies are reconls of tlie main : 

Thence Argo listens to my strain : 

Cliiron, for song renown 'd, his noble ragt> 

Bor naval fame and song renews, 

As Britain’s fame he hears and views ; 

Chiron, the Shovell of a former age. 

The Whale (for late I snug his praise) 

Pours grateful lustre on my lays: 

How smiles Arion’s* friend with partial beams! 
Eri'damis would flatter too. 

But jealousies his smiles subdne ; 

He fears a British rival in the Thames. 

In pride the Lion lifts his mane. 

To see liis British brothers reign 
As stars below : tlfe Balance, George! from thine. 
Which weighs the nations, learns to weigh 
More accurate the niglit and tlay; 

From thy fair daughters Xi*‘8'f> leanis to shine. 

Of llritain’s court, ye lesser lights ! 

How coidd'tlid wise iiiangalte whole nights 
On lliclunond’s eye, on Berenice's hair.^ 

But, oh ! practise siiameful arts; 

Y'our own retain, seize others’ hearts ; 

Pirates, not merchants, are the British fair. 

»Thc Dolphin. 



MERCHANT, 

■ »■■■- ■ t - 

Yet wbat if my prediction should prove true ? » 

'l’his»trjiith I swear by Cynthia’s beam, 

Pale Queen ! be flush’d at Britain’s fame! 

And rolling, tell the nations, — “ O’er the main 
“ To share her empire is thy pride.” . 

He, mighty pow’r! who curbs the title. 
Uncurbs, extends, throws wide Britannia’s reigiu 

What‘i.s the main, ye kings renown’dr 
Britannia’s centre, and your bound: 

Austrian ! where’er Leviathan can roll. 

Is Britain’s home!' and Britain’s mine 
Where’er the ripening sun can shine! 

Parts are for emperors ; for her the whole. 

Why, Austrian! wilt thou hover still 
On doubtful wing, and want the skill 
To see thy welfare in the worltl’s.? — too late 
Another Churchill thou may’st find, 

Anoth»‘r Churchill not so kind. 

And other Blenheims big with other fate. 

Ill thou remember’st, ill dost own, 

AVho rescu’d an ungrateful throne; 

111 thou cousider’st, tlrat the kind are brave ; 

111 dost thou weigh, that in time’s womb 
A day may sleep, a day of doom. 

As great to ruin as was that to save. 

How would’st thou smile to hear my strain, 
Whose boasted inspiration’s vain ? 

Yet what if my prediction should prove true? 
Kuow’st thou the fatal pair, who shine 
O’er Britain’s trading empire ? thine 
As one rejected, what if one subdue? 

What naval scetie* adorns the seal 
Of awful Britain’s high debate. 

Inspires her councils, and records her pow’r? 

The nations know, in glowing balls , 

On sinking thrones the tempest falls. 

When her august- assembled senates low’r. 

* The Spanish Armada, in the House of Lords, 
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f Stirptise your portHj and thunder at your gates. 

O lanjfiiage, fit for thoughts so Iwld ! 

AVould Britain have her anger told? 

Ah ! never let a lueaiier langnuge sound, 

I’han tliatAvhich prostrates human souls, 
Through heav’n’s dark vault impetuous rolls. 
And nature rocks when angry Jove has frown’d. 

Not realms unbounded, not a flood 
Of natives, not expence of blood. 

Or reach of counsel, gives the world a lord; 

Trade calls him forth, and sets him high. 

As mortal man o’er men can fly ; 

Trade leaves poor gleanings to the keenest sword. 

Nay, her's the sword ; for fleets have wings. 

Like light’ning fly to distant kings ; 

Like gods descend at once on trembling states. 

Is war proclaim’d? our wars are hurl’d 
To farthest confines of the world, 

Surprise your ports, and thunder %t your gates 

The king of tempests, Aeolus, 

Sends forth his pinion’d people thus. 

On rapid erraivds: as they fly, they roar. 

And carry sable clouds, and sweep 
The land, the desert, and the deep ! 

Earth shakes ! proud cities fall, and thrones adore ! 

I’he fools of nature ever strike 
On bare outsides ; and lothe or like 
As glitter bids ; in endless error vie ; 

Admire the purple and the crown ; 

Of human welfare and renown. 

Trade’s the big h^art ; bright empire but their eye. 

"Whence Tartaf grand, or Mogul great? — 

Trade gilt their titles, power’d their state ; 

While Afric’s black, lascivious, slothful breed. 

To clasp their ruin, fly from toil. 

That meanest product of their soil, 

Their people sell; one half on t’other feed. 
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Trade's the full pulse that sends their vigour round* ^ 

Of n»lure’s wealth from commerce rent, 

Afric’s a glaring monument: 

Mid citron forests, and pomegranate groves, 

(Curs’d in a paradise!) she pines; *, 

O’er gen’rous glebes, o’er golden mines. 

Her beggar’d, famish'd, tradeless native roves. 

Not so thine, China, blooiuiug Avide! 

Thy luunerous fleets might bridge the tide; 

Thy products would exhaust both India’s mines: 
Shut be thy gate of trade I or woe 
To Britain’s ! Europe ’twill p’erflow. — 

Ungrateful song! her growth* inspires thy lines. 

Britain ! to these, and such as these, 

The river broad, and foalniug seas, 

Whitdi sever lauds to mortals less renown’d. 

Devoid of naval skill or mighti; 

Those sever’d parts of earth unite : 

Trade’s the fidl pulge that sends their vigour round. 

Could, O could one engrossing hand 
J'he various streams of trade command ! 

That, like the sun, would gazing nations aw'e: 

That awful pow’r the world would brave. 

Bold war, and empire proud, his slave; 

Mankind his subjects, and his will their law. 

Hast thou look’d round the spacious earth? 

From commerce, grandeur’s hund)le birth: 

To Ceorge from Noah, empires, living, dead. 

Their pride, their shame, their rise, their fall. 

Time’s whole plain chronicle, is all 
One bright encomium, un<Jesign’d, on trade. 

% 

'frade springs from peace, and wealth from trade, 
Ami pow’r from wealth : of pow’r is*inade 
The god on earth : Hail then the dove of peace! 
Whose olive speaks the raging flood . 

Of war repress’d : what’s loss of blood ? 

War is the death of Commerce and Increase. 


• Coffee. 
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*For j^C^, let every sacred ship be crown’d. . ** 

Then perish war — Oetest^ war ! 

Shalt thou make gods, like Cajsar’s star?' 

What calls man fool so loud as this has done. 

From NirpVod’s down to Bourbon’s line? 

Why not adore, too, as divine, 

Wide-wasting storms before the genial sun? 

Peace is the merchant’s summer clear ! 

His harvest f harvest round tlie year ! 

For peace, with laurel every mast be bound ; 

£ach deck carouse, each flag stream out, 

Each cannon sound^ each s»^iIor shout; 

For peace, let every sacred ship be crown’d I 

Sacred are ships, of birth divine! 

An angel drew the first 'design ; 

With which the patriarch* nature’s ruin brav’d : 

Two world’s abroad, an old and new, 

He safe o’er foaming billows flew : 

The gods made huaiiui race, a pilot sav’d. 

How sacred, too, the mereliant’s name ! — 

When Britain blaz’d meridian f!Mue,'|' 

Bright shone the sword, but brighter trade gave law : 
Merchants in distant courts rever’<l. 

Where prouder statesmen ne’er appear’d. 
Merchants, ambassadors! and thrones in awe! 

‘Tis theirs to know tlie tides, the times; 

The march of stars, the Inrth of climes ; 

Summer and winter theirs; tiicirs land and sea; 

Theirs are the seasons, mouths, and years; 

And each a dift'ereut garland wears ; 

O that my song could 'add eternily ! 

• 

Praise is the s.acre<l ojl that feeds 
The burning lamp of godlike deeds; 
Inimortal.glory pays illustrious cares. 

Whither, ye Britons! are ye bound? 

O noble voVage, glorious rouiul! 

Launch from the Thames, and eml among the stars. 

* Noah. t In Qi|coi] Klizubeth's reign. 




THE MERCHANT. ^ 

, Theik let bliss aw«, and tremble at t^y store.* 

' If to my subject rose iny soul, 

Your’fame should last while oceans roll : 

When other worlds in de|)lh.s of time shall rise, 

As we the Greeks of mighty name. 

May they Britannia’s fleet proclaim. 

Look up, and read her stories in the skies 

Ye Syrens, sing! ye Tritons, blow ! 

Ye INereids, dance! ye billows, flow! 

Roll to iny measures, O ye starry throng! 

Ye winds, in concert breathe around! 

Ye navies to the concert boimd! 

From pole to pole! to Britain all belong. 


THE MORAL. 

CONTENTS. —The most happy should be tli/ most virtuous. Of clernity, 
What Britain’s art should be. Whence slavrryt 

JBrITAIN ! tlutk bless’d, thy blessing know; 

Or bliss, in vain, the gods be.stow ; 
lts,£nd fulfil, means cherish, source adore ; 

Vain swellings of thy soul repress; ' 

''I'hey most may lose who most possess ; 

Then let bliss awe, and tremble at thy store. 

Nor be too foiid.of life at best; 

Her cheerful, not enamour’d guest: 

Let thought fly forward; ’twill gay prospects give, 
Prospects immortal ! that deride 
A I’yriau wealth, a Persian pride. 

And make it perfect fortitude to livf. 

O for eternity ! a scene ' 

To fair adventurers serene I 
O, on that .sea to deal in pure renown !’ 

Traffic with gods! what transports roll! * 

What boundless import to the soul ! . 

The poor man’s empire! aiul the subject’s crown! 

* It is Si 1' T. suae Newton's opinion, that the prineipai constellations took thei) 
nauK'j; from the .Argonauts, to pcrpctiiatc that groat action. 
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THE MERCHANT. 

Oloriotis, while bcav’it-born freedom lasts. 
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Adore the gods, aud plough the seas : 

These be thy arts, O Britain ! these. 

Let others pant for an immense command ; 

Let others breathe war’s fiery god : 

The proudest victor fears thy nod, 

Long as the trident fills thy glorious hand. 

Glorious, while heav’n-born freedom lasts; 

Which trade’s soft spurious daughter blasts : 

For what is tyranny? a monstrous birth 
- From luxury, by bribes caress’d. 

By glowing pow’r in shades compress’d ; 

Which stalks around, and chains the groaning earth. 


THE CLOSE. 

V 

CONTENl’S. — ^This subjrf't now first sung. How Preferable to 

Pindar's subject. How Britain should be sung by all. 


Thee, I'raile ! I first, who boast no store, 

Who owe thee nought, thus snatch from shore,' 
The shore of prose, where thou hast slumber’d long; 
And send tliy dag triumphant down 
The tide of time to sure renown. 

O bless my country ! and thou pay’st my song. 


'riiou art tlie Briton’s noblest theme ; 

Why tiieii unsung? my simple aim 
To dress plain sense, and fire the generous blood, 
IVot sport imaginations vain; 

But list with you ethereal train* 

The shilling luiise, to serve the public good. 

Of ancient art, and ancient praise, 

The sjiiings are opeii’tl in niy lays:! 


j * The stars. 

T Tibi rt's antiqua* laudis, et artis 

Ingredior, .sunctos aufus rrcludcre fontes ; 
Ascrkcuiiique cano Komana pcf oppida carmeu. 


VlRG. 
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SEUCItANT. _ 

In life or soh^, how rare the true sublime ! ■ 

Olympic^heroes’ gliosts around uie throng. 

And thiiMc their glory sung anew; 

Till chiefs of equal fame they view ; 

Nor grudge to Britons bold their Tlieban'isong. 

Not Pindar’s theme witli mine compares; 

As far surpass’d as useful cares 
Transcencl diversion light, and glory vain : 

The wreath fantastic, shouting throng. 

And panting steed, to him belong ; 

.The charioteer’s, not empire’s, golden reign. 

Nor, Chandos ! thou the muse despise 
That would to glowing Aitna rise, 

(Such Pindar’s breast) thou Theron of our time’ 
Seldom to man the gods iflipart 
A Pindar’s head, or Theron’s heart : 

In life or song, how rare the true s.ublime! 

None British born will sure disdain 
Tliis new, hold, moral, patriot strain, 

Tliough not with genius, with some virtue crown’d : 
(How vain the muse!) the lay may last. 

Thus twin’d around the British mast, • 

The British mast with nobler laurels bound! 

Weak ivy curls round naval oak. 

And smiles at winds and storms nnbrokc; 

By strength not her’s sublime : thus proud to soar. 
To Britain’s grandcMir cleaves my strain. 

And lives and echoes through the plain. 

While o’er the billows Britain’s thunders roar. 

Be dumb, ye grov’lling sons of versp. 

Who sing not actions, but, rehearse, 

And fool the muse with impotent desire ; 

Ye sacrilegious! who presume 
To tarnish Britain's naval bloom. 

Sing Britain’s fame, with all her hero’s 

‘CHORUS. . 

Ye Syrens, sing! Tritons, blow! 

Ye Nereids, dance ! ye billows, flow ! 




THE MEKCHAN'I’. 

O glorious thei't ! O nobly-wicked draught ! 
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Boll to ray ra9{»snres, O ye starnyj thronjj! 

Ye winds, in concert liresithe around!. 

Ye navies, to the concert hound 
From pole to pole! to Britain all belong: 

Britain to Heaven ; IVoiii heaven descends my song.. 


VERS E S 

OCCASIONED nv THAT 


FA3IOUS PJECK OF T,IIE CIWCIFIXON, 

DONE BY 

MICHAEi; ANGELO; 

Who obtained leave to tre^dt a ' malefactor, condemned to be broke upon the 
wheel, as be pleased for this ^ipose. The man beiu^ extended, this wonderful 
artist directed that he should be stabbed in such parts of the body as heappre* 
bended would occasion the most e\erueiatiii|;r torture, that he might represent 
the agonies of death in the most natural maiiner* 

"W^ HILE his Bedoenier on his canvass dies, 

SUibb’d at his feet his brother welt’ring lies; 

The daring artist, cruelly serene. 

Views the pale cheek, and the distorted mien ; 

Ec drains off life by drops, and, ileaf to cries, 
Examines every spirit as it Hies: 

Ho studies tornient; dives in mortal woe ; 

To roiisi^ up ev’ry pang, repeats his blow; 

Each rising agoiiy, eaeli tlrcadfid grace. 

Yet warn), transplanting to his Saviour’s face. 

O glorious theft! O nohly*-wicked draught! 

With its full charge of death each feature fraught ! 
Such w'oodrous force the magic colours boast, 

From his own skill he starts, in horror lost. 


END OF YOtVNO S VEpRKS. 
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f In ^rnm array the griziy spectres rise. 

f: 

^'by long-extended realms, and rueful wastes! 

Where nought but silence reigns, and night, dark night ! 
Dark as was chaos, ere the infant siin 15 

Was roil’d together ; or had tried its beams 
Athwart the gloom profound ! The sickly taper. 

By gliinnrriiig throngli thy low-brow’d misty vaults, 
Furr’d round with mouldy damps and ropy slime, 

J^ets fall a supernumerary horror, * 20 

And only serves to make thy night more irksome. 

Well do 1 know thee by thy trusty yew. 

Cheerless, unsocial plant! that loves to dwell 
’Midst skulls and cofHn,s, epitaphs and worms; 

Where liglil-ljeel’d ghosts, aiul visionary shades, 25 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) 
Embodied thick, perform tJieir mystic rounds; 

No otl»er inerrimeiit, dull tree! is thine. 

See yonder hallow’d fane; the pious work 
Of names once fam’d, now dubious or forgot, 30 
And buried ’midst tbe wreck of things which were; 
There lie inter/d the most illustrious dead. 

The wind is up: hark, how it howls! inethinks. 

Till now, 1 never heard a sound so dreary: .-34 

Doors creak, and windows clap, and niglit’s fold bird 
Hook’d ’in the spire screams loud ; the gloomy aisles. 
Black plaistor’d& hung round with shreds of scutcheons 
And tatter’d coats of arms, send back the sound, 
Ladfai with heavier airs, from the low vaults, 30 
The mansions of the dead. Hous’d from their slumbers. 
In grim array the griziy spectres rise. 

Grin horrilile, and obstinately sullen 
Pass and repass, hush’d as the foot of night. 

Again the screech-.owl siirieks: ungracious sound ! 
ril hear tjo more; it makes Cue's blood run chill. 45 
Quite round the pile a row of rev ’rend elms, 

Coeval nea’r with that, all ragged shew. 

Long lash’d by the nule winds ; some rift half down 
Their braiichlefis trunks; others so thin a-top 
That scarce two Qqpws can lodge in the same tree. 50 
Strange things, the neighbours say, have happen'd here ; 
Wild shrieks have issu’d from the hollow tombs; 
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Full fast he flies, and dares not look behind him» ^ 

Dead ipen have come again, and walk’d about; 

And the great bell has toll’d, nnrung, untouch’d : 55 

Such tales their cheer, at wake or gossiping. 

When it draws near to witching time of'tjiight. 

Oft in the lone church-yard, at night I’ve seen. 

By glimpse of inoon-shine*chequ’ring through the trees. 
The School-boy, with his satchel in his hand, 6&. 
Wliistliilg aloud, to bear his courage up; 

And lightly tripping o’er the long flat stones 
(With nettles skirted, and with moss o’ergrown,) 

7’hat tell in homely phrase who liew below ; 

Sudden he starts ! and‘hears, or thinks he hears, 65 
The sound of somethine purring at his heels. 

Full fast he flies, and dares not look behind him, 

Till out of breatli he overtakes his fellows; 

Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid apparition, tall and ghastly, 70 

That walks at dead of night, or takes his stand 
O’er some new-open’d grave ; and, strange to tell ! 
Evanishes at crowing of the cock. 

The new-made Widow too I’ve sometimes spie<l ; 
Sa4 sight ! slow moving o’er the |)rostrate dead : 75 

Listless she crawls along in doleful black, 

While bursts of sorrow gush from either eye 
Fast falling down her now untasted check. 

Prone on the lonely grave of the <leav man 

She drops! whilst busy meddling memory, «0 

In barbarous succession, musters up 

The past endearments of their softer hours, 

Tenacious of its theme. Still, still she thinks 
She sees him, and, indulging the fond thought, 

Clings yet more closely to the senselfess tnrf, 65 

Nor heeds the passenger who looks tl\at way. - 
Invidious Grave ! how durst thou,rend in ^nnder 
Whom love has knit, and sympathy made one? 

A tie more stubborn far than nature’s bond. 
Friendship! mysterious cement of the soul; ^ DO 

Sweet’iier of life! and solder of society! 

I owe thee much. Thou hast deserv’d from me. 

Far, far beyond what I , can ever pay. 
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^ Where are the jest erft now? tlie men of health ! 

Oft have 1 prov’d the labours of thy love, 

And the warm cfibrts of tin- gentle heart J)5 

Anxious to please. Oft, when my friend and I 
In some tliicjtl wood have wander’d heedless on. 

Hid from the vulgar eye; ami sat us down 
Upon the sloping cowsljp-cover’d bank, 

’VVhere the pure limpid stream has slid along 100 
In grateful eiTors througli the underwood 
Sweet imirurriiig; metlioughttiieshrill-tougu’d thrush 
Meiidetl his song of love; the. sooty blackbird 
Mellow’il bis pipe, and softeiul ev’ry note; 

The eglantine snieir<l sweeter, "ainl the rose 10& 

Assum’d a dye more deep; whilst ev’ry tlower 
Vied with its felluw-plaiit in luxury 
Of clri'ss. O ! then the Idiigest summer’s day 
Se(“iu’<l too, too f.iiic-h ill haste: still tin' full heart 
Hud not impartesl Iraif: ’twas happim-ss J 10 

Too t;x(p.iisite to last. Of joys <ieparted, 

INot to return, how [miufui I'ue reuiembrauce! J 
^ Dull grave! thou spoiTsl Uieilam wof youthful blood, 
Tak’st out the dimple from the cheek of mirth. 

Ami ev'ry smirking feaii.ji- from tin; face; "Ho 

liramiiug our laughter with the ua;ue of inadiiess. 

Where are the jesters now? the men of health 
Complexionally pleasant? where the droll ? 

W hose ev’ry look and gesture was a joke 
To clapping theatres ami shouting crowds, 120 

And made ev’ii thick-iip’d uiusiiig Melancholy 
To gather up her face into a smile 
Befort! she was aware? Ah! sulleii now, 

Atnl dumb as the green turf that covers them ! 

Where are the*iuighty thumierb;ilts of war? 125 
The liftman (>.«sars ami the tireciaii chiefs, 

'I'he bo&i^t of iijtory ? Where the hot-bruin’d youth? 

Who the tiara at his pletisure tore 

From kings of all tin? tlien discover’d globe; 

AtnJ cried, forsooth, because his arm was hamper’d. 
Ami bad not room eriougb to do its work? 131 

Alas ! how slim, dishonourably slim! 

And craiiim’d into a space we blush to name. 



Tilt; ctiAVri. . , 4n 

Son of tlio morning! wtiitlirr art thou "one? 

iProiul );oyalty ! liow ;*lter’<l in thy looks ! 

How liluiik thy features, and how wan thy hue! 135 
Sou of the morning! whither art thou g(nie? 

Where hast tliou hid thy inany-spangled*bead, 

And the majestic menace of thine eyes 
Felt from afar? pliant and pow’rless now: 

,Ijike new-born infant bound up in his svvathes, 14Q& 
Or.victiih tumbled Hat upon his back, , 

That throbs beneath tl»e sacrificer’s knife. 

Mute must thou bear the strife of little tongues. 

And coward insults of the base born crowd. 

That grudge a privilege* thou mfver luidst, 145 

lint only hop’<l for in tiie peaceful grave, 

Of being luniiolested and alone. 

Arabia’s gums, and odorif'rous drugs. 

And honours by the heralds <lnly paid 

In mode and form, ev’ii to a very scruple; 150 

O cruel irony ! Ihese come too late. 

And only mock whoyi they were meant to honour. 
Surely there’s not a dungeon slave that’s buried 
lij the highway, imshromled and uncoflin’d, 
lliiSiies as soft, and sleeps as sound as he. 155 

Sorry pre-eminence of high descent 
Above the vulgar, born to rot in state! 

Hut see! the well-pliim'd hearse comes nodding on 
Stately and slow ; and properly attended • 

By the whole salde tribe, that painful watch 160 
The sick man’s door, and live upon tlie dead, 

By letting out their persons by the hour 
To mimic sorrow, wlnni the heart’s not sad. 

How rich the trappings, now they’re all unfurl’d 
And glittering in the sun! triumphant entries 165 
Of conquerors, and coronation pomps,. * 

In glory scarce exceed. Ureat gluts of, peopl{# 
Retard th’ unwieldy shew' ; whilst from the casements, 
And houses’ tO])s, ranks behind ranks close wedg’d 
Hang bellying o’er. But tell us, why this w^ste? I7C 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcase 
That’s fall’n i»ttp disgrace, and in the nostril 
Smells horrible? Ye undertakers! tell us, 

15 . 
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Absurd, to tliink to ovcr-rcach the grave. ' 

’Midst all the gorgeous figure you exhibit, 

•Why is the principle conceal’d, for which > ' 175 

You make this mighty stir? ’Tis wisely done: 

What would* ofieud the eye in a good picture. 

The painter casts discreetly into shades. 

Proud lineage, now how little thou appear 'st! 
•Pelow the envy of the private man ! 180 

Honour, that meddlesome officious ill. 

Pursues thee ev’n to death ; nor there stops short. 
Strange persecution ? when the grave itself 
Is no protection from rude sulTerance. 

Absurd, to think tft over-reach the grave, 185 

And from the wreck of names to rescue ours? 

The best concerted schemes men lay for fame 
Die fast away; only themselves die faster. 

The far-fam’tl sculptor, and the laurell’d bard, 

Those bold insurers of eternal fame, 190 

Supj)ly their little feeble aids in vain. 

The tap'ring pyramid, th’ Egyptian’s pride. 

And wonder of the world! whose spiky top 
Has wounded the thick cloud, and long out-liv’d 
The angry shaking of the winter’s storm ; .,,1.95 

Yet spent at last by th' injuries of heav’n, 

Shatter’d wdth age, and furrow’d o’er w'ith years. 

The mystic cone with hieroglyphics crusted 
(lives w ay. O lamentable sight ! at once 
Tiie labour of whole ages lund)er.s down, 200 

A hideous and misshapen length of ruins, 

Sepulchral columns wrestle but in vain 
With all-subduing Time; her cank’ring hand 
With calm deliberate malice wasleth them; 

Worn on the edge of days, the brass cunsunie.s, 205 
The bgtsto moulders, and the deep cut marble, 
Unste<>dy to the steel, gives up its charge; 

Ambition, haW convicted of her folly. 

Hangs down the head, and reddens at the tale. 

Here all tl^e mighty troublers of the earth, 2 t0 

Who swam to sov’reign rule through seas of blood ; 

Th' oppressive, sturtly, man-destroying villains. 

Who ravag’d kingdoms, and laid empires waste : 
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Beauty! thou pretty plaything! drardcreit! 

"AiuI in ji cruel wantonness of povv’r 

Thinn’d states of half their people, and jjave up 215 

To want the rest; ijoav, like a storm that's spent. 

Lie hush’d, and meanly sneak behind tliy, covert; 

Vain thought! to hide them from the geu’ral scorn, 
That haunts and dogs thein like an injur’d ghost 
Implacable. Here too the petty tyrant, 22^ 

^Vhose s*cant domains g'eographer ne’er notic'd. 

And well for neighb’ring grounds of arm as short ; 

Who fix’d his iron talons on the poor. 

And grip’d them like some lordly beast of prey ; 

Deaf to the forceful cribs of gnawing hunger, 225 
And piteous plaintive voice of misery, 

(As if a slave was not a shretl of nature. 

Of the same common natiirb with Ins lord,) 

INow tame and humble, like a child that’s whipp'd. 
Shakes hand with dust, and calls the worm his kinsman; 
IVor pleads his rank and birthright. Under grouml, 231 
PnxH'dency’s a jest vassal and lord, 

Orossly faiiiiliar, side by side consume. 

When self-esteem, or otliers’ adulation, 

Wifflld cunningly persuade us we arc sopicthing 235 
Above the common level of our kiml ; 

’J'he grave gainsays the sniooth-complexion'd flalt’ry. 
And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are. 

Jleauty ! thou pretty plaything! dear deceit! « 
That steals so softly o’er the stripling’s heart, 240 
And gives it a new pulse unknown before! 

The grave discredits thee: thy charms expung’d. 

Thy roses faded, and thy lilies soil’d, 

W liat hast thou more to boast of ? Will thy lovers 
Flock round thee now, to gaze and do thee homage ? 
Methinks 1 see thee with thy head laid low ; 246 

Whilst surfeited upon ihy damask cheeje 
The high-fed worms, in lazy volumes roll'd. 

Riot unscar’d. For this was all thy caution '. 

For this thy painful labours at thy glass; , 250 

T’ improve those charms, and keep them in repair, 

For which the.spoiIer thanks thee not? Foul feeder! 
Coarse fare and carrion please thee full as well. 
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Wrtat groan was that I heard ? deep groan indeed ! * 

, 1 - • - - - - — - 

And leave as keen a relish on the sense. 

Look, how the fair one weeps! the conscioils tears 
Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flow’rs: 256 
Honest effusion! the swoln heart in vain 
Works hard* to put a ffloss on its distress. 

Strength too! thou surly and less gentle boast 
Of those that laugh loud at the village ring! 2G0 
A fit of eoniiuon sickness pulls thee down, ‘ 

With greater ease than e’er thou didst tlie stripling 
That rashly dar’d thee to th’ unequal fight. 

What groan was tliat 1 heard? deep groan indeed! 
With anguish heavy lavlen: let me trace it! 266 

From yonder bed it comes, where the strong man, 
liy stronger arm belabour’d, gasps for breath 
Like a hard hunte<l beast.® How his great heart 
Beats thick ! his roomy chest by far too scant 
To give the lungs full play! what now avail 270 
The strong-built sinewy limbs & well-spread shoulders? 
See how he lugs for life, and lays about him. 

Mad with his pain ! eager he catches hold 
On what comes next to hand, and grasps it hard. 

Just like a creature drow'uing! Jlideous sight! , ■•875 
O how his eyf“s stand out, and stare full ghastly ! 
Whilst the distemper’s rank and deadly venom 
Shoots like a burning arrow' across his bowels, 

An«l drinks his marrow up. Heard you that groan? 
ItSv as his last. See how' the great Goliah, 260 

Just like a child that brawl’d itself to rest. 

Lies still! What mean’stthou then, O mighty boaster! 
To vaunt of nerves of thine? What means the bull, 
Lnconscious of his strength, to play the coward, 

And flee before a* feeble thing like man? 285 

Who km>wing well the .slackness of his arm, 

Trusts only in tile, well-invented knife. 

With study pale, and midnight vigils spent. 

The star-surveying sage close to his eye 
Applies the sight- invigorating tube; 290 

And trav ’fling through the boundless length of space, 
Marks well the courses of the far seen orbs, 

That roll with regular confusion there. 
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» Hero fhe tongiio- warrior lies, disabled now 

‘Ill ecstacy of tliou^lit. But, ah! proud man! 

Great hl;igiits are iiaznrdous to the weak head : 295 

Soon, very soon, thy firmest footing fails ; 

And down thou dropp’st into that darkstmie place. 
Where not device nor knowledge' ever caifie. 

ll»;re the tongne-warrigr lies! disabled now. 
Disarm’d, disliononr’d, like a wretch that’s gagg’d, , 
And cannot tell his ails to passers-by. 

Gfeat man of language! whence this mighty change. 
This dumb despair, and drooping of the head? 

I’liongh strong persuasion hung upon thy lip. 

And sly insinuation's softer art^ 305 

In ambush lay about thy flowing tongue; 

Alas! how chop-fairn now! thick mists aud silence 
Kest like a weary chuid upon thy bwiast 
Unceasing. Ah! where is the lifted arm. 

The strengtii of airtion, and the force of words, 3i0 
'I’he well-tu ril’d period, and the well-tun’d voice. 

With all the lesser ornaments of phrase? 

Ah! fled for ever, a^ they ne'er had been! 

Baz’d from the book of fame : Or, more provoking, 
Piyjiaps some hackney hunger-bitten .scribbler 315 
Insults thy nicinory, and blots thy tomb’ 

With long flat narrative, or duller rhymes 
With heavy halting pace, that drawl along; 

Kiiough to rouze a dead man into rage. 

And warm with red resentment the wan cheek. U20 
Here the great masters of the healing art. 

These mighty mock defrauders of the tomb! 

Sjiite of their juleps and catliolicons, 

Itesign to fate. Proud Aisculapius’ son! 

W here are thy boasted implements of art, 325 

And all thy well-cranim’tl* maga’zines of heallji? 

JN'or liill, nor vale, as far as ship coufd go, ^ 

]\or margin of the gravel-bottom’d lirdOk, * 

Escap’d thy rifling haml ! from stubborn shimbs 
Thou wrniig’st their shy ritiring virtues out, 330 

And vex’d them in the fire ; nor fly, nor insect, 

Kor writhy snake, escap’d thy deep research. 

But why this'aparatus? why this cost? 
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*tl€re th<* lank*sid<?d miser, worst of felons. 


Toll us, thou doughty keeper from the grave! 

Where are thy recipes and cordials now, 335 

With the long list of vouchers for thy cures? 

Alas! thou speak'st not. The hold iinjiostor 
Lo(>ks not nfore sill}^ when the cheat’s found out. 

Here the lank-sideil inisei\ worst of felons, 

\Vho meanly stole, discreditahlo shift! 340 

'jKroin hack and heMy too their })roper cheer; , 

Eas'd of a fax it irk’d the wretch to pay 
To his own <;arcase, now lies ciieaplv lodg’d; 

By clain'rous appetites no longer tea/Zd, 

Nor tedious hills of charges anjl repairs. 345 

But. ah ! where are his rents, his comings in? 

Aye! now' you’ve made the rich man poor indeed: 
Jlohh'd of hi.-* gods, what has he left behind? 

()! cursed lust of gold! when for thy sake 

'’I'lic fool throws up his inf rest in both worlds, 350 

First starv’d in this, then ihamn’d in that to come. 

How shocking must thy summons ho, () Death ! 

■i'o hini that is at ease in his possessions! 

Who, counting on long years of pleasure here, 

Is quite unfnrnish’d for that world to come ! 

In that dreatl moment, how' the frantic soul 
Eaves found the wall of her clay tenement! 
lUnis to each avenue, and shrieks for help. 

But shrieks in vain ! how wishfully she looks 
Our^all she’s leaving, now no longer hers! 3(10 

A little longer, yet a little longer, 

O might she stay to wash away her stains. 

And tit her for her passage! luouniful sight! 

Her very eyes weep hloo<l ! and ev’ry groan 
She heaves is big jivilli horror; hut the foe, 305 

Like a s^iincli murd’rer, stcatly to his purj>osc, 
Pursues her closh throngii ev’ry lane of life. 

Nor inissi;s once the track, Imt presses on; 

Till forc’d, at last to the tremendous verge, 

At once she sinks to everlastifig ruin. 370 

Sure’lis*a serious thing to die! My soul! 

What a strange moment must it be, when near 
Thy journey’s end thou hast the gidpli in view! 
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That awful gulph no mortal ere repass’d, 

To tell Svliat’s doing on the other side. 375 * 

Nature turns back, and shudders at the sight, 

And ev’ry life-string bletjtls at thought tjf parting! 

For part they must: body amt soul must' part ; 

Fond couple! link’d mm;e close than wedded pair. 
This wings its way to its Almighty Source, 38p 
The wiUiess of its actiotis, now its jmigc: ' 

That drops into the <lark and noisome grave, 

Like a disabled pitcher of no use. 

If death was nothing, and nought after death; 

If, when men <lied, at ^uce th^' ceas’tl to be, 385 
Returning to the barren w'omb of nothing 
Whence first they sprang ; then might the debauchee 
Unfrembling mouth the he^v'ns ; then might thedrun- 
Reel o’er his full bowl, and when ’tis drain'd, [kard 
Fill up another to the brim, ami Jaugh 390 

At the poor bug-bear death ; then might the wretch 
That’s weary of the world, and tir’d of life, 

At once g^’e each iliquietude the slip, 
liy stealing out of being when he pleas’d; 

And by w hat way, whether by hemp or steel ; 395*. 

Death’s thousand doors stand open. Who could force 
The ill-j)leas’d guest to sit out his full time, 

Or blame him if he goes? Sure he does well 
'Phat helps himself as timely as he can. 

When able, lint if there is an hereafter, *400 

And that there is, conscience, unintluenc’d 
And suffer’d to speak out, tells ev’ry man. 

Then must it be an awful thing to die; 
iVIore horrid yet to die by one’s own hand. 

Self-murder! name it not: our island’s shame, 405 
That makes her the reprdach of nei^hb’riug states. 
Shall nature, swerving from her earnest dictate, 
Self-preservation, fall by her own act? 

Forbid it, heav’n ! let not upon disgust 

The shameless hand be foully crimsou/1 o’er 410 

With blood of its own lord. Dreadful attCsmpt! 

.lust reeking from self-slaughter, in a rage 
To rush into the presence of our Judge ! 



4 ^ 


TIIK GllAVE. 

; f — ’ ^ ^ 

CKtr time is fix\l, ami all our days an* number’d. 


As if we challeng'd iiiin Jo do his worst. 

And inatlerM not his wrath. Unheard-of toirfiires 
Must be reserv’d for such : these herd together ; 416 
The coitiiuoiifdainn’d shun their society. 

And look upon themselves as fiends less foul. 

Our time is lix’d, and all pur days are number’d; 
How long, liow' short, we know not: this we know, 
■2)iity requires we cahtily wait the summons, • 421 

Nor dare to stir till In av’ii shall give permission; 

Like centrics that must keep their destin’d stand, 
An<l wait th’ appointed hour, till they’re reliev’d. 
Those only are the brayt; who jvoep tlieir ground, 425 
And keep it to the last. 'I’o rim away 
Is but a eoward’s trick : to run away 
From this world’s ills, that «<i the very worst 
Will soon blow' o’er, tiiinking to mend ourselves 
By holdly vent'ring on a world unknown, 430 

And plunging headhuig in the dark! ’tis mad; 

No frenzy half S(; despt ralc as this. 

Tell us, ye dead ! w ill none of you, in piiy 
To those you left behind, <liselose the secret.^ 

() ! that some courteous ghost would blab it out, 436 
What ’tis you'are, and we must shortly he. 

I’ve heard, that souls departed have sometimes 
Forewarn'd men of their deatli! 'Twas kindly done 
To knock and give th’ alarum. But what means 
TIk 3 stiiit(‘d charity ? ’tis but lame kindness 440 

That docs its work by halves. Why might you not 
Tell us what ’tis to die? Do the strict laws 
Of your society forbid your speaking 
Upon a point so nice? I’ll ask no mure; 

Sullen, like lamps, in sepulchres, your shine 445 
Enlightens but yourselves: <wcll — ’tis no matter; 

A very little time will clear up all, 

And ma% us Iftaril’d as you are, and as close. 

Death’s shafts fly thick ! Here falls the village swain. 
And there his pamper’d lonl : the cup goes round, 450 
And who so aftful as to put it by? 

’Tis long since deaf h bad the majority ; 

Yet, strange! the living lay it not to heaf’tl 
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See yoinler maker of the <lejul iiiati’s bed. 

The Sext*'^>h Itoary-head chronicle! 455 

Of bard unmeaning face, down which ne’er stole 
A gentle tear; with mattock in Ins IjujuK 
Digs through whole rows of kimlVed and acquaintance 
By far Ids juniors! scarc'o a skull’s cast up. 

But well he knew its owner, and can tell 40ft 

“Sonie passage of his life. Thus hand in hand ^ 
The sot has walk’d with death twice twenty years; 
And yet ne’er younker on the green laughs louder. 

Or clubs a smuttier tale; when drunkards meet. 

None sings a merrier ordeh, or Jends a hand 405 

iVIore willing to his cup. Poor wretch! he minds not, 
'I’hat soon some trusty brother of the trade. 

Shall do for him what he has done for thousands. 

On this side, and on that, men see their friends 
]>rop odi like leaves in autumn; yet launch out 470 
Into fantastic schemes, which the long livers 
In the world's hah.* atid undegen’ rate days 
Could scarce have leisure for. Fools that we are! 
Never to think of death and of ourselves 
At tbe .same time ! as if to learn to die, 475 

Were no concern of ours. O more than sottish 
For creatures of a day, in game.soine mood, 

I’o frolic on eternity’s dread brink, 

I nappreliensive; when, for ought w»; know, 

The very first swohi surge shall sweej) us in. 480 

'i'hiuk we, or think we not, lime hurries on 
With a resistless unremitting ■'Iream; 

Yet treads more soft than e'er did midnight thief. 

That slides his hand under the miser's pillow, 

And carries ofl' his prize. What is this world ? 485 

What! but a spacious huriai-liehi imw^all’d, * 
Strew’d with death’s spoils, the spoils of auinvals 
Savage and tame, and full of dead men's boue.V'' 

The very turf on which w e tread once liv’d ; 

And we that live must leml our carcase.s . ^ 

To cover our own ofl'spring: in their turuy 
They too must cover theirs, ’ I'is here all meet! 

The shiv’riug Icelander, and snn<buriit Moor: 
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Hrrc the o’erloadefl slave flings down his burden. 

Men of all climes, that never met before ; 493 

Ami of all creeds, the Jew, the Turk, the Christian. 

Here llu' proud prince, and favourite yet prouder, 
His sov’reigidi>» keeper, and (he people’s scourge, 
Arehuddle<l out of sight. Here lie abash’d 
'I'he great negociators of the'earth, 

^nd celebrated masters of the balance, 500. 

Deep read in stratagems and wiles of courts; 

Now vain their treaty-skill! Death scorns to treat. 

Here the o’erloaded slave dings down his burden 
From his gall’d shoulders ; and when the cruel tyrant. 
With all his guards and tools of power about him, 505 
Is meditating new unheard-of hardships, 

Mocks his short arm, and rpiick as thought escapes, 
Where tyrants vex not, and the weary rest. 

Here the warm lover, leaving the cool shade. 

The tell-tale echo, and the bubbling stream, 610 
Time out of mind tlie fav’rite seats of love. 

Fast by his gentle mistress lays him down 
lJublasted by foul tongue. Here friends and foes 
Lie close, unmindful of their fetuls. 

The lawn-i'pb’tl prelate, and plain presbyter, *515 
lire while (hat stood aloof, as shy to meet. 

Familiar mingle here, like sister streams 
That some rude interposing rock had split. 

Here is the large-Iimb’d pcnisant; here tluj child 
Ofa span long, lliat never saw the sun, 620 

Nor press’d the nipple, strangled in life’s porch ; 

Hei ■e is the mother with her sons and daughters ; 

The barren wife ; the long demurring maid, 

Whose lonely unappropriatetl sweets 

Smil’d like yon kiiot of covyslips on the cliff, 525 

Not to be come, at by the willing hand. 

Here -ere th§ psude severe, and gay coquette, 

The sober widow, ami the young green virgin, 
Cropp’d like a rose before ’lis fully blown. 

Or half its werth disclos’d. Strange medley here! 
Here gtirruicnis old age winds up his tale; 531 

And jovial youth, of lightsome vacant heart, 

W'hose ev’ry day- was made of melody, • 
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Poor man! Uow happy onro in thy first state! 

Hears jiot the voice of mirth ; tl\c sitriil-tougtt’ii shrew 
Meek as the turthMlove, (orgols licr cliidiug. 535 
Here are the wise, the gt'ii'rons, anti the brave; 

The just, the good, the worthless, the |h;()faue; 

The downviglit clown, and perfectly well-bivd ; 

The fool, the churl, the vtcouudrel, and the mean; 

The supple statesman, and the patriot sttM’ii; ,'>VA 
Tjie witicks of nations, and the spoils of time. 

With all the lumber of six thousand years. 

Poor man! how happy once in thy first state ! 

When yet but warm from thy great Maker's hand. 

He stamp’d thee with bis image; and, well pleas’d, 54S 
Smil’d on his last fair work 1 'I'lieu all was well. 

Sound was the body, and the soul serene; 

Like two sweet iiistriimeuls, luf'er out of tune. 

That play their sev’ral jiarts. IS or head, nor heart, 
Offer’d to ache: nor was there cause they should, iioO 
For all was pure within ; no fell remorse, 

Nor anxious castings up of what might be. 

Alarm’d flis jieacetul bosom ; summer seas 
Shew not more smooth,, when kiss'd by southern winds- 
JiWt ready to expire. Scarce imjioriuij’d, 5t'>5 

The gen’rous soil, with a luxuriant hand, 

OfTer’il the various prodiuu; of the year. 

And ev’ry thing most perfect in its kiml. 

Blesscil, thrice blessed <lays ! but, ah, how siioij.! 
liless'd as the pleasing dreams of holy men, 500 

But fugitive, like those, and ijuickly gone. 

O slipp'ry state of things! What sudden turns, 
What strange vicissitudes, in the lirst leaf 
Of man’s sad history! to-day most happy. 

And ere to-morrow’s sun has set, ulost abject! 5G5 
How scant the space bi’tween tlujse.vast cxft'enies! 
Thus far’d it with our sire: not long Jie enjoy d 
His paradise! scarce had the happy tenant^ 

Of the fair spot due time to prove; its sweets. 

Or sum them up, when straight he must bij gone, 570 
Ne’er to return again, — And innst he go.'' 

Can nought cpmpoiind for the first dire oflTence 
Of erring man ? Like one that is condemn’d. 
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What havoc hast thou made, foul^onstcr, Sin. 

Fain would lie trifle time with idle talk, 

And parley witli his fate. Hut ’tis in vain; 675 

Not all the lavish’tl odours of the place, 

Ofler’d in iuct^ise, can procure his pardon, 
t*)f| luitij'ate his doom. A mighty angel 
With flaming sword forbids bis longer stay, 

^nd tlrives the loit’rer forth; nor must he take 580 
One last and farewell round. At once he lost 
His glory and his God. If mortal now, 

And sorely inaim’d, no wonder ! Man has siim’d : 
Sick of his bliss, and bent on new' adventures, 

Fvil he needs would try: nor t^•ied in vain. 585 

(Dreadful experiment! tiestructive measure! 

Win 're the worst thing could hajipen, is success.) 
Alas! too well be sped: thfc good he scorn’d 
Stalk’d off reluctant, like an ill-us’d guest. 

Not to return; or if it did, its visits, 590 

J.ike those of angels, short and far betw'een; 

Whilst the black demon, w ith his hell-scap'd train, 
Admitted once into its belter room. 

Grew' loud and mutinous, nor would begone; 

IjOnling it o’er the man, wlio now loo late 
Saw the rash error w hicli he could not meml ; 

An error fatal not to him alone. 

But to his future sons, hi.s fortune's heirs. 

Inglorious bondage! iinman iratiire groans 
Beneath a vassalage so v ile and cruel ; OOO 

And its vast botly bleeds through ev’ry vein. 

What havoc hast thou made, foul monster. Sin, 
Greatest and first of ills! The fruitful parent 
Of woes of all diiiiensions! but for thee. 

Sorrow' had never been. All noxiou.s things (i05 
Of vilest nature, other sorts of evils. 

Are kindly cir<;umst;rib’d, and have their bounds. 

The tierce'volcano, from its burning entrails. 

That belches molten stone and globes of fire. 

Involv'd in tiitcfiy clouds of smoke and stench,' (510 
Mars the adjacent iiehls, for some leagues round. 

And there it stops. The big swoln iiiuudatioii. 

Of mischief more diffusive, raving loud, 
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Here let me pause — and drop an honest te;ir. 

/ 

Buries whole tracts of country, threat’iiiiig more; 

But that 'too has its shore it cannot pass. 015 

More dreadful far than these, Sin has laid waste, 
Not here and there a country, hut a wo/ld ; 
Dispatching at a wide extended blow 
Bntire mankind ; and foi> their sakes defacing 
A whole creation’s beauty with rude hands; 69ft 
Blasting* the foodful grain, the loaded branches, ^ 
And marking all along its way with ruin. 

Accursed thing! O where sliall fancy find 
A proper name to call thee by, cx|)ressive 
Of all thy horrors? Pregnant womb of ills! 625 

Of temper so transcendeutly malign. 

That toads and serpents of most deadly kind 
Compar’d to thee are liarmless. SicTcnesses 
Of every size and symptom, racking pains, 

And bluest plagues, are thine! See liow tlie fiend 630 
Profusely scatters the contagion round! 

Whilst deen-rnouth’d slaughter, bellowing at her heels, 
Wades de»^ in blooc^ new spilt: yet for to-niorrow' 
Shapes out new work of great uncommon daring, 
Amlfinly jiines till the <lead blow is strugk. 635 

But, hold! I’ve gone too far; too much discover’d 
My father’s nakedness, and nature’s shame. 

Here let me pause — and tlrop an honest tear. 

One burst of filial duty and coiuhdence, 

O’er all tho.se ample deserts Death has spread; 040 
This chaos of mankind. O great man-eater! 

Whose ev’ry day is carnival, not sated yet! 

Unheai’d-of epicure, without a fellow ! 
riie veriest gluttons do not always cram; 

Some intervals of abstinence are sought 645 

To edge the a[>pctite : thou seekest lupie. 

Methinks the countless swarms thou h^ist devour’d, 
And thousands that each hour thou gobblest hp, 

Thi.s, less than this, might gorge thee to the full. 

But, ah ! rapacious still, thou gap’st for more; 650 
Like one, whole days defraiuled of his meals, 

On whom lank. hunger lays his skinny hand. 

Ami whets to keenest eagerness his cravings ; 


430 


THE GRAVE. 

: t - 

Death only lies between, a gloomy path! ^ 

Xi 1-^ — I — . 

As if diseases, massacres, and poison, 

Famine and war, were nottliy caterers. 655 

But know, that thou must render up the dead. 

And with hiji^'i interest too! They are not tliiiie; 
iJitt oidy in thy keeping; for a season, 

Till tlie great jiromis’d <lay of restitution; 

B^Iien" loud difl'usive sound from hrazen trump 660, 
Of stroiig-lung’d cheruh shall alarm thy captives. 

And rouse the long, fo7ig sleepers, into life. 

Day-light, and liberty. — 

Then must thy gates fly open, smd reveal 
The mines that lay long forn’i'.>ig uiMler grouml, 665 
In their dark cells inunurM; but now full ripe. 

And pure as silver from the crucible. 

That twice has stood the tortun? of the fire 
And inquisition of the forge. VVe know, 

Tir Illustrious Deliverer of mankind, 670 

The Son of God, thee foil’d. Him in thy power 
Thou couhlst not hold : self-vig'rons he arose, 

And, shaking ofl’thy fetters, soon retook 
Those spoils his voluntary yi<‘i<ling’ lent, 

(Sun; pledge, of our relea.seiueiit from thy thrall!J‘'675 
Twice twenty days he sojourn'd Iktc on earth. 

And shew'd himself alive to chosen \vitness*!s. 

By proofs so strong, that the most sh)w-asseuting 
H;'<1 not a scruple left. This haviiig <lojie. 

He mounted iq) to heaven: methiuks I see him 680 
Climb the aerial Iteighls, and glide along 
Athwart the sev’ring <-londs: but tin; faint eye. 

Flung backward in the chace, soon drops its hold, 
Disabb'd «juile, and jaded with pursuing. 

Heaven's portals'w’ide exj)and to let him in; 685 
l\or are his frievds shut out: as some gT<;at prince 
Wot for himself alone procures admission. 

But for qis train; it was his royal will. 

That where he is, there should his followers be. 

Death .onl^ lies betw'een, a gloomy path 1 • 690 

Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears ; 

But not untrod, nor tedious: the fatigue 
Will soon go off. Besides, there’s no %-road 
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’ Our bane turn'd to a blessing! »ea4 disarm’d ! 

^ ^ ^ ___ 

To hlit^s. Then why, like ill-conclition’d children. 

Start we’ at transient hardships in the way 695 

That lead to purer air an<l softer skies, 

And a ne'er setting siui ? Fools that wo are ! 

We wish to be where sweets iinwith’ring’ bloom, 

But straight our wish revoke, and will not go! 

’ 8o have 1 seen, upon a sunnner’s eve, • 7Q0 

F^ist by the riv’let’s brink a yonnster play: 

How wishfully he looks to stem the tide! 

This nionient resolute, next unresolv’d. 

At last he dips his foot; but as he dips 

His IV'ars redoul>le, an^Jie nms away 705 

From tir inoflensive stream, unmindful now 

Of all Iht; (low’rs that paint the further bank, i 

And smil’d so sweet of late. Thricfe w'elcome Death! 

That, after a^y a painful bleeding step. 

Conducts us IPour home,, and Imids us safe 710 

On th(! long \^ish’d-for shore. Prodigious change! , 

Our bane turhM to a bh\ssing ! Death disarm’d 

l.ose.s lii^Aell ness ({uite: all thanks to him 

Who scourg’il the venom out! Sure the last end 

Of'^he good man is peace. How cahn his exit! 715' 

Night dews fall not more gently to the grouml. 

Nor v\eaiy ^^ol•n-out winds (expire so .soft. 

Ih hohl him in the ev’uing tide of life, 

A life vv«dl spent, whose early care it was 

His riper years should not upbraid his green: *720 

By uuperceiv’d degrees he wears away ; 

Vet, like the sun, seems larger at his setting 1 

High in his'faith aiul hope, see how he reaches 

After the prize in view ! and, like a bird 

That’s hamperM, struggles hard to get away; 725 

Whilst the glad gates of sight are wide expanded 

To let new glories in ; the lirst fair rruits 

Of the fast coming harvest! Then! C) then*! 

liaeli earth-born joy grows vile, or disappears, 

Shrunk to a thing of nought. O how he loiigs 730 

To h.ave his passport sign’d, and be dismiss’d! 

’Tis done, anti now he’s happy. The glad soul 

Has not a wisli uncrown’d. JSv’u the lag flesh 
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Mch soul shall have a body ready furnish’d. ' 

-Rests too in hope of meeting once again 
Its better half, never to snnHcr niore. 73$ 

Nor shall it hope in vain; the time draws on 
When not a siwgie spot of burial earth, 

W'hether on land, or bn the spacious sea. 

But must give back its long vonnnitted dust 
Jnviolate: and faithfully shall these 740 

MAke up the full account; not the least atone- 
Einbez/led, or mislaid, of the whole talc. 

Each sold shall have a body ready furnish’d ; 

And each shall have his own. Hence, ye profane! 
Ask not, how this can he ? Sui^e the same pow’r 745 
That rear’d the piece at ftrst, and took it down. 

Can re-assend)l(! the loose scattt?r’d parts. 

And put them as they were. Almighty God 
Has done much more; nor is his arm ^pair'd 
Thro’ length of days; and what he caiiPne will; 750 
His faithfidness stands bound to see it done. 

When the dread trumpet sounds, the shimb’ringdust, 
Not unattentive to the call, shall ivake; 

And ev’ry joint. possess its proper place. 

With a new elegance of form, unknown 

To its first state. Nor shall the conscious soul 

Mistake its partner ; but amiilst the crowd 

Singling its other half, into its arms 

Shi^l rush, with all the impatience of a man 

That’s new come home, who. having long been absent. 

With haste runs over ev’ry difFrent room, 7(il 

In pain to see the whole. Thrice happy meeting! 

Nor time nor death shall ever part them more. 

’I’is but a night, a long and moonless night. 

We make the grave our bed, and then arc gone. 765 
Thus, at "the shut, of even, the weary bird 
Leaves the wide air, and in some lonely brake 
Cow’rs dbwn, and dozes till the dawn of day ; 

Then claps his well-iledg’d wings, and bears away. 
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r llIEM) to tho xsveirh whom evfi y tViciid forsakes, 

I woo tlieo, Doalli! lii-^j^^anev/ fairy paths 

Lot tlio j^uy soiif;stor r<»vt', and “vntly tlirill 

'^I’he strain of oniply joy. Life and its joys 

r leave to those- that prize yj<Mn. At this hour, S 

This solemn lioni, when sdonee rales the world. 

And wearied tsature makes a ;j.iu'ral pause; 

Wrapt in night’s saidt; ro!>«‘, tiirough cloysters drear, 
And ehaniels ()uie, teiianted hy a tlirong 
<,)f tneagr /pi, a nloin.s siiooting ’cross n,y j)ath 10 

With silent glance. 1 seek the shadowy vale 
(.)t*>}iea(h. Deep in a murky eave’s.ccc.ess, 

Lav’d by oblivion’s lis|{es.s stream, and fenc’d. 

By shehing- rocks, and intermingled hort'ors 
Of yew and c:ypress .shade, from ail intnisioa 15 
Of i)usy noontide heam. the Monarch .sits 
In nnsnbsiantial majest\ (‘uthron’d. 

At his right hand, nearest Itimself in place 
Ainl frightfniness of form, his I'.arent Sin, 

With fatal industry and cruel care, 20 

Busies herself in pointing all his stings, 

And tipping every shaft with venonl, drawn 
From her infernal store: around hini rang’d* 

In terrible array, and mixture .strange. 

Of uncouth shapv's, stand las dreatl Ministei^s. 25 

Foremost Old Age, hi.s nat,,iral ally 

And tinniest friend: next him Discases’thiqk, 

A motley train; Fever, with cheek of tire; 
(consumption jvan; Palsy, half warm with life, 

Arid half » day-clod lump; joint-tort’ring Gout, 30 
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By H(;^v'ii’s Command Dralh waves his ebon wand. 

And cver-guawino- liheiini; Convulsion wild; 

Swoln Dropsy; ])antiiig Asthma ; Apoplex 
Fnll-gorg’d. I'hero too the Pestilence that walks 
In darkness, ayd the Si{;kness that tlestroys 
A4.,broad noon-day. These, and a thousand more, 35 
Horrid to tell, attentive wait;, and, when 
li^ Heav’n’s connnand Death waves his ebon wand, 
Stklden rush forth to execute his purpose. 

And scatter desolation o’er the earth. 

Ill-fated Man, for whom such various forms 40 
Of mis'ry wait, and mark their future prey! 

Ah! why, all-righteous J'ather^^^didst thou make 
This creature, Man? why wake th’ unconscious dust 
To life and w'retchedness ? O better far 
Still had he slept in uncreated night, 45 

If this the lot of Being! Wa‘s it for this 
Thy breath <livine kindled within his breast 
The vital flame? For this was thy fair image 
Stampt on his soul in godlike lineaments? 

For tins, dominion giv’u him absolute 50 

O’er all tliy works, only that he might reign 
Supreme in woe ? From the blest source of Good v«f > 
Could I’ain and Death proceerl? Could such foul ills 
Fall from fair Mercy’s hands? Far be the thought. 
The impious thought! God never made a creature 55 
But what was good. He made a living Soul: 

wretched Mortal was the woik of Man. 

Foeth from his Maker’s hands he sprung to life. 
Fresh with immortal bloom; no pain he knew. 

No fear of change, no check to his desires, 60 

Save one command. That one command which stood 
’Twixt him and Death, the test of his obedience, 
IJrg’<l on by wanton curiosity. 

He broke. There ,in one moment was undone 
The fairest of God’s works. The same rash hand, 65 
That pluck’d in evil hour the fatal fruit, 

Unburr’tl the gates t>f Hell, and let loose Sin ^ 

And Death, and all the family of Pain, 

To prey upon Mankind. Young Nature saw 6S 
The monstrous . crew, and shook through all her frame, 
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^ A happirr src no of thinsp ; the pi omis a Socil. 

Tlieii fled lior iicw-horii lustre, then began 
Heaven’s cheerful face to low’r, tlien vapon/s chok’d 
The troiihled air, and form'd a vai! of clouds 
To hide the willing Sun. The Earth, ct)nvnl.s’d 
With painful throes, threw forth a bristly crop "75 
Of thorns and briars; awd Insect, Bird, and Beast, 
That wont before with admiration fond • 

To gaze at Man, and fearless crowd around him, 

Wow /led lua'bn; his face, shunning in haste 

The infection of his misery. He alojie 80 

Wlio justly might, th’ offended Lor<l of Man, 

Turn’d not away his ^e ; h(> fnll of pity. 

Forsook not in this uttermost distress 
H is best lov’d work. That comfort still rcmaifi’tl, 
(That best, that greatest comfort iii Ai/Uiction,) 85 
Tlur counteinmce of (jit)d, and. through the gloom 
Shot forth some kindly gleams, to clieer and warm 
Th’ offender’s sinking soul, tlope sent from Heav’n 
Uprais’d his drooj)ing hea<l, and sliew’d afar 
A happic/scone of Ihings; the promis’d Seed 90 
Trampling upon tht! Serpent’s humbled crest; , 
l)esH,h of his stiug disarm’d ; and tlm.flark grave. 
Made pervious to the realms of endless day, 

JNo more the limit, but the gate of life. 

Ulicer’d u ith the view, Man w ent to till the ground. 
From whence he rose ; sentenc’d indeed to toil 96 
As to a punishment, yet (ev’n in wrath, 

So mercifid is Heav'n,) this toil became 
Tlie solace of his woes, the sweet employ 
Of many a live-long hour, and surest guaril 100 

Against Disease and Death. Death, though denounc’d, 
W^as yet a distant ill, by feeble arm* 

Of Age, bis sole support, led slowly on. 

Not then, us since, the short-Iiv’d s(jus,of men 
Flock’d to his realms in conntjess ninltitiideA; 105 
Scarce in the course of twice five hundred /ears, 

One solitary ghost went shiv'iing down. 

To his unpeopled shore, lu sol>er state, 

Througli the sequester’d vale of rural life. 

The venerable* Patriarch guileless held.. I Iff 
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dropp'd like mellow fniit into bis grave. 

- - ' - .-c— 

The tenor of his way ; Labour prepar’d 

His simple fare, and Teinp’rance rul’d Jus board. 

Tir’d willi his daily toil, at <;arly eve 
He sunk to swhien rest; gentle and pure 
A-s.hrealh of evening :ie))hyr, and as sweet, 115 

Were ail his slumlnas ; with the Sun he rose, 

^^lerl and vigorous us he, to nuj 

Hi s destin’d course, 'riiiis nerv'd with giant stivngth. 
He steniin’d the tide (»f time, and stoeij the shock 
Of ages ndling Inirmless o’er his head. 120 

At life’s meridian point arriv’d, he. stood. 

And, looking round, saw all t’le valhws fill’d 
With nations from his loins; I’ull-vvell content 
To Ierrt (‘. .hjs race thus scatter’d o’(;r the earth, 

Along' the gentle ;dope of hje's deidine 125 

He bent Ids gradual \\ay, till, full of years, 

He dro]»p'd like mellow fruit into his grave. 

Stich it! the infancy of’l’ime was Man; 

So calm was Life, so iuipoleut was Death! 

O had he hut pres«‘rv’<i tiicse few remains, 130 

The shatter’d fragments, of lost Inippiness, 

Siiate.l.-d by the baud <if lieav'u from the sad wre«o4: 
Of innocence prunevai ; still had he liv’tl 
III mill great; though tUiru, yet not torlorn; 

Though mortal, yet not <-very where beset 135 

With Death in ev’ry shape! IJiit he, impatient 
’l’o*de eompletely wrelelied, hastes to till up 
Th^j measure of his woes. — 'Twas Man himself 
Brought Dealli into the world; and Man liimself 
Gave keenness to his darts, <|nicken’d Ids pace, 14(j 
And inultiply'd destruction on mankind. 

First Liivy, elds-st horn of Dell, emhrm'd 
Her hands in hlood, and latight the sons of Men 
To make a Death which JNature never made, 

Aiul (.iod| abhoiVd ; with violence rude, to break 145 
The thread of life ere half its length was rmi. 

And roh a vvretelicd brother of his being. 

With joy Aiiddticm saw, and soon improv’d 
Tlu! execrable deed. ’Twas not enough 
Bv suhle fraud to .snatch a single l<fe : 
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All? why will Kings ibiget lh:it Uicy^re ? 

^ ^ 1 

’ Pliny iiuniety! whole kiie^ilotns fell 
'I'o siitc uie liisl of power: more Jjorrid still, 

'Fhe foulest stain and scandal of our nature. 

Became its hoast. One Murder made Villain; 
Trillions, a Hero. Princes were’ privilejr'U J.'j® 

To kill, and immbers sa^ctifi’d the crime! 

_.Ah! why will K ii !«,>'. fo:'y:et. that (liey -,ire Men?, 

And Men, that, tlie;, are hrethren? Wiiy delight 
In human sacrifioer Why hurst the ties 
Of Nature, that siKudd knit their souls together KJO 
In one soft hond of aunt y and itive? 

Yet still they hreatiu; ti^istruet^on, sldi go on 

Jniiuinanly ingiaiious toVmd out 

New pains for life, new terrors for the grave,.. 

Artificers of Deatii! , Still ^lofiareliYdreaia ' Kif* 

Of universal empire gro\\ii>», up 

P’rom universal ruin. Blast the design, 

(ireat (hxl of iiost.s, nor let tla i n atures fall 
IJnpitied victims at Amhition's shrine! 

^'et s:i^ should Vviants learn at last to feel, 170 
Ami thydomi din of l»,if<!e » case to hray; 

Sl.N'JTtId dove-<‘y’d I’eacc o'er all the earth <‘xteti^ 
ll(‘r olive hranch, and give liie world repose, [youth, 
VVonld 1)( ath he toil'd ? VVonhi health, and strength, and 
Defy his pow'rr lias he no arts m store. 

No other shafts save tlmse »>f \v ar r Alas ! 1 7(.4 

.Pv’n in the smile of l*eaee, that smile whh-li sheds' 

A heav'iily sunshine o'er the .sold, there ha.sks j 
Tliat serpent laixury. \\ ar its timusands slays; 
J\'aee its ten thousands. In th’ emhattled plain, ItJO 
Though Death «‘xults, and elaps ins raven wings, 

Y(;t reigns lie not ev’n Iheiv so ahst^lute, 

So merciless, as in yon fntntie .seem's 
Of midnight revel and tmmdluous luJith ; 

M'here in Ih’ intoxieuting draught eouceard, j Ido 
Or eoueh’d heneatii the glanee of lawless love, 

He smires the simple youth, who, nought suspecting. 
Means to be hk si — hut finds himself undoAe, 

Down th« smooth stream of life the stripling darts, 
Oay as the moVii; bright glovvs the vernal sky, li>0 
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llfv« the*/!, while Heav’n in pity lends thee life. 

Hojje swells his sails, and passion steers his course. 
Safe glides his little bark along the shore 
Where Virtue takes her stand ; Imt if too far 
He launches -forth beyond Discretion’s mark, 

Sndden tlie 'tempest scowls, the surges roar, 195 
Blot his fair day, and plunge him in tin; deep. 

O sad but sure mischance! O lia(»pier far, 

TPo He like gallant Howe ’midst Imliaii wilds' 

A breathless corse, cut off by savage hands 
In earliest prime, a generous sacrifice 200 

To freedom’s holy cause ; than so to fall. 

Torn immature from life’s inQj idian joys, 

A prey to Vice, Inteuip’ranc«*, and Disease. 

Y«.t'die ev’u thus, tlius rather perisli still, 

Ye sons of Pleasure, by t.li^'> Almighty strick’n, 205 
Than over dare (though off, alas ! ye dare) 

To lift against yourselves the luurd’rous steel. 

To wrest from (jo<rs own hand the sword of Justice, 
And be your own avengers! Hold, rash man. 

Though w'ith anticipating speed tlion’st rang I 210 
Through every r<‘giou of delight, nor left 
One to gild the evening of thy days; 

Though life seem one uncomfortable void. 

Guilt at thy heels, before thy fa(:;(‘ Despair; 

Yet gay this scene, and light this load of woe, 215 
Coin))ar’d with thy hereafter. 'I'iiink, O thiidc, 

AnVt, ere thou plunge into the vast abyss, 

P»«ise on the verge a white; look *lown and see 
Thy future mansion.— Why tliat start of horror? 
Prom thy slack hand why drops th’ uplifted steel? 220 
Didst thou not think sueli viaigeauce must await 
The wretch, that, 'vitli his <!riines all fresh about him. 
Rushes irreverent', unjwepaf'fl, nncall’d. 

Into his Maker's presene<;, throwing back 

With insolent disdain his choicest gift? 225 

.Live then, while Heav’ii in pity lends thee life. 

And think it all too short to wash away, 

.By penitential tears, and deep contrition, 

The scarlet of thy crimes. So shalt thou find 
Ilest to thy soul ; so unappaH’d shalt meet 
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V i ng i. 

^ Without thy aid, can shorten tliat shdrt span. 



'Death when he comes, not wantonly invit<; 

His lingVnig stroke. Be it thy sole concern, 

With innocence to live: with patience wait 
Th’ appointed hour: too soon that honrtwill come. 
Though Nature run her course. ' But Nalure’s God;*" 
If need require, by thousand various ways, 236 

Without thy aid, can shorten that short span, 

And quench the lamp of life. O when he comes. 
Hous’d by the cry of wickedness extreme, 

To heav’n ascending from some guilty land, 240 
Now ripe for vengeance ; when he conies, array’d 
In all the terrors of Ahg^hty jyrath, ' • 

Forth from his bosom pla(.‘ks his ling’ripg arm. 

And on the miscreants pours destruction dow-x^ 

Who can abid<; his couiiiig?| \\%io catf bear 245 

His whole displeasure? In Wo coiniimn form 
Death then appears, but starting into size 
Enormous, measures with gigantic stride 
Th’ astonish’tl Earth, and from his looks throws round 
Uiiulteral^ horror a'nd dismay 250 

All natmjic lends her aid. Each element ^ 

AnvMi>-in his cause. Ope fly the doors of Heav tig 
The fountains of the deep their barriers break ; 

Above, below, the rival torrents pour. 

And drown Creation: or in floods of Are 255 

Descends a livid cataract, and consumes 
An impious race. Sometimes, when all seems peace, 
Wakes the grim whirlwind, and with rude embrace ' 
Sweeps nations to their grave, or in the deep 
Whelms the proud wooden world : full many a youth 
Floats on his wat’ry bier, or lies unwept 261 

Oil some sad desert shore! At deadi of night. 

In sullen silence stalks forth PestileuVe : *■ 

Contagion close behind taints all lief i^t^eps 
With puis’iious dew’; no smiting hand is seen, 265 
No sound is heard, but soon her secret path 
Is mark'd ,with desolation ; heaps on heiips 
Promiscuous drop. No friend, no refuge near ; 

All, all is fatftc^ud treacherous around ; 

All that they twch, or taste, or breathe, is Death. 270 
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AVI^rV looi for succour? Where, but up to thee ? 

( ^ 

But, ah! what means that ruinous roar? why fail 
These toU’rinjj; feet? Barth to its centre feels 
The (jotlheatl's power, and trenihliug at his touch 
Through all its pillars, and in ev’r}'' pore, 

He:rls to the'groimd, with one convulsive heave, 275 
Precipitating tionies, and towns, and tow’rs. 

The work of ages, (haish’d beneath the weight 

OC gen’ral devastation, millions find 

One common grave; not cv’n a widow left 

To wail her sons: tlie house, that should protect, 280 

Entombs its master ; and the faithless plain. 

If there he ilies for holp^ withjj^jiidden yawn 

Starts from beii'?ath him. Shield me, gracious Heav’n, 

O .siYiil'rh. me from destractiou! if this globe, 

This solid globe, pvhieb tbijMc own hand bath made 
So linn and sure, 'if this n4 steps betray ; 286 

If my own mother Earth, fnim whence 1 sprung. 

Rise up with rage nnnatnra! to devour 
Her wretched olis]irhig; wliither shall 1 Hv? 

Where look for snecour? Where, out up to ‘liee, 290 
AlmiglitY h’ather? Save, O save, !h\ snppliai.^ 
Froin-fhorrors sneii as tiiese! At thy good time 
Let Death approach ; I reek not — let him but come 
In genuine form, ne-t with thy vengeance arrnM, 

Too iimch for in;!,’ to bear. O rather lend 295 

Thy kindly aiti So mitigate his stroke; 

Ann at that hoi!;- vi heu all aghast I stand 
(A. trembling cai',!li«iat<,! for thy coiiijiassion) 

On this Worhl’s brink, and look into the next; 

When my soul, starting from the dark unknown, 800 
Casts back a wishfid look, and fondly clings 
To her frail prop,nunwilling to be wrench’d 
From this fair s(:<,uc, from ;fll her ’enstom’d joys. 

Ami all the lovc’''y, relatives of life; 

I’hen sIhmI thy comforts o’er me, then put on 305 
'^I'lu! gentlest of thy loi>ks. Let no dark crimes, 

In all their hideous forms then starting up. ^ 

Plant theihsekes round my couch ia grim array,' 

And stab my bleeding heart with two-e(3gid torture. 
Sense of past guilt,, and dread of futura wog. 310 
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Disdain not Tiion to smooth the re|tle.S5 bed. 

— * ^ 

Far be tjte ghastly crew! And in their stead. 

LiCt cheerful Mein’ry from her purest cells / 

Lead forth a gootlly train of Virtm^s fair, 

Cherish’d in earliest youth, now paying Jback 
With tenfold usury the pious care, 315 

And pouring o’er my wounds the heav’nly balm 
Of conscious innocence. But chiefly. Thou, ’ 
Whom •soft-ey’d Pity once led down from Heav’n, 

To bleed for Man, to teach him how to live. 

And, oh! still harder lesson! how to die; ,320 

Oistiain not Thou to smooth the restless bed 
Of Sickness and of Pajp. F>>rgive the tear 
That fe<;l»le Nature drops, calm all her fears. 

Wake all her hopes, and aniiAate her'faith; 

Till my rapt Soul, anticip<|itiiK He^’n, 323 

Bursts from the thraldom' bf'vicunnj’ving clay. 

And on the wing of Ecstacy upborne. 

Springs into Liberty, and Light, and Life. 


AMO^G THE TOMBS, 


BY THE LATE MR. MOOKE, OF CORNWALL. 


Struck with religious awe and ^leinn (Tread, 
I view these gloomy mansions of the dead ; 
Around me tombs in mix’d disorder rise. 

And in mute language teach me to be vjise. 

Time Avai^iese aslu's liv’d ; a time inm^t b?. 
When otlr&s thus may stand and look at me. 
Here, blen^^lie the aged and the young. 

The rich and poor, an undistinguish’d throng: 

16. 3H 


-Nl/a.HT THOUGHTS 

The gra#* has eloquence, its lectures teach. 

■ I -T I ^ . - --- - - ■ 

>J)eatli conquers all, and Time’s subduing hand. 

Nor tombs, nor marble statues, can witlistanU. 10 
Mark yonder ashes, in confusion spread! 

Compare earth’s living tenants with her dead! 

Hovt striking the resemblance — yet how just! 

Once life and soul inform’d this mass of dust : 

A.vJunil these bones, now broken and decay’d, 15 
Tiife streams of life in various channels play’d ; 
Perhaps that skull, so horrible to view. 

Was some fair maid’s, ye belles! as fair as you. 

These hollow' sockets two bright orbs contain’d, 
Where the lovei^ sported, and in triumf>h reign’d; 20 
Here glow’d tht^lips; there, white as Parian stone, 
The teetif dispoi^d in b»;!iuteous order shone. 

This is life’s goql — nd^ farther can we view; 

Beyond it, all is wonder' .;l‘^Und new. 

O say, ye spirits in a future state, 25 

Why do you hide the secrets of your fate? 

Nor tell your endless pains or joys to none; 

IvS it that men may live by faith alone ? 

■ The,^rave has eloquence, its lectures teach, 

In sihince, louder than divines can preach; 30 

Hear what it says — ye sous of folly ! hear ; 

It speaks to you — lend an attentive ear; 

It bids you lay all vanity ashle; 

An humbling lecture this for human pride. 

The clock strikes twelve — ^liow solemn is the sound! 
Hark, how the strokes from hollow vaults rebound ! 30 
They bid us hasten to be wise, and show 
How rapid in their course our minutes flow. 

Now airy shapes, and hideous spectres, dance 
Athwart Imaginatiou’s vivid glance; 40 

The felon now at, acks the miser’s door. 

And ruthless M-Uider prints her steps with gore: 

Dull Faiirtcy now her dreary path pursues, 

’Midst groves jOf cypress, and unhallow’d yews; 
Poetic visjona vanish from my brain, 4® 

And my piiis5 throbs as feebly as my strais. i 
What means this sudden, strange, u^w^gal start, 
lliis solemn something creeping to uiy^heart? 
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Attend, yc fair, ye thout'litless, vM ye (jay ! 

' — V ^ 

Why to read a gracious God's decree? 

Why fear to look on that I soon iimst be? '* 50 

Can man be thougiitless of liis end ? or proud 
Of charms that claim the cofiiy and tliH shroud? 
Come, let him reatl these sculpiiir'd tombstones o’er. 
Here fix his thoughts, and then be vain no more: ^ 
Let proud ambition learn this lesson hence, ’ ^ . 55 

Howe’er distinguish'tl, dignify 'd for sense ; 

What e’er the honor’d ensigns of renown, 

The cap, the hood, the mitre, or the crown, 

Death levels all ; nor parts our ])o\y’rs can save; 
Milton himself must U’^)ulde» in the ,>Tave, 60 

Who sung, and prov’d with il^epirati(^l strong 
The soul iimuortal, an immoatai son^’. i 

Hark ! thus Dealli spfJkkJ; fnypnious sons of men, 
W'hy boast the chis.sel, peVi*.^, or nie pen? 

Will Fame, who oft d<iiies her children bread, 05 
Deceive the living, discompose the <lead ? 

]\o; fame’s a hrea^h, it cannot worth supply, 

IVor yit/l you comfort Avhen you come to <lie; 

I n iiiV fiark realms all opp«)sites agree, 

TffeTieirs of wealth, and sous of poverty/ ^ 70 

Whose Uniib is this? It says, ’tis Miras tojnb, 
Pluck’d from the work! in beauty’s fairest bloom: 
Attend, ye fair, ye thoughtless, and ye gay! 

For Mira dy’d upon the nuptial day ! » 

The grave, cold hridegroom! clasp’d her in liisarmi^ 
And kimired worms destroy’d her pleasing charms. 76 
III yonder tomh the old Avuro lies; 

(Once he was rich, the world esteem’d him wise,) 
Schemes unac^complish’d labour’d in his mind. 

And all his thoughts Avere to this l^'orld confin’d ; 80 

Death came unlook’d for, — from Irjjj grasping hands 
Down dropt his bags, and mortgage:- of lands. 

Beneath the sculptur’d pompous iiiArble ^one 
Lies youthful Floi'io, aged Iwenly-oue;^^ 

Croj^d I’ll^ a flower he wither’d in his blopm, 85 
Thtmgh ^ttering life had promis’d years to come. 

Ye silken ye FJorios of the age ! 

Who tread in 'giddy maze life’s flow’ry stage, 
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Here iifttn dissolv’d, in shatter'd nitii lies. 


90 


95 


100 


Mark here the en<l of {nan, in Florio see, 

yoi^ and all the sons of mirth must he. 

There low in dust the vain Horletisio lies. 

Whose splendhr was beheld with envious eyes; 

Titles and arms his pompous marble grace, 

Ayith- a long hist'ry of his nt)IHe race : 

Stfi'J' after death his vanity survives, 

/Pffil on his tomb, all of Mortensio lives! 

Around me, as 1 turn luy wand’ring eyes, 
Unmmiber’d graves in awful prospect rise. 

Whose stones say only when their owners dy’d, 

If young, or agefT, and te w'ln»i*i ally'd ; 

On others, pom|,;ous epitaphs are spread. 

In nieni'i''y of tho.yjrtmVof the dead : 

Vain waste of prai?e! sr^'c<^'“<latt’ring or sincere. 

The judgment day alone- V.'ill make appear. 

How silent is this little spot of ground! 

How melancholy looks each object round! 

Here man dissolv’d, in shatter’ll ruin lies 
So fast asleep — as if no more to rise; 

’Tis stijauge to think, how these dead bones ca. 

Leap i^ito form, and with new heat revive! 

Or how this trodden earth to life shall wake. 

Know its own place, its former figure take! 

But whence thesedoiibls? when the last truuipetsouuds 
ThriJiigh heav'n’s expanse, to earth’s remotest bouiuls, 
The deail shall quit these tenements of clay, 

Afi^ view again the long extinguish’il day: 11(5 

Cheer’d with this pleasing hope, 1 safely trust 
Th’ Almighty’s powV to raise me from the dust; 

On his unfailing promises rely. 

And all the horrm'*! of the grave defy: 120 

Heath! w'here's th^* sting? (irave! where’s thy victory? 
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live, 

ito 



2VENING REFLECTIONS 

Written in Westminster Abbey. 


Hail, sacred Fane! amidst whose stately shrines 
Her constant vigils Melancholy keeps, 

(Whilst on her arm her grief-worn c^eek reclines) 
And oVii' the spoils S<f hnirian graiitlenr weeps. 

Hail, ancient edilic<;! thine 4i*!‘les al/ng, ( 


In contemplation wrap^^, vhw let' me stray; 
And stealing from the itllV'tsy tlirong, 
Devoutly meditate the moral lay. 


What |»lca.sing sadness fills my thoughtful breast 
Whene’er my .st6.ps these gloomy mansions trace! 
W liere,/n their sumptuous tombs, in silence n^st 
T'; . honour’d ashes of the British race, 

• 

Here terminate ambition's airy schemes. 

The s\ ren pleasure here allures no more, 

Here grov'lling av’ricc* drops her golden dreams. 
Ami life’s fantasiic- trifles all are o’er. 


INo cares nor passions here the bosom rend, 

H ere wasting pain and earthly troubles cease; 
Her(> ho[>eless love ami cruel hatred end. 

And the world's weary Irav’ller rests in peace. 

Approach, vain child of fortune, jJihw’ri'and^ fame ! 

Here learn a lesson from each sneaking bust; 
View 4bi each lofty tomb (he envy'(l\ianie 
Of^vorldly greatness, levell’d in tlni <luslji, 


How hig^ each pers'nage once, how honour'd, read ; 
H/w lyt.v, how little now, look dow), and see: 





Full luaiiy a liapluss victim yot unborn, 

0 Death, all conq’rin" ! at thy feet must fau. 
Before the dawniii}; of tliat jr|orioiis luorii, 

When thou«shult yieldj'aiul God be all in all. 

Tlu;n Voin the silent grave aiuj op’uiiig tomb 
each reviving tenant lift his head, 

ArfVi I'iis tii!H!-honour’d Abbey’s cioudcd womb. 
Itcsigu its treasures of illustrious dead. 

E’en now, incthinks, by faitk’s pervading eye 

1 see his banner in the clouds display’d. 

Ami the world’s- Savioui? fron^'diis throne on high. 
Descend in ptrest rc;’^s of light array’d. 

Great day of gladffess ta, thg^ good and just, 

When they shairtasteji M wond(!rs of his love; 
And rising joyful from their beds of dust. 

Ascend triuinphant to the realms above. 

I’hen shall the finish’d bust, the sqidptur’d stone. 
And all the labour of the artist’s hand, 
t)issol|',v; a!id virtue's solid base alone 
Aiufdst the gen’ral wreck of matter stand. 

Yea, should creation founder in the storm, 

And whelming perish in this awful doom. 

Yet shall celestial virtue’s angel form 
Survive, and ilourish in immortal bloom. 

Then shall the good resolve, the gen’rous deed. 

And noble conflict in religion’s cause, 

Be well rewarded, (’tis by Heav’n decreed,)- 
Ami surely meet at judgment (iod’s applause. 

O be it then our yfisdoni to secure 

Those gloriouy Vowns that shine for ever li^ight: 
Crowns thataddrn the faithful and the pure, , 

In th^ blcst mansions of eternal light. 


UErLECTlOJSrS. 
*1 '■ 

Cirrat wltuliio.ss to tlir. pood and j«sU 
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CONTEMPLATION ON NIOHT. 


BY GAY. 


Whether amid the gloom of Night I stray, 

Or my glad eyes enjoy- revolting drfjt 
Still Nature’s various l^ace iti fbp ns my sense 
Of an all-wise, all-powerful |’rovi(l«:u/(‘e. 

When the gay sun first^hrAiks the shades of Night; 
And strikes the distant t..,'''|^rn hi-lls with light. 6 
Colour returns, the plains their iiv’ry wear, 

And a bright verdure clothes t!ie smiling year; 

'rite blooming tiovv’rs with op'ning l)i:auties glow, 

And gny.ing thtek:? their milky fleeces show; Iff 

The tr.’/ren elifis with chalky froiib. arise, 

A^- ’ a pure a/ur<- uvehes o’er the skies. 

Ifait when the gloomy reign of Night rolttrns, 

Stript of her fatling pride, all Nature mourns; 

The trees no more their wonted verdure boast, 15 
But wei'p, in diav y tears, their beauty losi ; 

Ntt distant landscapes draw ourcnriotis ejes, 

Wrapt in Night's robe the whole creation lies: 

Tet still, even n<»w, while darkness clothes the land. 
We view' llte traces of th’ Almighty hand; 20 

Millions of stars in Heaven’s wide vatill appear, 

And w'itli new glories hang the bc'mdless sphere: 

The silver Moon In r westt-rii oouci forsakes. 

And ^r the skies her nightly cin t. makes; 

Her ;/>iid globti beats back the sunny rays, , 25 

And to Urn world her borrow'd light repays. 

Whetj^r tlu"^' stars, that tw inkling bistre send, 
Ar^tinvand roHiiig worlds tliose sm s attend, 

Man ma^/v^ieelun', and new schemes declare — 

’ Vet all his si jfslems but conjectures are ; 30 



A cojicrKirvrj/VTioN on night. 

Tz I ' 

Oh ! m.ty s^jlo nobler 1h;>i!"hl niy .soul employ. 

IVut tliis \v‘i know, tlial Heav’u’s eternal King,, 

Who hid this iiniver.se troin nothing' spring, 

Can, iit. his \vor<!, hi<l iinnrrous worlds aj)pear. 

And rising worlds th’ all-powerful word shall hear. 

Whyn to tlie vveslorn main the sun descends, 35 
l\o otiier lands a rising day he lends; 

'J.i^sjiivading dawni another shepherd spies. 

The wakeful iloeks from their warm folds ari.se ; 
Refresli’d, the peasant seeks his early toil. 

And hitls the plough correct the fallow soil. 40 

While we in .sleep’s emhraces waste the night. 

The climes oppos’d enjoj' meridian light; 

And .when those. lands»'v.Ue biisy sun forsakes. 

With us again tlui^i'.osy ijioniing wakes; 

In lazy sleep the night r<\]ls^--;,wifl away, 45 

And neither clime lament.; iiis absent ray. 

Wiien the pure soni is froui the body llown. 

No more shall Niglit's alternate reign be known ; 

The sun no more shall rolling light he.sto\v, 

Bnt from th’ Aliniglity streams of glory llow.\ 50 
ijth ! may some nobh;r thought my soul employ , 
7’han’t'ijipty, transient, sublunary joy. ‘ ' ’ 

The .star.s .sliall ilrop, the sun shall lose his flame. 

But thou, O God! for ever shine the same. 54 
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